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SHAKESPEARE; 

A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623." 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

"A reprint of the firft Folio, not free from inaccuracies, was publiflied in 1807. A fccond 
reprint is now in courfe of publication by Mr. Lionel Booth. The firft part, containing the Comedies, 
has already appeared. It is probably the moft correct reprint ever iffued." 

The Cambridge Edition of Shakefpeare, vol. i. Preface, p. xxvi. 

AMONG the many commendations bellowed on this Reprint of the Firft Edition of 
Shakefpeare, none has occafioned fo much fatisfaction as the above, becaufe, from 
the very nature of the labours of the learned Editors, it bears certain evidence that the 
principal object aimed at in the reproduction — accuracy — has been duly tefted. 

At the commencement of the undertaking, it was thought that a Reprint of the 
moft important edition of Shakefpeare, unlcfs attended with that care which could alone 
fecure thorough identity with the Original, had better remain unattempted ; indeed, 
without extreme caution being devoted to it, the moft likely refult would be an increafc 
to the perplexities of Shakcfpearian criticifm — whereas, to put forth a book, the cor- 
rectnefs of which might in every way be depended on, could not fail to be an acceptable 
aid to Shakcfpearian ftudies. 

That the effort has been fuccefsful in refpeft to Part I., now nearly two years in 
circulation, is certified by the fact that not a (ingle queftion of its accuracy has been 
encountered, which has not proved to be an error or mifapprehenfion of the queftioner. 
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Yet at no time has this fact occafioned an overweening confidence; and the anxious 
endeavour to fecure thorough corredtnefs for Part I. has been continued in the production 
of the prefent portion, and (hall be to the completion of the work- 
As the concluding paragraph of the Advertifement to Part I. fet forth the defign 
with which this Reprint was begun — namely, that it fhould, as far as poffible, be 
" one in femblance " with the Original, but more efpecially, in the important matter of 
contents, "one and the felf-famc thing"— that paragraph is now repeated: — "The 
chances of error in the paffing of an elaborate work through the prefs are multifarious 
— occafionally their origin is moft myfterious and unaccountable ; experience, not lefs 
than inclination, precludes the leaft pretenfion to infallibility, and though not fearing the 
complaints made again if the lad reprint of this book, they are not out of memory ; 
therefore, the communication of any — the moft trifling — departure from the Original 
which may be difcovered will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the required 
correction efTe&ed by a cancel." 

307 Recent Street, W. 

Omier \yb, 1863. 
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Great Homer s birth fev'n rival cities claim, 

Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame ; 

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 

His wond'rous worth ; what Egypt could beftow, 

With all the fchools of Greece and Alia join'd, 

Enlarg'd the immenfe expanfion of his mind : 

Nor yet unrival'd the Maeonian (train ; 

The Britifli Eagle* and the Mantuan Swan 

Tow'r equal heights. But, happier Stratford, thou 

With incontefted laurels deck thy brow ; 

Thy bard was thine unfchooVd^ and from thee brought 

More than all Egypt, Greece, or Afia taught ; 

Not Homer's felf fuch matchlefs laurels won, 

The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakefpeare none. 

T. Seward. 

* Milton. 
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Printed by Isaac laggard, and Ed. Blount, 1623 ; and Re-Printed 
for Lionel Booth, 307 Regent Street, 1863. 

The general Title-page, an accurate Fac-fimile of the Original, will he given with Part III., tobicb 
will contain tbe tabole of the Tragedies; that Part /'< /'/; preparation, and tolll he produced 
''With all %eod /peed:' 
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SHAKESPEARE. 



Collation of the Edition of 1623. 

(Continued.} 



THE HISTORIES. 



%* The Collation is given with each Party to prevent the reproduction of any peculiarity 
of the Original Work being mijlaken for a defecl. 



King John — pages i to 22. 

Richard the Second — pages 23 to 45 — (in fome copies page 37 is mifprinted 39). 
Henry the Fourth, Part I. — pages 46 to 73 — (pages 47, 48, are omitted). 

Henry the Fourth, Part II. — pages 74 to 100, with a leaf containing the "Epilogve," 
and, on its reverfe, "The Actors Names" — (pages 89, 90, are mifprinted 
9'» 92). 

Henry the Fift — pages 69 to 95 — (as will be perceived, the pagination of this portion of 
the work, 69 to 100, has been repeated). 

Henry the Sixt, Part I. — pages 96 to 119. 

Henry the Sixt, Part II. — pages 120 to 146. 

Henry 
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Henry the Sixt, Part III. — pages 147 to 172 — (pages 165, 166 are mifprinted 167, 168). 
Richard the Third — pages 173 to 204. 

Henry the Eight— pages 205 to 232— (page 216 is mifprinted 2j8). 

There are flight variations in the head-lines of Henry the Fourth, Part I. page 57, and of 
Henry the Sixt, Part III. pages 153 to 172; thefe variations do not cxift in the 
Second Edition. 

%* This Collation will be completed in Part III. 



As copies of the Original arc known to vary, any fuch variations or peculiarities, not noticed 
above, being communicated will greatly oblige ; alfo any information that may tend to render 
thoroughly complete the collation of the whole work. 

It will be obferved that this Reprint has a diftinft pagination, — alfo a diftinct fet of fignaturcs, 
in fours i both, to facilitate reference, will be continuous throughout the volume. It may be as 
well to remark — to prevent the chance of proofs of care being taken rather to indicate the lack 
of that eflential — that, wherever type may be feen out of gear, in any way defeftivc or irregular, 
all fuch " typographical phenomena," as Mr. Lettfom has aptly termed thofc chara&crittics of 
the precious old book, have been reproduced in accordance with the prefcribed plan "in letting 
forth" — No departure from the Original. 
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ThelifeanddeathofKinglohn. 



Actus Primus , Scana 'Prima. 




Enter King Iobn, Queen* Elinor, Pembroke, Efex, and Sa- 
Ivbury, with tb* ChattyfMn of Franee. 

King Iobn, 

»Ow fay Cbatillicn, what would Front* with r» ? 
Chat. Thu» (alter greeting ) fpeakes the King 
of France, 
\ In my behauiour to the Maiefty , 
The borrowed Maiefty of England heerc. 

Elea. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Maiefty i 
K.Iobn. Silence f good mother )heare the Embadie. 
Cbat, Pbilip of Franee, in right and true behalfe 
Of thy deceafed brother, Gtffrtyti fonne, 
Artbur Plantaginet, laies moft lawfull claime 
To this faire lland,and the Territories: 
To Ireland, Poj&'uri, Anient, Terayne, Maine, 
DeGring thee to lay afide the fword 
Which fwaiet vfurpingly thefe feuerall titles, 
And put the fame into yong Artburt hand , 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soueraigne. 
K.Iobn. What followe* if we difallow of thu 1 
Chat. The proud controle of fierce and bloudy war re, 
To inforce thefe rights, fo forcibly with-held, 

K.Io. Heere haue we war for war,4c bloud for blood, 
Controlement for controlement : fo anfwer France. 

Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embadie. 

K.Iobn. Beare mine to him, and fo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eies of Franee \ 
For ere thou canft report, I will be there : 
The thunder of my Cannon Hull be heard. 
So hence :be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And fullen prefage of your owne decay t 
An honourable conJucl let him haue, 



Pembroke lookc too't : farewell Chattillion. 

Exit Chat, and Tern. 

Elt. What now my fonne, haue I not cuer faid 
How that ambitious CnSanee would not ceafe 
Till the had kindled Franc* and all the world, 
Vpon the right and party of her fonne. 
This might haue beene preuented,and made whole 
With tery eafie arguments of loue, 
Which now the mannagc of two kingdomes muft 
With fearefoll bloudy iflue arbitrate. 

K.Iobn. Our ftrong poiTcflion, and our right for vs. 

Eli. Your ftrong poftcfsiS much more then your right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me, 
So much my confeience whifpers in your eare, 



Which none but heauen, and you, and I, 
Enter a Sheriffe. 

Effex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft 
Come from the Country to be iudg'd by you 
That ere I heard : (hall I produce the men > 

K.Iobn. Let them approach : 
Our Abbies and our Priories (hall pay 
This expeditious charge : what men are you ? 
Enter Robert FauUtnbridge,and Tbilip. 

Pbilip. Your faithfull fubietl,! a gentleman, 
Borne in Nortbamptcnfbirt, and eldeft fonne 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbrijge , 
A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 
Of Qordtlion, Knighted in the field. 

K.Icbn. What art thou ? 

Ribert. The fon and heire to that fame Fanlctnbridge. 

K.Iobn. Is that the clder,and art thou the heyre ? 
You came not of one mother then it feemes. 

PbiKp. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne.and as I thinke one rather : 
But for the cerrainc knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o're to heauen, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt,as all mens children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude man, y doft ftiame thy mother, 
And wound her honor with this diffidence. 

Phil. I Madame ? No, I haue no reafon for it, 
That is my brothers plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can proue, a pops me out, 
At leaft from faire fiue hundred pound a yeere: 
Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land. 

K. Itbn, A good blunt fellow : why being 
Doth he lay claime to thine inheritance t 

Tbil. I know not why,except to get the 
But once he flanderd me with baftardy : 
But where I be as true begot or no, 
That ftill I lay vpon my mothers head, 
But that I am as well begot my Liege 
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and be Iudge your felfe 
If old Sir Robert did beget vs both, 
And were our father, and this fonne like him : 

0 old f\r 'Robert Father, on my knee 

1 giue heauen thankes I was not like to thee. 

K, lu > Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent vs here? 

Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordelient face, 
The accent of his tongue aftccleth him : 
Doe you not read fome tokens of my fonne 
In the large compofition of this man r 

a AT. hb m 
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The life and death of Qngjohn. 



K.Iahn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And findes them pet fed Richard : firm fpeakc, 
What doth moue you to daimc your brothers land. 

V<-.,j- Bccaufc he hath a half-face like my father t 
With halfe that face would he haue all my land , 
A halfe-fac'd groat,fiue hundred pound a yccre? 

Rtb. My gracious Liege, when that my father liu'd, 
Your brother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Your tale muft be how he cmploy'd my mother. 

Rtb. And once difpatch'd him in an Embame 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affaires touching that time : 
Th'aduantage of his abfence tookc the King, 
And in the mcane time foiourn'd at my father* ; 
Where how he did prcuaile,l lhamc to fpeake : 
But truth is truth, large lengths of Teas and mores 
Betwcenc my father, and my mother lay, 
As I haue heard my father fpeakc himfelfe 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got : 
Vpon his death. bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me, and tookc it on his death 
That this my mothers fonne was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fburteene weekes before the courfe of time : 
Then good my Liedgc let me haue what is mine, 
My fathers land, as was my fathers will. 

K.hbn. Sirra,your brother is Legittimate, 
Your fathers wife did after wcdlocke beare him : 
And if Ihc did play falfc, the fault was hers , 
Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wiues : tell me, how if my brother 
Who as you fay, tookc paines to get this ionne , 
Had of your father claim'd this fonne for his, 
Inf. mt l>, good friend, your father might haue kept 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world : 
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 
My brother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes, 
My mothers fonne did get your fathers hey re, 
Your fathers heyre muft haue your fathers land. 

Rtb. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, 
To difpoflefle that childe which is not his. 

Pbil. Of no more force to difpoflefle me fir, 
Then was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulccnbridge , 
And like thy brother to cnioy thy land : 
Or the reputed fonne of Cerde/ien, 
Lord of thy prefencc, and no land be(idc. 

Baft. Madam, and if my brother had my fliape 
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him , 
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, 
My armes.fucb eelc-skins ftuft, my face fo thin, 
That in mine eare I durft not fticke a rofe, 
Left men lhould fay,looke where three farthings goes, 
And to his fliape were heyre to all this land, 
Would I might neuer ftirrc from off this place , 
I would giuc iteuery foot to haue this facet 
It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 

Elinor. I like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy fortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him, .in j follow me ? 
I am a Souldier,and now bound to France. 

Bafl, Brother, take you my land, He take my chance; 
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound a yeere, 
Yet fell your face for fiue pence and 'tis deere: 
Madam, He follow you »nto the death. 



Elmer. Nay, I would haue you go before me thither. 

'Bafl. Our Country manners giue our betters way. 

K.ltbn. What is thy name? 

Bafl. Tbi/ip my Liege, fo is my name begun, 
Pbi/ip,goad old Sir Robert! wiues eldeft fonne. 

K.ltbn. From henceforth beare his name 
Whofe forme thou beareft : 
Kneele thou downe Philip, but rife more great, 
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

Bali. Brother by th'mothers fide.giue me your hand, 
My father gaue me honor, yours gaue land : 
Now bleffed be the houre by night or day 
When 1 was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Ele. The very fpirit of Plantaginet : 
I am thy grandame RJchard, call me fo. 

Bafl. Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tho ; 
Something about a little from the right, 
In at the window, or clfe ore the hatch : 
Who dares not ftirrc by day,muft walkc by night, 
And haue is haue, how euer men doc catch : 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is ftill well (hot, 
And I am I, how ere I was begot. 

K.Iabn. Gve,Faulionbridgt,no\r haft thou thy defire, 
A landlcffc Knight,makes thee a landed Squire : 
Come Madam.and come Ricbard,wt muft fpecd 
For France, for France, for it is more then need. 

'Bafl. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft got i'ch way of honefty. 

Exeunt ail but baflard. 

Bafl. A foot of Honor better then I was, 
But many a many foot of Land the worfe. 
Well, now can I make any Joane a Lady, 
Good den Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 
And if his name be (jterge, He call him Peter; 
For new made honor doth forget mens names: 
Tis two refpe£tiue, and too fociablc 
For your conuerfion, now your traueller, 
Hee and his tooth-pickc at my worfltips meffe, 
And when my knightly ftomacke is fufnYd, 
Why then I lucke my teeth, and catcchixe 
My picked man of Countries : my deare fir, 
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin , 
I (hall befeech you ; that is queftion now, 
And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke : 
O fir, I j yes anfwer, at your bell command , 
At your employment, at your icruice fir : 
No fir, faies queftion, f fweet fir at yours, 
And fo ere anfwer knowes what queftion would, 
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
The Perenncan and the riuer Put, 
It drawes toward fupper in condufion fo. 
But this is worfliipfoll fociety, 
And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfe ; 
For he is but a baftard to the time 
That doth not fmoake of obferuation, 
And fo am I whether I fmacke or no t 
And not alone in habit and dcuice, 
Exterior forme, outward accoutrement; 
But from the inward motion to deliuer 
Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the ages tooth, 
Which though I will not practice to deceiue, 
Yet to auoid deceit I meane to learnc; 
For it (hall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing: 
But who comes in fuch hafte in riding robes T 



The life and death of Qngjobn. 



What woman poft is (hit? hath Ihe no husband 
That will take paints to blow a home before her/ 
O me, 'ti» my mother : how now good Lady, 
What brings you heere to Court fo haftily i 



Lady Faulconbridgt 



Gurnty. 



Lady. Where is that flaue thy brother? where is he? 
That holds in chafe mine honour vp and downe. 

'Baft. My brother Rcbert,old Sir Rebtrti fonne : 
Caibrand the Gyant. that fame mighty man, 
la it Sir Rcbertt fonne that you feeke fo ? 

Lady. Sir Rtbtrtt fonne, I thou vnreucrend boy, 
Sir Robtrtt fonne ? why fcorn'ft thou at fir Riiert I 
He is Sir Rtbtrti fonne, and fo art thou. 

Baft , lamtt Geurnie, wilt thou giue vs Icauc a while? 

Giur, Good lcauc good Philip. 

Baft. Philip, fparrow, lames, 
There'* toyes abroad,anon lie tell thee more. 

Exit lamtt. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Rcberti fonne, 
Sir Rcbtrt might haue cat his part in me 
Vpon good Friday.and nere broke his fart : 
Sir Robtrt could dee wcll.maroe to confeffe 
Could get me fir R^vbert could not doe it ; 
Wc know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am 1 beholding for thefe limmes ?, 
Sir "Rcbtrt neucr holpe to make this legge. 

Lady. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too, 
That for thine owne gaine Ihouldft defend mine honor? 
What meanes this fcome, thou mod vntoward knaue ? 

Bail, Knight. knight good mother, Bafilifco-like: 
What, I am dub'd, 1 haue it on my {boulder : 
But mother, I am not Sir Rcbtrtt fonne, 
I hjuc difclaim'd Sir Rcbtrt and my land, 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone ; 
Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man 1 hope, who was it mother? 

Lady. Haft thou denied thy felfc a Faulccnbridgt 1 

Baft. As faithfully as I denie the deuill. 

Lady. Ktng Richard Cordtfon was thy father, 
By long and vehement fuit I was feduc d 
To make roome for him in my husbands bed : 
Heauen lay not my transgrelTion to my charge , 
That art the ifTuc of my dcerc offence 
Which was fo ftrongly vrg'd pift my defence. 

'Baft. Now by this light were 1 to get againe, 
Madam I would not with a better father : 
Some finnes doe beaie their priuiledge on earth, 
And fo doth yours : your fault, was not your follic, 
Needs mult you lay your heart at his difpofc, 
Subidted tribute to commanding lour, 
Againft whole forie and vnmatched force, 
The awleflc Lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keepe his Princely heart from Riebardi hand : 
He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts , 
May eafily winne a womans: aye my mother, 
With all my heart I thankc thee for my father : 
Who Hues and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, lie fend his fuulr to hell. 
Come Lady I will flicw thee to my kinne, 
And they lhall fay, when Richard mc begot, 
Jf thou hadft fayd him nay, it had becne fwne ; 
Who fayes it was, he lye*,] fay twas not. 



Sceena Secunda. 



Enttr btfirt *Aiigitri, Pbifip King of Franct, Ltvu , c Daul- 



Levis. Before Angitri well met braue Auftria, 
Arthur that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 
Richard that rob'd the Lion of his heart , 
And fought the holy Warrcs in Paltflint, 
By this braue Duke came early to his graue: 
And for amends to his port critic, 
At our importance hcthcr is he come, 
To fpread his colours boy,in thy bchalfe, 
And to rebuke the vfurpation 
Of thy vnnarurall Vncle, Englifli hhn , 
Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether. 

Arth. God (ball fbrgiue you Cerdtlisns death 
The rather, that you giue his ofF-fpring life , 
Shadowing their right vnder your wings of v 
I giue you welcome with a power Idle hand, 



But with a heart foil of vnftained loue, 
Welcome before the gates of Angitri Duke. 

Levis. A noble boy, who would not doe thee right? 
Auft. Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zeloui kifle, 
As feale to this indenture of my loue: 
That to my home I will no more returne 
Till Angitrtyini the right thou haft in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fae'd Ihorc, 
Whole foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides, 
And coo pes from other lands her 1 landers, 
Eucn till that England hedg'd in with the maine, 
That Water- walled Bulwarke.ftill fecure 
And confident from forreine purpofes, 
Euen till that vtmoft corner of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till then faite boy 
Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

Ccnft. O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks, 
Till your ftrong hand Ibill helpe to giue him ftrength, 
To make a more rcauitall to your loue. 

Auft. The peace of heauen is theirs y lift their fwords 
In fuch a iuft and charitable warre. 

King. Well, then to worke our Cannon (hall be lent 
Againft the browes of this refilling towne , 
Call for our cheeleft men of difcipline, 
To cull the plots of beft aduantages : 
Wee'll lay before this towne our Royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in French-ment bloud, 
But we will make it fubieel to this boy. 

Ccn. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaflic, 
Left vnaduis'd you ftaine your fwords with bloud, 
My Lord Chattifion may from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre, 
And then we Iball repent each drop of bloud , 
That hot raft> hafte fo indirectly Ihedde. 

Enttr Chattilhn. 
King. A wonder Lady:lo vpon thy wifli 
Our McfTcnger Chattilicn is arriu'd , 
What England laics, fay b reef civ gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilkn fpeakc, 

Chat. Then rurne your forces from this paltry fiege , 
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taske : 
England impatient of your iuft demands, 
Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the aducrfe windes 

a a Whofe 
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Whofe leifurc I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time 
To land his Legions all at foone as 1 : 
His marches are expedient to this towne , 
His forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : 
With him along is come the Mother Queene, 
An Ace (tiering him to bloud and ftrife, 
With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spain* , 
With them a Baftard of the Kings dcccaft, 
And all th'vnfetled humors of the Land, 
Rafti, inconfiderate, fiery voluntaries, 
With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons fplcenes, 
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiuc homes , 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes heere : 
In briefc, a brauer choyfe of dauntlefTc fpirits 
Then now the Engli/b bottomes haue waft o're, 
Did neuer flote vpon the fwelling tide , * 
To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome : 
The interruption of their churlitfh drums 
Cuts off more circumftance, they are at hand, 

Drum beats . 
To parlie or to fight, therefore prepare. 

Kin. How much vnlook'd for, is this expedition. 

Auft. By how much vnexpecled, by fo i 
We muft awake indeuor for defence, 
For courage mountcth with occafion, 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 



Enter K. of England, Baftard, Queene, 'Blanch, Pembroke, 
and others. 

K.lohn. Peace be to France: If France in peace permit 
Our iuft and line ill entrance to our owne ; 
If not, bleede France, and peace aicend to heauen. 
Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doc correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen. 

Fran. Peace be to England, if that warrc retuine 
From France to England, there to liue in peace i 
England we loue, and for that Englands fake, 
With burden of our armor heere we fwcat J 
This toyle of ours mould be a workc of thine ; 
But thou from louing England art fo farre, 
That thou haft vnder-wrought hislawfull King, 
Cut oft" the fequence of poflerity, 
Out-faced Infant State, and done a rape 
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : 
Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyes face, 
Thefc eyes, thefe brawes, were moul led out of his ; 
This little abftrad doth containe that large , 
Which died in Geffrcy.tnd the hand of time, 
Shall draw this breefe into as huge a volume: 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne , 
And this his fonne, England was Geffreys right, 
And this is Geffreyes in the name of God : 
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When liuing blood doth in thefe temples beat 
Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftereft ? 

K.Iobn. From whom haft thou this great commifSon 
To draw my anfwer from thy Articles? [France, 

Fra. Fro that fupernal ludge that ftirs good thoughts 
In any beaft of ftrong authoritic, 
To looke into the blots and ftjincs of right, 
That ludge hath made me guardian to this boy, 
Vnder whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whofe helpe I meanc to chaftifc it. 



K. hhn. Alack thru doft vfurpc authoritic. 

Fran. Excufe it is to beat vfurping downc. 

Queen. Who is it thou doft call vfurpcr France} 

Cenft. Let me make anfwer : thy vlurping fonne. 

Queen. Out infolent,thy baftard ftiall be King, 
That thou maift be a Queen, and checke the world. 

Con. My bed was eucr to thy fonne as true 
As thine was to thy husband, and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Then thou and /a&»,in manners being as like, 
As raine to water, or deuill to his damme ; 
My boy a baftard i by my foule I thinkc 
His father neuer was fo true begot, 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. ( ther 

Queen. Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy fa- 
Conft. There's a good grandamc boy 
That would blot thee. 
Auft. Peace. 
'Baft. Heare the Cryer. 
Auft, What the deuill art thou ? 
'Baft. One that wil play the deuill fir with you, 
And a may catch your hide and you alone: 
You are the Hare of whom the Proucrb goes 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard j 
He fmoake your skin-coat and I catch you right, 
Sirra looke too't.yfaith I will, yfaith. 

Sfaa. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 
That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. 

Baft. It lies as fightly on the backe of him 
As great Alcides mooes vpon an A lie: 
But Affc, lie take that burthen from your backe, 
Or lay on that ftiall make your ftioulders cracke. 

Auft. What cracker is this fame that dcatcs our eiies 
With this abundance of fuperfluous bicath? 
King Lefts, determine what we mall doe ftrait. 

Lew. Women tc fooles, breake oft' your con! 
King Iobn, this is the very fumme of all : 
England »nd Ireland, Angiers,Toraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur doe I claime of thee : 
Wilt thou refigne them, and lay downe thy Armes? 
John. My life as foonc : I doe defie thee France, 
of Britaine, yceld thee to my hand, 



And out of my dcere loue He giuc thee more, 
Then ere the coward hand of France can win ; 
Submit thee boy. 

Queen. Come to thy grandame child. 
Conf. Doe childc,goe to yt gr.mdamc childe, 
Giuc grandame kingdome, and it grandamc will 
Giue yt a plum, a cherry, and a figge, 
There's a good grandamc. 

Arthur. Good my mother peace, 
I would that I were low laid in my graue, 
I am not worth this coyle that's made for me. (werpes. 
Qu. Mo. His mother flumes him fo, poore boy hee 
Can. Now flume vpon you where the does or no, 
His grandamcs wrongs, and not his mothers fhamcs 
Drawcs thofe heaucn-mouing pearles fro his poor eiel, 
Which heauen ftull take in nature of a fee: 
I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen (hall be brib'd 
To doe him Iufticc,and rcuenge on you. 

Qu. Thou monttrous flandercr of heauen and earth. 
Con. Thou monftrous Iniurer of heauen and earth, 
Call not me flanderer,thou and thine vfurpc 
The Dominations, Royalties, and rights 
Of this opprcfled boy ; this is thy eldcft fonnes fonne, 
Infbrtunate in nothing but in thee: 

Thy j 
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Thy finnes ire vifited in this poore childe, 
The Canon of the Law is hide on him, 
Being but the fecond generation 
Rcmoued from thy finnc-concciuing wombc. 

lebn. Bedlam haue done. 

Con. 1 haue but this to fay, 
That he is not onely plagued for her fin, 
But God hath made her tinne and her, the plague 
On this rcmoued iiTue, plagued for her, 
And with her plague her finnc: his iniury 
Her iniurie the Beadle to her finne, 
All punifh'd in the pcrfon of this childe, 
And all for her, a plague vpon her. 

Que. Thou vnaduifcd fcold, I can produce 
A Will, that barres the title of thy tonne. 

Qon, I who doubts that, a Will : a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankred Grandams will. 

Fra. Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, 
It ill befccmes this pretence to cry ayme 
To thefe ill -tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the wallet 
Thefe men of Angiers, let vs heare them fpeake,~ 
Whofe title they admit, Artlun or Itbnt. 

Trumpet fluids. 
Enter a Ctiatn vpon tbt wallet. 

Ct. Who is it that hath warn d vs to the wallci? 

Fra. 'Tis France, for England. 

lob*. England for it felfe : 
You men of Angiers, and my louing fubiects. 

Fra. V'ou louing men of Angiers, Artlun fubiccls, 
Our Trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle. 

hbn. For our aduantagc, therefore heare vs firft : 
Thefe flagges of France chat are aduanccd hcere 
Before the eye and profpeel of your Towne, 
Haue hither march'd to your endamagement. 
The Canons haue their bowels full of wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their Iron indignation 'gainft your walles : 
All preparation for a bloody fiedge 
And merciles proceeding, by thefe French. 
Comfort yours Cittics cics, your winking gate* : 
And but for our approch, thofc deeping ftones, 
That as a wafte doth girdle you about 
By the compulfion of their Ordinance, 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had bin diflubited, and wide hauocke made 
For bloody power to rufl» vppon your peace. 
But on the light of vs your lawful! King, 
Who paincfully with much expedient march 
Haue brought a countcr-chccke before your gates, 
To faue vnfcratch'd your Cittics threatned cheekes : 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchfife a parle, 
And now indeed of bullctts wrapt in fire 
To make a fluking feuer in your walles, 
They flioote but calme words, folded vp in fmoake, 
To make a faithleffe errour in your cares, 
Which truft accordingly kindc Cittucns, 
And let vs in. Your King, whofe labour'd fpiriu 
Fore-wearied in this action of fwift fpcede, 
Craues harbourage within your Citie walles. 

Frame. When I haue (aide, make anfwer to vs both. 
Loe in this right h»nd, whofe protection 
Is moll diuincly vow'd vpon the right 
Of him it holds, ftands yong flantagenet, 
Sonne to the elder brother of this man, 
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And King ore him, and all that he enioyet : 

For this downe-rroden equity, we tread 

In warlike march, thele greenes before your Towne, 

Being no further enemy to you 

Then the conftraint of hofpiublc zeale, 

In the relcefc of this oppreflcd childe, 

Religioufly prouokes. Be pleafed then 

To pay that dutie which you truly owe, 

To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince, 

And then our Armes, like to a mutled Bcare, 

Saue in afpedt, hath all offence leal'd vp 1 

Our Cannons malice vainly fliall be fpent 

Againft th'involuerable clouds of heauen, 

And with a blclTcd and vn vext retyrc, 

With vnhack'd fwords, and Helmets all vnbruis'd, 

We will beare home that luftie blood againc, 

Which heere we came to fpout againft your Towne, 

And leaue your children, wiues, and you in peace. 

But if you fondly pafle our proffer'd offer, 

Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walles, 

Can hide you from our mcflcngers of Wane, 

Though all thefe Englilh, and their diftipline 

Were harbour'd in their rude circumference : 

Then tell vs, Shall your Citie call vs Lord, 

In that bchalfc which we haue challeng'd it? 

Or flull we giuc the fignall to our rage, 

And ftalke in blood to our polTeflion ? 

Or. In breefe, we are the King of Englands fubiccts 
For him, and in his ri^ht, we hold this Towne. 

htm. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

Cit. That can we not : but he that proucs the King 
To him will we proue loyal), till that time 
Haue we ramm'd vp our gates againft the world. 

lobn. Doth not the Crownc of England, prooue the 
King? 

And if not that, I bring you WitncfTcs 

Twice fifteene thoufand hearts of Englands breed. 

Baft. Baftards and elfe. 

lobn. To verifie our title with their liue*. 

Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thofc. 

Haft. Some Baftards too. 

Fran. Stand in his face to contradict his claimc. 

Qt. Till you compound whofe right is worthicft, 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

hbn. Then God forgiuc the finne of all thofc foules, 
That to their eucrlafting rcfidencc, 
Before the dew of euening fall, mall flcetc 
In drcadfull trial! of our kingdomc. King 

Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Chcualicrs to Armes. 

'Baft. Saint George that fwindg'd the Dragon, 
And ere fincc fit's on's horfebacke at mine Hoftefle dore 
Teach vs fomc fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den firrah, with your Lionneffe, 
I would fct an Oxc-hcad to your Lyons hide; 
And make a monfter of you. 

Auft. Peace, no more. 

Haft. O tremble: for you heare the Lyon rore. 
Isbn. Vp higher to the plainc, where we'l fet forth 
In beft appointment all our Regiment*. 

Baft . Speed then to take aduantage of the field. 
Fra. It fliall be fo, and at the other hill 
Command the reft to (land, God and our right. Exeunt 
Heere after excurfnns, Enter the Herald of France 
witb Trumpett to the gatet. 
F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates, 
And let yong Arthur Duke of Britaine in, 

A a 3 Wh 0 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much worlce for tcarcs in many an Englilh mother, 
Whole fonne* lye scattered on the bleeding ground : 
Many a widdowcs husband groucling lies, 
Coldly embracing the ditcoloured earrh, 
And viclorie with little lolTc doth play 
Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 
To enter Conquerors, and to proclaime 
Anbur of Britaine, Englands King, and your*. 

Enter tlrgiijh Herald uritb Trumpet. 
E.Har. Reioyce you men of Angicrs.nng your belt, 
King Job*, your king and Englands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 
Their Armours that march'd hence fo filuer bright, 
Hither returnc all gilt with Frenchmcns blood : 
There ftucke no plume in any Englifh Creft, 
That is remoued by a ftafte of France i 
Our colours do returnc in thole fame hands 
That did diiplay them when we firft marcht forth : 
And like a iolly troope of Huntfmcn come 
Our luftic Engliih, all with purpled hands, 
Dide in the dying (laughter of their foes, 
Open your gates, and giuc the Victors way. 

Hubert. Her Mt, from off our towres wc might behold 
From firft to laft.the on-fet and retyre 
Of both yonr Armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cenlurcd : (blowes : 

Blood hath bought blood, and blowes haue anfwerd 
Strength matcht with ftrcngth, and power confronted 
power, 

Both are alike.and both alike we like : 

One mud proue greateft. While they weigh fo euen, 

Wc hold our Townc for neither : yet for both. 

Enter tlx two Kings with their jHveri, 
at jeiurall dotret. 

hhn. France, haft thou yet more blood to caft away? 
Say, Hull the currant of our right rome on, 
Whofc pillage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leaue his natiue channcll, and ore-fwcll 
with courfc difturb'd euen thy confining fhorcs, 
VnleiTe thou let his filuer Water, keepe 
A peacefull progrefTe to the Ocean. 

Fra. England thou haft not lau'd one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more then we of France, 
Rather loft more. And by this hand 1 fweare 
That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our iuft-borne Armes, 
Wee' I put thee downe,'giinft whom thefe Armes wee 
Or adde a royall number to the dead *. [bcurc, 
Gracing the fcroule that tels of this warres lurtc, 
With (laughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Baft. Ha Maiefty : how high thy glory towres, 
When the rich blood of kings is fct on fire: 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with ftcele, 
The fwords of fouldicrs ire his teeth, his phangs, 
And now he feafts, mouling the flelh of men 
In vndetermin'd differences of kings. 
Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus s 
Cry hauocke kings, backe to the ftaincd field 
Yo'u equall Potenrs, fierie kindled fpirits, 
Then let confufion of one part confirm 
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 

John. Whofe party do the Townefmcn yet admit, f 



Fra. Spctke Citizens for England, whofe your king. 

Hub. The king of£ngland,when we know the king. 

Fra, Know him in vs, that hecrc hold vp his right. 

Isbn. In Vs, that are our owne great Deputie, 
And beare poffclilon of our I'erfon hcere, 
Lord of our prefence Angiers,and of you. 

Fra. A greater powre then We denies all this, 
And till it be vndoubtcd,we do lacke 
Our former Icruplc in our ftrong barr'd gates : 
Kings of ourfcarc, vntill our feares refolu'd 
Be by fome certainc king, purg'd and depes'd. 

Baft. By heauen, thefe fcroyles of Angicrs flout you 
And ftand fecurely on their battclments, flings, 
As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and acts of death. 
Your Royall prefences be rul'd by mee, 
Do like the Murines of Icrufalem, 
Be friends a-while, and both conioyntly bend 
Your (harpeft Deeds of malice on this Townc. 
By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount. 
Their battering Canon charged to the mouth es, 
Till their foulc-tearing clamours haue braul'd downc 
The flintic ribbes of this contemptuous Citic, 
I'de play inceffantly vpon thefe lades, 
Euen till vnfenced dclulation 
Lcauc them as naked as the vulgar ayre : 
That done, diffeuer your vnited rtrengths, 
And part your mingled colours once againe, 
Turne face to face, and bloody point to point: 
Then in a moment Fortune (hall cull forth 
Out of one fide her happy Minion, 
To whom in fauour (he (hall giuc the day, 
And kiffe him with a glorious victory : 
How like you this wilde counfell mighty States, 
Smackcs it not something of the policie. 

lib*. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our heads, 
I like it well. France, (hall we knit our powres, 
And lay this Angiers euen with the ground, 
Then after fight who (hall be king of it ? 

'Baft. And if thou haft the mettle of a king, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this pceuifti Townc : 
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie, 
As wc will ours, agiinft thefe fawcie walles, 
And when that wc haue dafli'd them to the ground, 
Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 
Make worke vpon our felucs,for heauen or hell. 

Fra. Let it be fo: fay, where will you affaultf 

Lb*. Wc from the Weft will fend deltruclion 
Into this Cities bofomc. 

Auft. I from the North. 

Fra*. Our Thunder from the South, 
Shall raine their drift of bullets on this Townc. 

'Baft. O prudent difcipline ! From North to South t 
Auftria and France (hoot in each others mouth, 
lie ftirrc them to it : Come, away, away. 

Hub. Heare vs great kings, vouchfafe awhile to ftay 
And I (hall (hew you peace, and fairc-fae'd league : 
Win you this Citic without ftroke, or wound, 
Refcue thofe breathing Hues to dye in beds, 
That heere come sacrifices for the field. 
Pcrfcucr not, but heare me mighty kings. 

hb*. Speakc on with fauour,wc arc bent to heare. 

Hub. That daughter there of Spaine.thc Lady Blancb 
Is nccrc to England, looke vpon the yecres 
OfLrwei the Dolphin, and that louely maid. 
If luftie loue (hould go in qucft of bea'utic, 

Where 
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Where fliould he finde it fairer, then in 'Blanch : 

If zealous loue fhould go in i earth of vertue, 

Where fhould he finde it purer then in BlantbT 

If loue ambitious, fought a match of birth, 

Whofe veines bound richer blood then Lady ^Blanch} 

Such as fhe is, in beautie, vertue, birth, 

Is the yong Dolphin euery way compleat, 

If not compleat of, fay he is not fhee, 

And flie againe wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not, that Ihe is not hee : 

He is the halfc part of a blefled man, 

Left to be finiflicd by fuch as fhee, 

And (he a /aire diuided excellence, 

Whofe fulnefle of perfection lyes in him. 

0 two fuch filuer currents when they ioyne 
Do glorifie the banlces that bound them in : 

And two fuch fliores, to two fuch ftreames made one, 

Two fuch controlling bounds (hall you be, kings, 

To thefe two Princes, if you marrie them: 

This Vnion (hall do more then batterie can 

To our faft clofed gates : for at this match, 

With fwifter fpleenc then powder can enforce 

The mouth of paffage ftull we fling wide ope, 

And giue you entrance : but without this match, 

The fea enraged is not halfe fo deafe, 

Lyons more confident, Mountaines and rockes 

More free Itom motion, no not death himfclfc 

In mortal) furie halfc fo peremptorie, 

As we to keepe this Gtie. 

"Baft. Heeres a ftay, 
That flukes the rotten carkafle of old death 
Out of his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeede, 
That fpits forth death, and mountaines, rockes, and feas, 
Tallces as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As maids of thirteene do of puppi-dogges. 
What Cannoneere begot this luftic blood, 
He fpeakes plaine Cannon fire, and fmoakc, and bounce, 
He giucs the baftinado with his torigue : 
Our eares are cudgcl'd, not a word of his 
But buffets better then a fift of France : 
Zounds, I was neuer fo bcthumpt with words, 
Since 1 firft cal'd my brothers father Dad. 

Old Qu. Son, lift to this coniun£tion,roake this match 
Giue with our Necce a dowrie large enough, 
For by this knot, tbou lhalt fo furely tye 
Thy now vnfur d a durance to the Crowne, 
That yon greene boy fhall haue no Sunne to ripe 
The bloome that promifeth a mightie fruite. 

1 fee a yeclding in the lookes of France : 

Marke how they whifper, vrge them while their foules 

Are capeable of this ambition, 

Leaft zcale now melted by the windie breath 

Offoft petitions, pittie and remorfc, 

Coole and congeale againe to what it was. 

Hub. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, 
This friendly trcatie of our threatned Towne. 

Fra. Speake England fir ft, that hath bin forward firft 
To fpeakc vnto this Cittie : what fay you I 

Iobn.tf that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne, 
Can in this booke of beautie read, I loue : 
Her Dowrie Hull weigh equall with a Queene : 
For Angiers, and faire Tsraint Maine, Pojfliers, 
And all that we vpon this fide the Sea, 
(Except this Cittie now by vs befiedg'd) 
Finde liable to our Crowne and Dignitie, 
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich 
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As Ihe in beautie, education, blood, 

Holdcs hand with any Princcfle of the world. 

Fra. What fai'ft thou boy T looke in the Ladies face. 

Do/. I do my Lord, and in hcreie I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The ftiadow of my felfe form'd in her eye, 
Which being but the (hadow of your fonne, 
Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a (hadow: 
I do protcft I neuer lou'd my felfe 
Till now, infixed I beheld my felfe, 
Drawne in the flattering table of her eie. 

rVbifpers with Blanch. 

Baft . Drawne in the flattering table of her cic, 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quartcr'd in her heart, hee doth efpie 
Himfetfc loues traytor, this is pittie now \ 
That hang'd, and drawne, and quartcr'd there fhould be 
In fuch a loue, lb vile a Lout as he. 

Blan. My vnckles will in this refpe& is mine, 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing he fee's which moucs his liking, 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will : 
Or if you will, to fpeake more properly, 
I will enforce it caflie to my loue. 
Further I will not fhtter you, my Lord, 
That all I fee in you is worthie loue, 
Then this, that nothing do I fee in you, 
Though churlifh thoughts thcmfclues fliould bee your 
Iudge, 

That I can finde, fliould merit any hate. 

hbn. What faie thefe yong-ones? What fay you my 
Neecc ? 

Blan. That flic is bound in honor ftill to do 
What you in wifedome ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

hbn. Speake then Prince Dolphin, can you loue this 
Ladie? 

Del. Nay askc me if I can refraine from loue, 
For 1 doe loue her moft vnfainedly. 

hbn. Then do I giue Vdaueffen ,Teraine , Maine , 
Pty flier s,v\A Ann*, thefe fiue Prouinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thoufand Markes of Englifh coyne : 
Phillip of France, if thou be pleifd withal!, 
Command thy fonne and daughlct to ioyne hands. 

Fra. It likes vi well young Princes: clofe your handi 

Auft. And your lippes too, fori am well afford, 
That I did fo when I was firft aflur'd. 

Fra. Now Cittizcns of Angires ope your gates, 
Let in that amitie which you haue made, 
For at Saint Maries Chappell prefently, 
The rights of marriage fa all be folemniz'd. 
Is not the Ladie Cenftanct in this troupe f 
I know fhe is not for this match made vp, 
Her pretence would haue interrupted much. 
Where is fhe and her fonne, tell me, who knowes? 

Do/. She is fad and pafsionate at your highncs Tent. 

Fra. And by my faith, this league that we haue made 
Will giue her fidnefle very little cure : 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 
Which we God knowes, haue turn d another way, 
To our owne vantage. 

hbn. We will hcale vp all, 
For wec'l create yong Arthur Duke of Britaine 
And Earle ofRichmond, and this rich faire Towne 
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We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Cenftantt, 

Some fpccdy Mcflcnger bid her rcpairc 

To our folemnity : 1 truft we mail, 

(If not fill vp the meafure of her will) 

Yet in fomc meafure fatisfic her fo, 

That we mall flop her cxcljmation, 

Go we as well at haft will fuft'er vs, 

To thil vnlook'd for vnptepared pompe. Extutit. 

Baft. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition : 
Iebn to ftop Artburt Title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part, 
And France, whofc armour Confcience buckled on, 
Whom scale and charitie brought to the field, 
As Gods owne fouldier, rounded in the eare, 
With that fame purpofe-changer, that flye diuel, 
That Broker, that (till brakes the pate of faith, , 
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, 
Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 
Who hauing no external! thing to loofe, 
But the word Maid, cheats the poo re Maide of that. 
That fmooth-fae'd Gentleman, tickling commoditie, 
Commoditie, the byas of the world, 
The world, who of it felfe is peyfed well, 
Made to run euen, vpon eucn ground ; 
Till this aduantage, this vile drawing byas, 
This fway of motion, this commoditie, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent. 
And this fame byas, this Commoditie, 
This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, 
Clap'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawne him from his owne determin d ayd, 
From a refolu'd and honourable warre, 
To a molt bale and vile-concluded peace. 
And why rayle I on this Commoditie f 
But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet t 
Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand, 
When his faire Angels would falute my 
But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 
Like a poore begger, railcth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a begger, 1 will raile, 
And fay there is no fin but to be rich: 
And being rich, my vertue then fhall be, 
To fay there is no vice, but bc^gerie : 



Exit. 



Since Kings brcake faith vpon commoditie 
Gaine be my Lord, for I will worfliip thee. 



zABus Secundus 



Enter Ccnftanct, 



Co*. Gone to be married? Gone to fweare a peace ? 
Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn'd. Gone to be freinds ? 
Shall Levit haue Bimuub, and 'Btauncb thofc Prouinces? 
It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, milheard, 
Be well aduifd, tell ore thy tale againe. 
It cannot be, thou do'ft but fay 'tis fo. 
I truft I may not truft thee, for thy word 
Is but the vaine breath of a common man : 
Belceue me, I doe not beleeue thee man, 
1 haue a Kings oath to the contrarie. 
Thou (halt be punifli'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am ficke, and capeable of feares, 



Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fearcs, 
A widdow, huibandles, fubiec) to feares, 
A woman naturally borne to fearcs ; 
And though thou now confeiTc thou didft but icft 
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this d.iy. 
What doft thou meane by making of thy head t 
Why doft thou looke fo fadly on my fonne ? 
What meanes that hand vpon that bread of thine ? 
Why holdcs thine eic that lamentable rhewme, 
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds ? 
Be thele fad fignes confirmcrs of thy words? 
Then fpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

5a/. As true as I beleeue you thinke them falfe, 
That giue you caufe to proue my faying true. 

Cm. Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this forrow, 
Teach tnou this forrow, how to make me dye, 
And let beleefe, and life encounter fo, 
As doth the furie of two defperate men, 
Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 
Ltvra marry BlaunMQ boy, then where art thou? 
Franee friend with EngianJ, what becomes of me t 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fight, 
This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man. 

Sal. What other harme heue I good Lady done, 
But (poke the harme, that is by others done ? 

Con. Which harme within it felfe fo heynous is, 
As it makes harmefull all that fpeake of it. 

Ar. 1 do befecch you Madam be content. 

C»». If thou that bidft me be content, wert grim 
Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers worn be, 
Full of vnpleafing blots, and lightlefle ftaines, 
Lame, foolifti, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foule Moles, and eye-ofFending nurkes, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ftiould not loue thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth', nor defcrue a Crowne. 
But thou art faire, and at thy birth (deete boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make thee great. 
Of Natures guifrs, thou mayft with Lillies aft, 
And with the halfc-blownc Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Sh'adultcrates hourely with (hine Vnckle hbn, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire refpea of Soueraigntie, 
And made his Maieftie the bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king lobn, 
That (trumpet Fortune, that vfurping hbn « 
Tell me thou fellow, is not France fbrfworne ? 
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leaue thofc woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to vndcr-bcarc. 

Sdl. Pardon me M.idam, 
I may not goe without you to the kings. 

Cm. Thou maift, thou (halt, I will not go with thee, 
I will inftruct my forrowes to bee proud, 
For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope, 
To me and to the (late of my great gTcefe, 
Let kings aflcmble : for my grecfe's lo great, 
That no fupporter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold it vp: here I and forrowes fit, 
Heerc is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 
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aASius TertiuSySceena prima. 

Enter King hbn, France, 'Dciftm, BJaneb.SHanor, Philip, 
Aufiria, Cr.ftiinte. 

Fran. 'Tit true (faire daughter) and this bleflcd day, 
Euer in France (lull be kept trtriuall : 
To folcmnize this day the glorious funnc 
Staves in his courfe, and playcs the Alchymift, 
Turning with fplcndor ol his precious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yearely courle that brings this day about, 
Shall ncucr fee it, but a holy day. 

Cm/I. A wicked day, and not a holy day. 
What hath this d.iy deleru'd ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters ihould be fct 
Among the high tides in the Kalender i 
Nay, rather tume this day out of the wceke, 
This day of (name, oppreflion, periury. 
Or if it mull ftand ftill, let wiues with childe 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 
Left that thrir hopes prodigioufly be croft : 
But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, 
No bargaines breake that arc not this day made ; 
This day all things begun, come to ill end, 
Yea, faith it fclfe to hollow falfhood change. 

Fra. By heauen Lady, you (hall haue no caufe 
To curfe the faire proceedings of this day •. 
Haue I not pawn'd to you my Maiefty ? 

Con/1. You haue beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Refembling Maiefty, which being touch'd and tridc, 
Proues valuelcrte :you are forfworne,fotl'worne, 
You came in Armes to (pill mine enemies bloud, 
But now in Armes, you ftrengthen it with yours. 
The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Wane 
Is cold in amitie,and painted peace, 
And our oppreflion hath made vp this league : 
Arme, arme, you heaueru, again ft thefe periur'd Kings, 
A widdow cries, be husband to me (heauens) 
Let not the howresof this vngojly day 
Wcare out the daies in Peace ; but ere Sun-fct, 
Set armed difcord 'twixt thefe periur'd Kings, 
Hearc me, Oh, hcare me. 

yiufl. Lady Con fiance, prace. 

Confl. War, war, no peace, peace is to me a warre : 
O Ljmrges, O Auftna, thou doft (ha me 
That bloudy fpoyle : thou flaue, thou wretch, y coward, 
Thou little valiant.grcat in villanic, 
Thou euer ftrong vpon the ftrongcr fide ; 
Thou Fortunes Champion, that do'ft neuer fight 
But when her humourous Ladifhip is by 
To tesch thee fafety : thou art periur'd too, 
And footh'ftvp greatnelTe. What a foole art thou, 
A ramping foole, to brag, and (lamp, and fweare, 
Vpon my partie : thou cold blooded Haue, 
Haft thou not (poke like thunder on my fide? 
Beene Iworne my Souldicr, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ftan-cs, thy fortune, and thy ftrcngth , 
And doft thou now fall ouer to my foes? 
Thou weare a Lyons hide, doff it for flume, 
And hang a Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes. 

Au/. O thit a man (houtd fpeake thofe words to me. 

Pbii. And hang a Calucs-skin on thofe recreant limbs 

Au/. Thou dar'ft not fay fo villaine for thy life. 



VI 



Pbil. And hang a Calues-skin on thole recreant limb«. 
Lbn.Vfc like not this, thou doft forget thy fclfe. 

Enttr Pandulpb. 
Fra. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 
Pan. Haile you annointcd deputies of heauen; 
To thee King hbn my holy errand is ; 
1 Tandulph, of f Ate Miilane Cardinal!, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere, 
Doe in his name religioufty demand 
Why thouagainft the Church, our holy Mother , 
So wilfully doft fpuine ; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen I^ington chol'cn Arthbifliop 
Of Qantetbury from that holy Sea : 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope Innccent, I doe demand of thee. 

Itbn. What earthic name to Interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King? 
Thou canft not (Cardinal!) deuife a name 
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope: 
Tell him this talc, and from the mouth of England, 
Adde thus much more, that no Italian Prieft 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions: 
But as we, vnder heauen, arc fuprcame head, 
So vnder him that great fuprcmacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without th'afliftance of a mortal! hand : 
So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart 
To him and his vfurp'd authoritic. 

Fra, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this. 
hbn. Though you.jnd all the Kin^s of Chriftendom 
Are led fo grofl'cly by this medling Prieft, 
Dreading the curfe that money may buy out, 
And by the merit of vildc gold, drofle, duft, 
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who in that ("ale fcls pardon from himfclfe : 
Though you, and al the reft fo groffcly led , 
This iugling witchcraft with reuennuc chcrilh, 
I Yet I alone, alone doe me oppofe 
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawfull puwer that 1 haue, 
Thou (halt (land curft,and excommunicate, 
And blelTcd diall he be that doth rcuolt 
From his Allegeance to an heretitjue, 
And meritorious (hall that hanJ be call'd, 
Canonized and woifhip'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hateful! life. 

Cm. O lawfull let it be 
That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while, 
Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my keenc curfes; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pan. There's Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe. 
Cn/. And for mine too, when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong: 
Law cannot giuc my childe his kingdome heere ; 
For he that holds his Kiigd.ime, holds the Law: 
Therefore EtlCC Ijw it fclfe is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe i 

Pand. Philip of France, on p.rill of a curfe , 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-hcretiquc , 
And raife the power of France vpon h>s held, 
Vnlcfle he doc fibmit himlclfe to Heme. 

E/ea.Look'A thou pile France'do not let go thy hand. 
Ccb. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent, 

And 
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And by difloyning hands hell lofe a foule. 

Aufi. King Philip, liften to the Cardinall. 

Baft. And hang a Caluct skin on hit recreant limbs. 

Aufi. Well ruffian, I mud pocket vp thefc wrongs, 
Becaufc, 

'Baft. Your breecbet bed may carry them. 

libit. Pbilip, what laid thou to the Cardinall ? 

Con. What fliould he fay, but as the Cardinal] ? 

Dilpb. Bcthinkeyou father, for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heauy curfe from Rime , 
Or the light lolTc of England, far a friend : 
Forgoc the c .tier. 

Bla. That I the curfe of Rome. 

Ccn. O Lnr«, dand fad, the deuill tempts thee heere 
In likenefle of a new vntrimmcd Bride. 

'Bla. The Lady Cenftance fpeakei not from hex faith , 
But from her need. 



Con. Oh, if thou grant my need, 
/h ich 



Which onely liuei but by the death of faith, 
Th at necaj mu ft nee d, inf'crre thit principle, 
That faith would liue againeby death of need : 
O then tread downc my necd.and faith mounti vp, 
Kfepe my need vp,and faith it trodden downc. 
hbn. The king it moud, and anfwert not to this. 
Con. O be remou'd from him, and .ml were well. 
Auft. Doc fo king Tbiiip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baft.Hing nothing but a Calucs skin mod fweet lout. 
Fra. 1 am perplext,and know not what to fay. 
Pan. What cand thou fay, but wil perplex thee more? 
If thou (land excommunicate, and curd ? 

Fra. Good reuerend father, make my perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would bellow your felre/ 
Thitroyall hand and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward foulrs 
Married in league, coupled, and link'd together 
With all religout drength of facred vowel , 
The lateft breath that gaue the found of word* 
Wat dcepc-fworne faith, peace, amity, true loue 
Betweenc our kingdomet and our royall felues, 
And euen before this truce, but new before, 
No longer then we well could wafli our handi, 
To clap this royall bargaine vp of peace, 
Heauen knowes they were belmcar'd and ouer-daind 
With daughters pencill ; where reuenge did paint 
The fearefull difference of incenfed kings : 
And fhall thefc hands f.> lately puig'd ofbloud ? 
So newly ioyn'd in loue ? fo ftrong in both, 
Vnyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regrecte? 
Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo ied with heauen, 
Make fuch vnconttant children of onr felues 
As now againe to frutch our palmc from pal me : 
Vn-fweare faith fworne, and on the marriage bed 
Of fmiling peace to march a bloody liojil, 
And make a ryot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir 
My reuerend father, let it not be fo ; 
Out of your grace, dcuile, ordaine, impofe 
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be bled 
To doc your plcafurc, and continue friendt. 

Pand. All forme it furmclefTr, Order orderlede, 
Saue what is oppofitc to F.nglandi loue. 
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 
A mothers curfe, on her reuolting fonne : 
France, thou maid hold a ferpent by the I 
A cafed Lion by the mortall paw, 



A fading Tyger fafcr by the tooth , 
Then keepe in peace that hand which thou dod hold. 

Fra . 1 may dif-ioyne my hand, but not my faith. 

Pand. So mak'd thou faith an enemy to faith, 
And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to oath , 
Thy tongue againd thy tongue. O let thy vow 
F>rd made to heauen, fird be to heauen perform'd, 
That it, to be the Champion of our Church, 
What fince thou fword, is fworne againd thy felfe, 
And may not be performed by thy felfe, 
For that which thou had fworne to doe amilTc, 
Is not amide when it it truely done : 
And being not done, where doing tendt to ill, 
The truth it then mod done not doing it: 
The better A& of purpofes midooke , 
It to midake again, though indirect, 
Vet indirection thereby growet direct, 
And falfhood, fal/hood cures, as fire coolet fire 
Within the feorched vcines of one new bum'd: 
It it religion that doth make vowes kept, 
But thou had fworne againd religion: 
By what thou fwear'd againd the thing thou fwear'ft, 
And mak'd an oath the furetie for thy truth , 
Againd an oath the truth, thou art vnfure 
To fweare, fweares onely not to be forfworne, 
Elfe what a mockeric dtould it be to fweare ? 
But thou dod fweare, onely to be forfworne, 
And mod forfworne, to keepe what thou doft fweare, 
Therefore thy later vowet, againd thy fird, 
Is in thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe : 
And better conqucd nruer cand thou make , 
Then arme thy conltant and thy nobler parts 
Againd thefc giddy loofe fuggedions: 
Vpon which better part, our prayrs come in , 
If thou vouchfafe them. But if not.then know 
The pcrill of our curfes light on thee 
So heauy, as thou (halt not make them off 
But in defpaire, dye vnder their blackc weight. 

sfuft. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 

Baft. Wil't not be ? 
Will not a Calues-skin dop that mouth of thine? 

Daul. Father.to Armes. 

Blaneb. Vpon thy wedding day f 
Againd the blood that thou had married? 
What, /hall our fcad be kept with daughtercd men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drumt 
Clamors of hell, be meafuret to oar pomp ? 

0 husband heare me : aye, alacke, how 
It husband in my mouth ? euen for that 
Which till thit time my tongue did nere 
Vpon my knee I beg, goe not to Armes 
Againd mine Vnclc. 

Confi. O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 

1 doe pray to thee, thou vertuout Daulpbin, 
Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen. 

t B/an. Now fhall I fee thy loue, what motiue may 
Be dronger with thee, then the name of wife t 

Cm. That which vpholdcth him, that thee vpholds, 
His Honor, Oh thine Honor, I^nrit thine Honor. 

D'^lpb. I mule your Maiedy doth fecme fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpecls doe pull you on i 

Pand. 1 will denounce a curfe vpon hit head. 

Fra. Thou fhalt not need. England,! wil! fall fr3 thee. 

Ccnft. O faire returne of banifh'd Maiedie. 

Elea. O foulc reuolt of French incondancy. 

Eng. France, y fhalt rue tbit houre within thit 
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^Bj^.Old Time the cloclce fetter, y bald fcxton Time: 
Is it as he will? well then, France (hall rue. 

'Bla. The Sun's orccaft with bloud : faire day adieu, 
Which is the fide that I mull goe withall } 
I am with both, each Army hath a hand, 
And in their rage, I hauing hold of both, 
They whurlc a-("undcr,and difmember mee. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mailt winne : 
Vnclc, I needs muft pray that thou maift lofe : 
Father, 1 may not wi(h the fortune thine : 
Grandam, 1 will not wifli thy willies thriue : 
Who-euer wins,on that fide (hall I lofe : 
Allured lofle, before the match be plaid. 

Dilph. Lid), with me.with me thy fortune lies, 

Bla. There where my fortune liues,there my life die*. 

hbn. Cofen, goe draw our puifance together, 
France,\ am burn'd vp with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition ; 
That nothing can allay,nothing but blood, 
The blood and deereft valued bloud of France. 

Fra. Thy rage (hall burne thee vp,& thou (halt rurne 
To allies, ere our blcod mall quench that fire : 
Loo Ice to thy felfe,thou art in ieopardie. 

lobn.Uo more then he that threats. To Arms le'cs hie. 



Sccena Secunda. 

AJlarumi ,£xcurfieni : Enltr Befiard with Auftria'i 
bead. 

'Baft. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some aycry Dcuill houeri in the slcie, 
And pour's downe mifchicre.^A/r/ifj head lye there, 

Enter lobn, Arthur, Hubert. 
While Philip breathes. 

lobn. Hubert, keepe this boy : Pbilif make vp, 
My Mother is aflayled in our Tent, 
And une I feare. 

"Baft. My Lord I refcued her, 
Her HighnelTc is in fafcty, feare you not : 
But on my Liege, for very little paines 
Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit. 

Alarum, excurftont, Retreat. Enter hbn t Eleanor, Arthur 
Baftard, Hubert, Lords. 

lobn. So lhall it be : your Grace (hall (lay bchinde 
So ftrongly guarded : Cofcn,looke not fad, 
ThyGrandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will 
As deerc be to thee, as thy father was. 

Artb. O this will make my mother die with gricre. 

hbn. Cofen away for England, hade before, 
And ere our camming fee thou (hake the bagi 
Of hoording Abbots, imprifoncd angclls 
Set at libertie : the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon : 
Vfe our Cummiflion in his vtmoft force. 

'Baft. Bell, Booke.Jt Candle,(hall not driue me back, 
When gold and (ilucr becks me to come on. 
I leaue your highneffc : Grandame, I will pray 
(If cucr I remember to be holy ) 
For your fiire (afety : fo I kiflc your hand. 

Bit. Farewell gentle Cofen. 



VS 



hbn. Coz, farewell. 

Etc. Come hcthcr little kinfman,harke,a worde. 

/e£it.Comc hcthcr Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much : within this wall of fle(h 
There is a foulc counts thee her Creditor, 
And with aduantage meancs to pay thy loue : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Liues in this bofome, deerely cherilhed. 
Giue me thy hand, I had a thing to fay, 
But I will fit it with fomc better tunc. 
By heauen Hubert, 1 am almoft aflum'd 
To fay what good refpe& 1 haue of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your Maicfty. 

hbn. Good fr end, thou haft no cau(e to f.iy fo yet, 
But thou (halt haue: and crcepc time ncre lb (low, 
Yet jt (hall come, for me to doe thee good. 
I had a thing to fay, but let it goe ; 
The Sunne is in the heauen, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleafures of the world, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes 
To giue me audience : If the mid-night bell 
Did with his yron tongueyind brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzie race of night : 
If this fame were a Church-yard where we (land , 
And thou poiTcflcd with a thoufand wrongs : 
Or if that furly fpirit melancholy 
Had bak'd thy bloud.and mide it heauy.thicke, 
Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veine*, 
Making that idiot laughter kc-epe mens eyes , 
And ftraine their checkes to idle merriment, 
A paflion hatefull to my purpofes : 
Or if that thou couldft Ice me without eyes, 
Hearc me without thine cares, and make reply 
Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone , 
Without eyes, cares, and harmefutl found of words : 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day, 
I would into thy bofome pourc my thoughts: 
But (ah) I will not, yet I loue thee well , 
And by my troth 1 thinkc thou lou'ft me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me vndcrtake, 
Though that my death were adiunlx to my Aft, 
By heauen I would doe it. 

hbn. Doe not I know thou wouldft? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : lie tell thee what my friend, 
He is a very ferpent in my way, 
And whercfoerc this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me : daft thou vnderftand me i 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And He keepe him fo, 
That he (hill not offend your Maicfty. 

Jehu. Death. 

Hub. My Lord. 

hbn. A Graue. 

Hub. He (hall not Hue. 

hbn. Enough. 
I could be merry now, Hubert, I loue thee. 
Well, He not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, Fare you wetl, 
lie lend thofc powers o re to your Maicfty. 

Ele. My blelling goe with thec. 

hbn. For England Cofen, goe. 
Hubert (hall be your man, attend on you 
Withal true ductie : On toward Gi//i«,hoa. 

Exeunt. 
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Scctna Tertia. 



Enttr Franct, Dolphin, Pandulpho, 



Fra. So by a roaring Tempcft on the I 
A whole Arm a Jo of conuicled faile 
Is fcattered and dif-ioyn'd from fellowship. 

PiinJ. Courage and comfort, ill ftull yet goe well. 

Fra. What can goc we!l,when we haue runne fo ill ? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers loft? 
Arthur tane prifoner? diucrs dccrc friends flaine? 
And bloudy England into England gone, 
Ore-bearing interruption fpight of Frarce* 

*Dol. .What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a fpeed, with f.ich aduicc difpos'd, 
Such temperate order in fo fierce a caufe, 
Doth want example: who hath read,or heard 
Of any kindted-aclion like to this? 

Fra. Well could I beare that E/tglandhid this praife, 
So we could finde fome patterne of our flume : 

Enter Qonfianct. 
Looke who comes heere ? a graue vnto a foule, 
Holding th'cternall fpirit againft her will , 
In the vilde prifon of afflicted breath : 
I prcthee Lady goe away with me. 

Con. Lo; now: now fee the iflue of your peace. 

Fra. Patience good Lady.comfort gentle Conftance. 

Con. No, I defie all Counfell, all redrefle, 
But that which ends all counfell, true Redrefle : 
Death, death, O amiable, louely death , 
Thou odoriferous ftench ; found rottennelTe, 
Arife forth from the couch of lading night , 
Thou hate and terror to profperitie, 
And I will kifTc thy deteftable bones, 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, 
And ring thefe fingers with thy houftiold wormes, 
And flop this gap of breath with fulfome duft , 
And be a Carrion Monftcr like thy felfe ; 
Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou fmil'ft, 
And bulTe thee as thy wife : Miferies Loue, 
O come to me. 

Fra. O faire affliction, peace. 

Con. No, no, I will not, hauing breath to cry: 

0 that my tongue were in the thunders mouth , 
Then with a pallion would I make the world , 
And rowxe from fleepe that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hcare a Ladies feeble voyce, 
Which fcornes a moderne Inuocarion. 

Pand. Lidy,you vtter madneflc,and not forrow. 
Con. Thou art holy to brlye me fo, 

1 am not mad : this haire I teare is mine , 
My name is Ctnflanct, 1 was Ceffriytt wife, 
Yong ^Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft : 

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were, 
For then 'tis like 1 fliould forget my felre : 
O, if 1 could, what griefe fliould I forget ? 
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, 
And thou flialt be Canonix'd (Cardinal!.) 
For, being not mad, but fcnfiole of grectc, 
My reafonable part produces rcafon 
How I may be deliucr'd of thefe woes, 
And teaches mee to kill or hang my felfe: 
If I were mad, I fliould forget my fonne, 



Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ; 
I am not mad : too well, too well I fcele 
The different plague of each calamitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thofe trefles : O what loue I 
Iti the faire multitude of thofe her hairelj 
Where but by chance a filuer drop hath falne, 
Euen to that drop ten thoufand wicry fiends 
Doc glew themfeluesin fociable griefe, 
Like true, infeparable, faithful! loues, 
Sticking together in calamitie. 

Con. To England^ if you will. 

Fra. Binde vp ycur haires. 

Con. Yes that I will : and wherefore will I do it f 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud , 
O, that thefe hands could fo redecme my fonne, 
As they haue giuen thefe hayrcs their liberties 
But now I cnuie at their liberlie, 
And will againe commit them to their bonds, 
Becaufe my poorc childe is a prifoner. 
And Father Cardinal!, I haue hesrd you fay 
That we fliill fee and know our friends in heauen : 
jf that be true, I fliall fee my boy againe ; 
For fince the birth of Caine, the firft malc-childc 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire , 
There was not fuch a gracious creature borne : 
But now will Cankcr-forrow en my bud , 
And chafe the natiue beauty from his checke, 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoft, 
As dim and meager as an Agues fitte, 
And fo hee'll dye : and rifing fo againe, 
When I mall meet him in the Court of heauen 
I (hall not know him : therefore neucr, neuer 
Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heynous a refpccl of greefe. 
Ccnft. He talkes to me, that nener had a fonne. 
Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as of your childe. 
Con. Greefe fils the roomc vp of my abfent childe: 
Lies in his bed, walkes vp and down© with me, 
Putt on his pretty lookes, repeats his words, 
Renrembets me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffcs out his vacant garments with his forme; 
Then, haue I rcafon to be fond of griefe t 
Fareyouwell : had you fuch a lofle as I , 
I could giue better comfort then you doe. 
I will not keepe this forme vpon my head , 
When there is fuch diforder in my witte : 
O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my faire fonne, 
My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world : 
My widow-comfort.and my forrowes cure. Exit. 
Fra. I feare fome out-rage,and lie follow her. Exit. 

ic ioy, 



Del. There's nothing in this 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale , 
Vexing the dull eire of a drowfie man . 
And bitter flume hath fpoyl'd the fweet words tafte, 
That it yeclds nought but flume and bitternelTe. 

Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difcafe , 
Euen in the infant of repaire and health, 
The fit is ftrongeft : Euils that take leaue 
On their departure, moft of all Ihew euill: 
What haue you loft by lofmg of this day? 
Do/. All daies of glory, ioy, and happinelTe. 
Pan. If you had won it, ccrtainely you had. 
No, no : when Fortune meanes to men moft good, 
Shee lookes vpon them with a threatning eye: 
Tis ftrange to thinke how much King John hath loft 
In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne : 



Are 
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Arc not you grieu'd that Arthur is his prifoner i 

Del. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

P<jft. Your mindc is all as youthfull as your blood. 
Now hcarc me fpcake with a prophrticke fpirit : 
For euen the breath of what I meanc to fpcake, 
Shall blow each dull, each ftraw, each little rub 
Out of the path which (hall diredlly lead 
Thy footc to England* Throne. And therefore marke : 
Iohn hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, 
That whiles warmc life playes in that infants veines, 
The mif-plac'd-/ci«i Ihould cntcrtaine an home, 
One minute, nay one quiet breath of reft. 
A Scepter (natch d with an vnruly hand, 
Muft be as boyftcroully maintain'd as gain'd. 
And he that (lands vpon a flipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vilJe hold to (by him vp: 
' That Iobn may (land, then Arthur needs muft fall, 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Del. But what (hall I gainc by yong Arthurs fall/ 

Pan. You, in the right of Lady 'BLn.b your wife, 
May then make all the claime that Arthur did. 

Dot. And loofe it, life an J all, as Arthur did. 

Pan. How gTeen you are, and frefli in this old woild? 
Iohn layes you plots : the times confpire with you, 
For he that ftrepes his fifetie in true blood, 
Shall finde but Hoodie fafcty, and vntrue. 
This Ac* fo euilly borne (hall coole the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze vp their zeale, 
That none fo fmall aduantige (hill llep forth 
To checke his rei^ne, but they will chcrilh it. 
No naturall exhalation in the skie, 
No fcope of Nature, no diftcmper'd day, 
No common winde, no customed euent, 
But they will plucke away his naturall caufe, 
And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
Abbortiucs, prcfages, and tongues of heauen, 
Plainly denouncing vengeance vpon hbn. 

Dal. May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life, 
But hold himfelfe fafc in his prifonment. 

Pan. O Sir, when he (hill heare of your approach, 
If that yong Arthur be not gone alreadie, 
Euen at that newes he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people lhall reuolt from him, 
And kiflTe the lippes of vnacquainted change, 
And picke ftrong matter of reuolt, and wrath 
Out of the bloody lingers ends of hbn. 
Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Then I hauc nam'd. The Baftard FalconbriJgt 
Is now in England ranfacking the Church, 
Offenjing Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
To trainc ten thoufand Englifti to their fide ; 
Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine, 
Co with me to the King, 'tis wonderrull, 
What may be wrought out of their difconfent, 
Now that their foules are topfull of offence, 
For England go; I will whet on the King. 

DA. Strong reafons makes ftrange aclions-.lct vs go, 
If you fay I, the King will not fay no. Exennt. 



<iA5iusQuartus i Sceena prima. 



Enter Hubert and Exeeuthntri. 

Hub. Heate me thefe Irons hot, and lookc thou (land 
Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, ru(h forth 
And binde the boy, which you (hall finde with me 
Faft to the chaire : be heedfull : hence, and watch. 

6xet. I hope your warrant will beare out the deed. 

Hub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you : looke too't. 
Yong Lad come forth ; I haue to fay with you. 
Enter Arthur, 

Ar. Cood morrow Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 

Ar. As little Prince, bauing (b great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are fad. 

Hub. Indeed I haue beene merrier. 

Art. "Mercie on me : 
Me thinkes no body (hould be fad but I : 
Yet I remember, when 1 was in France, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Onely for wantonnclTe : by my Chriftcndome, 
So I were out of prifon,and kept Sheepe 
I mould be as merry as the day is long : 
And fo I wuuld be hecrc, but that I doubt 
My Vncklc praclifes more harmc to me : 
He is affraid of me, and 1 of him : 
Is it my fault, that I was Ceffreyet fonnc ? 
No in deede is't not : and 1 would to heauen 
I were your fonnc, fo you would loue me, Hubert: 

Hub. If 1 talke to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be fodainc, and difpatch. 

Ar. Are you fickc Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Infooth I would you were a little ficke, 
That I might fit all night,and watch with you. 
I warrant 1 loue you more then you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofTclfion of my bofome. 
Reade heere yong Anbnr. How now foolifti rhcume ? 
Turning difpitious torture out of doore? 
I mud be breefe, Icaft rcfolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifti teares. 
Can you not reade it f Is it not faire writ ? 

Ar. Too faircly Hubert, for fo foule effeft, 
Muft you with hot Irons, burnt out both mine eyes? 

Hub. Yong Boy, 1 muft. 

Art. And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Art. Haue you the heart ? When your head did but 
ake, 

I knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
(The bed 1 had, a PrincelTe wrought it me; 
And I did neuer aske it you againe : 
And with my hand, at midnight held your head; 
And like the witchfull minutes, to the houre, 
Still and anon checr'd vp the hcauy time j 
Saying, what lackc you? and where lies your greefe? 
Or what good loue may I performe for you t 
Many a poore mans fonnc would haue lycn dill, 
And nere haue fpoke a louingword to you: 
But you, at your ficke fcruice had a Prince : 
Nay, you may thinkc my loue was craftie loue, 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, 
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If heauen be pleas'd that you muft vfe mc ill, 
Why then you muft. Will you put out mine eye*? 
Thefe eye*, that neuer did, nor ncuer /hall 
So much a* frowne on you. 

Hub. I haue fworne to doit: 
And with hot Iron* mud I burne them out. 

Ar. Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would do it: 
The Iron of it felfe, though heatc red hot, 
Approaching neere thefe eye*, would drinke my tcarei, 
And quench thi* fierie indignation, 
Euen in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft, 
But for containing fire to harme mine eye: 
Are you more ftubborne hard, then hammer'd Iron ? 
And if an Angell ihould haue come to me, 
And told mc Hubert mould put out mine eye*, 
I would not haue bclteu'd him : no tongue but Huberts. 
Hub. Come forth I Do a* I bid you do. 
Art. O faue me Hubert ,faue me : my eye* are out 
Euen with the fierce looke* of thefe bloody men. 
Hub. Giue me the Iron I fay, and binde him heere. 
Art. Ala*, what neede you be fo boiftrou* rough? 
I will not Aruggle, I will ftand ftone Hill : 
For heaucn fake Hubtrt let me not be bound : 
Nay heare me Hubtrt ,driue thefe men away, 
And I will fit a* quiet a» a Lambe. 
I will not ftirre, nor winch, nor fpeake a word, 
Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly : 
Thru ft but thefe men away, and 11c forgiue you, 
What euer torment you do put me too. 

Hub. Co ftand within : let me alone with him. 
Exec. I am beft pleat'd to be from fuch a deede. 
Art. Alas, I then haue chid away my friend, 
He hath a fterne looke, but a gentle heart: 
Let him come backe, that hi* compaffion may 
Ciue life to your*. 

Hub. Come ( Boy ) prepare your felfe. 
Art. Is there no remedie t 
Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes. 
Art. O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours, 



A graine, a duft,a gnat, a wandering haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : 
Then feeling what fmall things are boyfterou* there, 



Your vilde intent muft need* f'eeme horrible. 

Hub. It thi* your promife'Go too, hold your toong. 
Art. Hubtrt, the vtterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muft neede* want pleading for a poire of eye* : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Hubert, 
Or Hubtrt, if you will cut out my tongue, 
So I may keepc mine eye*. O fpare mine eyes, 
Though to no vfe, but ftill to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the Inftrument i* cold, 
And would not harme me. 
Hub. I can heate it, Boy. 

Art. No, in good footh : the fire is dead with griefe. 
Being create for comfort, to be vs'd 
In vndeferued extrcames : See elfe your felfe, 
There is no malice in thi* burning cole, 
The breath of heauen, hath blowne his fpirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant afhe* on hi* head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can reuiue it Boy. 

Art. And if you do, you will but make it blu/h, 
And glow with fhame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes: 
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Matter that doth urre him on. 



All things that you ihould vfe to do me 
Deny their office : onely you do lacke 
That mercic, which fierce fire, and Iron ex 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes. 

Hub. Well, fee to liue : I will not touch thine eye, 
For all the Treafure that thine Vnckle owes, 
Yet am I fworne, and I did purpofc, Boy, 
With this fame very Iron, to burne them out. 

Art. O now you looke like Hubtrt. AH thi* while 
You were dilgu'u'd. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead. 
He fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports : 
And, pretty chllde, llcepe doubt MTV, and fecure, 
That Hubtrt for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Art. O heauen ! I thanke you Hubtrt. 

Hub. Silence, no more ; go cloftly in with mec, 
Much danger do I vndergo for thee. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enttr Iobn, Pembrclte, Salvbury, and other Lurelet, 

John. Heere once agone we fit : once againft crown'd 
And look'd vpon, I hope, with chearcfull eyes. 

P/m.Thi* once again (but that your Highne* pleat'd) 
Was once fupcrfluous : you were Crown'd before, 
| And that high Royalty was nere pluck'd oft"; 
The faith* of men, nere ftaincd with reuolt : 
Frefti expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long'd-for-change, or better State. 

Sal. Therefore, to be pollefs'd with double pompe, 
To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 
To gilde refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; 
To throw a perfume on the Violet, 
To fmooth the yce, or adde another hew 
Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light 
To feeke the beauteous eye of heiucn to garnifh, 
I* waftefull.and ridiculou* exceiTc. 

Pan. But that your Royall pleafure muft be done, 
Thi* »&e, i* as an ancient tale new told, 
And, in the laft repeating, troublefomc, 
Being vrged at a time vnfealonable. 

Sal. In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured, 
And like a fhifted winde vnto a laile, , 
It make* the courfe of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startle*, and frights confideratioo I 
Make* found opinion ficke. and truth fufpefted, 
For putting on fo new a fafhion'd robe. 

Pern. When Workemen ftriue to do better then wcl, 
They do confound their skill in couetoufnefle, 
And oftentime* excufing of a fault, 
Doth make the fault the worfc by th'excufe : 
A* patchc* fet vpon a little breach, 
Difcrcdite more in hiding of the fault, 
Then did the fault before it wa* fo patch'd. 

Sal. To thi* efteft, before you were new crown'd 
We breath'd our Counccll : but it pleas'd your Highne* 
To oucr-bcare it, and we are all well pleas'd, 
Since all, and eucry part of what wc would 
Doth make a ftand, at what your HighneiTe will. 

Iobn. 

1ST" 
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hb. Some reafons of this double Corronation 
I hau« poflTeft you with, and thinke them ftrong. 
And more, more ftrong, then Idfcr ii my feare 
I /halt indue you with : Meine time, but aske 
What you would haue refbrm'd. that ii not well, 
And well Hull you perceiue, how willingly 
I will both heare, and grant you your requefts. 

Ptm, Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe 
To found the purpofes of all their hearts, 
Both for myfclfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
Your fifety : for the which, my felfe and them 
Bend their belt ftudies, heartily .eft 
Th'infranchifement of tArtbur, whole reftraint 
Doth moue the murmuring lipi of difcontent 
To breake into thij dangerous argument. 
If what in reft you haue, in right you hold, 
Why then your fearcs, which (as they fay) attend 
The fteppes of wrong, fiSould moue you to mew vp 
Your tender kinlmin, and to choake his dayes 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich adumtagc of good exercife, 
That the times enemies may not haue this 
To grace occafions: let it be our fuite, 
That you haue bid »s aske his libertie, 
Which for our goods, we do no further aske, 
Then, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Counts it your wealc : he haue his liberty. 

Enttr Hititrt. 

kbit. Let it be fo : I do commie his youth 
To your direction : Hubert, what newes with you ? 

Pern. This is the man IhouU do the bloody deed s 
He fhcw'd his warrant to a friend of mine, 
The image of a wicked heynous fault 
Liues in his eye : that clofe afpect of his, 
Do flicw the mood of a much troubled breft, 
And I do fcarefully belccue 'tis done, 
What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and go 
Bctwcenc his purpofe and his conference, 
Like Heralds 'twixt two dreadfull battailes fet : 
His pafsion is fo ripe, it needs muft breake. 

Ptm. And when it break es, 1 fcare will iflue thence 
The foule corruption of a fweet childes death. 

hbn. We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to giue, is liuing, 
The fuite which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tels vs Arthur is deceas'd to night. 

Sal. Indeed we fear'd hii ficknefle was pad cure. 

Ptm. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Before the childe himfelfe felt he was ficke : 
This mull be anfwer'd either hcerc, or hence. 

hb. Why do you bend fuch folemne browes on me? 
Thinke you I beire the Sheeres of deftiny i 
Haue 1 comtrundemcnt on the pulfe of lire ? 

Sal. It is apparant foule-play, and'tis (kmc 
That Greatnefle fhould fo groflcly offer it ; 
So thriue it in your game, and fo farewell. 

Ptm. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) He go with thee, 
And hndc th'inheritance of this poore childe, 
His little kingdome of a forced graue. 
That blood which uw'd the bredth of all tbis He, 
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while: 
This muft not be thus borne, this will breake out 
To all our forrowes,and ere long I doubt. Exeunt 

h. They burn in indignation : I repent : Enter Mtf. 
There is no fure foundation fet on blood : 



No certaine life atchieu'd by others death : 
A fcarefull eye thou haft. Where is that blood, 
That I haue feene inhabite in thofe checkes* 
So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ftorme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goes all in France? 

Mtf. From France to England, neuer fuch a powre 
For any forraigne preparation, 
Was leuied in the body of a land. 
The Copie of your fpeede is lcarn'd by them: 
For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 
The tydings comes, that fh-y are all arriu'd. 

lob. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke? 
Where hath it Otptr Where is my Mothers tare? 
That fuch an Army ould be drawne in France, 
And fhe not heare of it? 

tMeJ. My Liege, her eare 
Is ftopt with duft : the firft of Aprill di'de 
Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord, 
The Lady Cenftance in a frentie di'de 
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue 
I idely hcird : if true, or falfe I know not. 

Iobn. With -hold thy fprcd, dreadfull Occafjon : 

0 make a league with me, 'till I haue pleas'd 
My difcontentcd Pceres. What? Mother dead ? 
How wi Idely then walkes my Eftate in France? 
Vnder whole conducl came thofe powres of France, 
That thou for truth giu'ft out are landed hceref 

Mtf. Vnder the Dolphin. 

Enter 'Baftard and Peter of Pomfret. 

hb. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tydinjs : Now ? What faycj the world 
To your proceedings/ Do not feeke to ftuffe 
My head with more ill newes : for it is full. 

'Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft, 
Then let the worft rn-heard, fall on your head. 

hbn. Bcare with me Cofen, for I was amai'd 
Vnder the tide ; but now I breath againe 
Aloft the flood, and can giue audience 
To any tongue, fpcake it of what it will. 

'Baft . How 1 haue fped among the Clergy men, 
The fummes I hauecalleAed fhall exprelTe : 
But as I trauail'd hither through the land, 

1 finde the people ftrangely fantafied, 
Pofleft with rumors, full of idle dreames, 

Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare. 
And here's a Prophet that 1 brought with me 
From forth the ftrcets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles: 
To whom he fung in rude harfh founding rimes, 
That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone, 
Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne. 

hbn. Thou idle Dreimer, wherefore didft thou fo ? 

Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 

/ Hubert, away with him : imprifon him, 
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes 
I (hill yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang'd. 
Deliuer him to fafety, and returne, 
For I muft vfe thee. O my gentle Cofen, 
Hcar'ft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd? 

B.ift .The French ( my Lord ) mens mouths are ful of it: 
Be fides I met Lord Bigot, and Lord Saluburie 
With eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to feeke the graue 
Of Arthur, whom they fay is Icill'd to night, on your 

hbn. Cetitle kinfman.go (fuggeftion. 
And thruft thy felfe into their Companies, 

b i I 
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I haue a way to winne their loues againe : 
Bring them before me. 

'Raft. 1 will fecke them out. 

hbn. Nay, but make hafte : the better foote before. 
O, let me Juue no fubicdt enemies, 
When aduerfc Forreynera affright my Towne« 
With dread/ull pompe of flout inu ifion. 
Be Mercurie, fet feather* to thy hceles, 
And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe. 

Baft. The fpirit of the time mall teach me fpced.fjr/V 

jj>n. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman. 
Co after him : for he perhaps flull neeJe 
Some Meffcnger betwixt me, and the Pccrcs, 
And be thou hee. 

MeJ. With all my heart, my Liege. 

hbn. My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay fiue Moones were feene to 
Foure fixed, and the fift did whirle about (night: 
The other foure, in wondrous motion. 

hb. Fiue Moones ? 

Hub. Old men, and Beldames.in the ftrects 
Do prophefic vpon it dangeroufly : 
Yong Arthun death is common in their mouths. 
And when they talke of him, they fhake their head*, 
And whifper one another in the eare. 
And he that fpeaket, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that heares, makes fcarefull adlion 
With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I faw i Smith Hand with his hammer (thus) 
The whilll his Iron did on the Anuilecoolc, 
With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors newes, 
Who with his Sh ceres, and Mealure in his hand, 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had falfely thruft vpon contrary fecte, 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embattailcd, and rank'd in Kent. 
Another leane, vnwafh'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Arthurs death. 

iYWhy feek'ft thou to poflcfle me with thefe fearetf 
Why vrgeft thou fo oft yong Arthurs death ? 
Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty caufe 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

H.lio had (my Lord?) why, did you not prouoke me? 

hbn. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By flaues, that take their humors for a warrant, 
To breakc within the bloody houfe of life, 
And on the winking of Authoritie 
To vnderftand a Law j to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance it frownes 
More vpon humor, then aduis'd refpeft. 

Hub.Hccrc is your hand and Scale for what I did. 

lib. Oh, when the lift accompt twixt hciuen tc earth 
Is to be made, then (hall this hand and Scale 
Witncfle agiinft v» to damnation. 
How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done ? Had'ft not thou betnc by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign'd to do a deede of fhamc, 
This murther had not come into my minde. 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd Afpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody viilanie : 
Apt, liable to be emplny'd in dinger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthurs death: 
And thou, to be endcercd to a King, 
Made it no confeience to deitroy a Prince. 



Hub. My Lord. 

hb. Had'ft thou but fhooke thy head, or made a paufe 
When 1 f'pakc darkcly, what I purpoled: 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face ; 
As bid me tell my tale in expreffe words: 
Deepe fhame had ftruck me dumbe.made me break off, 
And thole thy fcares, might haue wrought feares in me. 
But, thou didft vnderftand me by my figncs, 
And didft in fignes againe parley with finne, 
Yea, without flop, didft let thy heart confent, 
And confequently, thy rude hand to a&e 
The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to name. 
Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more : 
My Nobles lcaue me, and my State is braued, 
turn at my gates, with rankrs of forraigne powresj 
Nay, in the body of this flefhly Land, 
This kmgdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumuli rcignc* 
Betweene my confeience, and my Cofins death. 

Hub. Arme you againft your other enemies: 
lie make a peace betweene your foule, and you. 
Yong Arthur is aliue : This hand of mine 
Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the Crimfon fpoti of blood, 
Within th'u bofome, neuer entred yet 
The dreadful! motion of a murderous thought, 
And you haue flandcr'd Nature in my forme, 
Which howfocucr rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the couer of a fayrcr minde, 
Then to be butcher of an innocent childe. 

Idha. D«th Arthur liue? O haft thee to the Pecrcs, 
Throw this report on their incenfad rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgiue the Comment that my paftion made 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde, 
And foule immaginaric eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous then thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not ; but to my Cloffet bring 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 
I coniure thee but flowly : run more fad. Exeunt. 



Sc&na Tertia. 



Enter Arthur en the wallet. 
Ar. The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downe. 
Good ground be pittifult, and hurt me not : 
There's few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship-boycs fcmblance hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afraide, and yet He venture it. 
If I get downe, and do not brcake my limbes, 
He finde a thoufand fliifts to get away } 
As good to dye, and go ; as dye, and flay. 
Oh me, my Vnckles fpirit is in thtfc ftones, 
Heauen take my foule, and England keep my bones. Dies 

Enter Pembroke, SaIirbury,& c Bip>t. 

Sal, Lords, I will meet him at S. EJmor.dsbury, 
It is our fafctic, and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the pcrillous time. 

Pern. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal!? 

Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord ofFrance, 
Whofc priuate with me of the Uolphines loue, 
Is much more generall, then thefe lines import. 

Big. 
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S. To morrow morning let vs meete him then. 
Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long dayes iourney (Lords) or ere we meete. 
Enttr 'Baftard. 
Hafl.Oncc more to day well met, diftempcr'd Lord*, 
The King by me requcfts your pretence ftraight. 

Sal. The Icing hath difpofleft himfelfe of vs, 
We will not lyne hit thin-beftained cloake 
With our pure Honori : nor attend the foote 
That leaues the print of blood where ere it walket. 
Returne.and tell him fo : we know the worft. 

'Baft. What ere you thinke,good wordi 1 thinkc 
were bed. 

Sal. Our greefes, and not our manners reafon now. 

Baft. But there s little real un in your greefe. 

Therefore 'twere reafon you had manners now. 

Pern. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priuiledge. 

'Baft. 'Tis true, to hurt his matter, no mans elfe. 

Sal. This is the prifon : What is he lyes heere ? 

P .Oh death, made proud with pure tc princely beuty, 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. 

Sal. Murtber, as hating what himfelfe hath done, 
Doth lay it open to vrge on reuenge. 

Big.^ Or when he Joom'd this Beautie to a graue, 
Found it too precious Princely, for a graue. 

Sal. Sir Rjcbard, what thinke you? you haue beheld, 
Or haue you read, or heard, or could you thinke ? 
Or do you atmoft thinke, although you fee, 
That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obied 
Forme fuch another? This is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creft : or Creft vnto the Creft 
Of murthers Armes: This is the bloodieft flume, 
The wildeft Sauagery, the vildeft ftroke 
That euer wall-ey'd wrath, or (taring rage 
Prefcnted to the teares of foft remorfe. 

Pern. All murthers part, do ftand excus'd in this: 
And this fo fole, and fo vnmatcheable, 
Shall giue a holineiTe, a puritie, 
To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 
And proue a deadly blood-fhed, but a ieft, 
Ex am pled by this heynous fpectacle. 

'Baft. It is a damned, and a bloody worke, 
The gracelefTe action of a heauy hand, 
If that it be the worke of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
We had a kindc of light, what would enfues 
It is the lhamefull worke of Huberts hand, 
The practice, and the purpofe of the king : 
From whofe obedience I forbid my foule. 
Kneeling before this mine of fweete life, 
And breathing to his breathlefle Excellence 
The Inc enfe of a Vow,a holy Vow: 
Neuer to tafte the pleafurea of the world, 
Neuer to be infected with delight, 
Nor conuerfant with Eafe.and IdlenelTe, 
Till I haue fet a glory to this hand, 
By giuing it the worfhip of Reuenge. 

Pern. Big. Our foules religioufly con fir me thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 

Huh. Lords, I am hot with hafte, in fceking you, 
Arthur doth hue, the king hath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluihes not at death, 
Auant thou hatefull villain.get thee gone. (the Law ? 

Hu. I am no villaine. Sal. Muft I rob 

Baft. Your fword is bright fir, put it vp againe. 

Sal. Not till I fheath it in a murtherer. skin. 

" pa" - 



Huh. Stand backe Lord Salsbury, ftand hacke I fay 
By heauen, I thinke my fword's as fharpe as yours. 
I would not haue you (Lord) forget your felfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence } 
Leaft I, by marking of your rage, forget 
your Worth, your Greatnefle, and Nobility. 

'Big. Out dunghill : dar'ft thou braue a Nobleman ? 

Huh. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 

Huh. Do not proue me fo : 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe, 
Not trudy fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly, Lies. 

Pern. Cut him to peeces. 

Baft. Keepe the peace, I fay. 

Sal. Stand by, or I Dull gaul you Faulaubridge. 

'Baft. Thou wer't better gaul the diuell Salsbury. 
If thou but firowne on me,or Jtirre thy foote, 
Or teach thy haftie fpleene to do me fhame, 
He ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword berime, 
Or He fo maule you, and your tofting-Iron, 
That you fhall thinke the diuell is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Fauh*r,bndgt> 
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer? 

Hih. Lord 'Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill'd this Prince? 

Huh. Tis not an houre fince 1 left him well : 
I honour* d him, I lou'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his fweete liues loffe. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villanie is not without fuch rheume, 
And he, long traded in it, makes it fecme 
Like Riuers of remorfe and innocencie. 
Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th'vnclcanly fauours of a Slaughter-houfe, 
For I am trifled with this fmell of finne. 

'Big. Away,toward 'Burie,to the Dolphin there. 

P.There tel the king, he may inquire vs out.Ex.Lerdt . 

^.Here's a good world:knew you of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach of mercie, 
(If thou didft this deed of death) art y" damn'd Hubert. 

Hub Do but heire me fir. 

'Baft. Ha? He tell thee what. 
Thou'rt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe damn'd then Prince Lucifer : 
There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub Vpon my foule. 

Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruell Act : do but difpairc, 
And if thou want'ft a Cord, the fmailcft thred 
That euer Spider twifted from her wombe 
Will ferue to ftrangle thee : A rufh will be a beamc 
To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe, 
Put but a little water in a fpoone, 
And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to stifle fuch a villaine vp. 
I do fufpect thee very greeuoufiy. 

Hub. If I in act, confent, or finne of thought, 
Be guiltic of the dealing that fweete breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paincs enough to torture me : 
I left him well. 

Baft. Go, beare him in thine armes: 
I am amax'd me thinkes, and loofe my way 
Among the thornes,and dangers of this world. 

b 3 How 
__ , _ as 



Digitized by Google 



i8 



The life and death of Ring John. 



How eafie dod thou take all England vp , 
From forth this morcell or' dead Royaltic ? 
The life, the right, and truth of all thi» i 
Is fled to hcaucn : and England now it left 
To tug and fcamble, and to part by th'teeth 
The vn-owed intered of proud fwelling State: 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Maiedy, 
Doth dogged warre bridle his angry creft , 
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 
Now Powers from home, and difcontcnts at home 
Meet in one line : and vad confofion waitcs 
At doth a Rauen on a ficke-falne bead, 
The imincnt decay of wrcftcd pompe. 
Now happy he, whofe cloake and center can 
Hold out this temped. Beare away that childc, 
And follow me with fpecd : Ue to the King: 
A thoufand bufineffes are briefe in hand , 
And heauen it felfc doth frowne vpon the Land. Exit. 



aAclus Quarfus, Scana prima. 



K.hbn. Thus haue 1 ycelded vp into ; 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pan. Take againe 
From this my hand, at holding of the Pope 
Your Soueraigne greatneflc and authoritie. 

him. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, 
And from hit holinelTe vie all your power 
To flop their marches 'fore we are enflam'd : 
Our difcontented Counties doe reuolt: 
Our people quarrell with obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the loue of foule 
To dranger-bloud, to fon-en Royalty; 
This inundation of miftcmpred humor , 
Rcfh by you onely to be qualified. 
Then paufe not : for the prefent time's fo ficke , 
That prefent medcinc mult be miniflrcd , 
Or ouerthrow incureablc enlues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Temped vp, 
Vpon your dubborne vfage of the Pope : 
But fince you are a gentle conuertite, 
My tongue fliall hufti againe this ftormc of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bludring land : 
On this Afcention day, remember well, 
Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope , 
Goe I to make the French lay downc their Armes. £arir. 

hbn. Is this Afcenfion day* did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noonc, 
My Crowne I mould giue off? cuen fo I haue: 
I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 
But(heau'n be thank'd) it is but voluntary. 

Enter "Baftard. 

Bali. All Kent hath ycelded : nothing there holds out 
But Douer Caftle : London hath receiu'd 
Like a kindc Hod, the Dolphin and his powers. 
Your Nobles will not heare you, but are gone 
To offer feruice to your enemy : 
And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe 
The little number of your doubtfull friends. 

John. Would not my Lords returne to me : 
After they heard yong lArtbur was aliue t 



BaB. They found him dead, and cafe into the ftreets, 
An empty Casket, where the Iewell of life 
By fame daran'd hand was rob'd,and tane away. 
John. That villaine Hubert told me he did liue. 
Baft. So on my foule he did, for ought he knew : 
But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you fad f 
Be great in act, as you haue beene in thought : 
Let not the world fee feare and fad didruft 
Goueme the motion of a kinglye eye : 
Be dirringas the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner,and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : So dull inferior eye* 
That borrow their behauiour* from the great , 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefie fpirit of rcfolution. 
Away, and glider like the god of warre 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Shew boldneffe and afpiring confidence: 
What, dull they feeke the Lion in hit denne, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be faid : forrage,and runne 
To meet difpleafure farther from the dores , 
And grapple with him ere he come fo nye. 

John. The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee, 
And I haue made a happy peace with him , 
nis'd to difmiffe the Po 1 



And he hath 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Baft. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we vpon the footing of our land, 
Send fayre-play-ordert,and make comprimife, 
Insinuation, parley,and bafe truce 
To Armes Inuafiue T Shall a beardleffe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton braue our fields, 
And flefli his fpirit in a warre-like foyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlely fpred, 
And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armet : 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he doe, let it at lead be faid 
They faw we had a purpofc of defence, 

lebn. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time 
Baft. Away then with good courage : yet I know 
Our Parti c may well meet a 



Scana Secunda. 



Enter {in Armei) Dolphin, 
brtkf, Bigot, !;ert. 

D*l. My Lord Mell***, let this be coppied out, 
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance : 
Returne the prefident to thefe Lords againe, 
That hauing our faire order written downe, 
Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes 
May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And keepe our faithes firmc and inuiolablc. 

Sal. Vpon our fides it neuer (hall be broken. 
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare 
A voluntary zeale, and an vn-urg'd Faith 
To your proceedings : yet beleeue me Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a fore of Time 
Should feeke a plafter by contemn'd reuolt, 
And heale the inueterate Canker of one wound , 
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By making many : Oh it grieues my foule , 

That I muft draw this mettle from my fide 

To be a widdow-majcer : oh, and there 

Where honourable refcue, and defence 

Cries out vpon the name of Saliibury. 

But fuch ii the infection of the time , 

That for the health and Phyficke of our right, 

We cannot deale but with tie very hand 

Of fteme Iniuftice,and confuted wrong : 

And is't not pitty, (oh my grieucd friends ) 

That we, the fonnes and children of this lfle, 

Wat borne to fee fo fad an houre as this , 

Wherein we ftep after a ftranger, march 

Vpon her gentle bofom, and fill vp 

Her Enemies rankea ? I muft withdraw, and weepe 

Vpon the fpotof this in forced caufe, 

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote , 

And follow vn acquainted colour* heere : 

What heere ? O Nation that thou couldft remoue, 

That Ntptunn A nr.: » who clippeth thee about, 

Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy fclfe, 

And cripple thee voto a Pagan more, 

Where thefc two Chriftian Armies might combine 

The bloud of malice, in a vaine of league, 

And not to fpend it fo vn-neighbourly. 

DeJpb. A noble temper doft thou mew in this, 
And great affections wraftling in thy bofome 
Doth make an earth -quake of Nobility : 
Oh, what a noble combat haft fought 
Between compulfion,and a braue refpeel I 
Let me wipe off this honourable dewe , 
That filuerly doth progrcfte on thy checkei : 
My heart hath melted at a Ladies teares , 
Being an ordinary Inundation : 
But this effufion of fuch manly drops, 
This fliowre, blowne vp by tetnpeft of the foule, 
Startles mine eyes, and make* me more amax'd 
Then had I feenc the vaulrje top of heauen 
Figur'd quite ore wirh burning Meteors. 
Lift vp thy brow (renowned SaiulmriA 
And with a great heart heaue away this ftorme : 
Commend thefc water* to thofe baby-eye* 
That neuer faw the giant-world enrag'd , 
Nor met with Fortune, other then at feafts, 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goflipping : 
Come,come ; for thou fruit thru ft thy hand as deepe 
Into the purfe of rich profperity 
A* Lev* himfelfe : fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 
That knit your finewes to the ftrength of mine. 

Enter Pandwlfbo. 
And euen there, metbinkes an Angell fpake, 
Looke where the holy Legate come* apace, 
To giue vs warrant from the hand of heauen, 
And on our aclions fet the name of right 
With holy breath. 

Pond. Haile noble Prince of Fraactt 
The next it this : King hln hath reconcil'd 
Himfelfe to Rome, hit fpirit it come in , 
That fo ftood out againft the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now winde vp , 
And tame the fauage fpirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lion foftered vp at hand, 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmcfull then in foe we. 

Dol. Your Grace Hull pardon me, I will not backe I 



I am too high-borne to be proportied 

To be a fecondary at control), 

Or vfefull feruing-man, and Inftrumcnt 

To any Soueraignc State throughout the world. 

Your breath fir it kindled the dead coale of warrcs, 

Betweene this chaftiz'd kingdome and my fclfe, 

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire ; 

And now 'tis farre too huge to be blowne out 

With that fame weake winde, which enkindled it: 

You taught me how to know the face of right, 

Acquainted me with intereft to this Land , 

Yea, thru ft tbit enterprise into my heart , 

And come ye now to tell me hbn hath made 

His peace with Rome t what is that peace to mei 

I (by the honour of my marriage bed ) 

After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine, 

And now it it halfe conquer'd, muft I backe, 

Becaufe that Iabn hath made hit peace with Rente f 

Am I Romti flaue? What penny hath Rome borne? 

What men prouided ? What munition fent • 

To vnder-prop thit Action f h't not I 

That vnder-goe this charge? Who elfe but I , 

And fuch at to my claime are liable, 

Sweat in this bufinciTe,and maintaine this warre* 

Haue I not heard thefc 1 flinders fhout out 

Vtut le Rej, a* I haue bank'd their Townes • 

Haue I not heere the beft Cards for the game 

To winnc tbit eafie match, plaid for a Crownc? 

And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set ? 

No, no, on my foule it neuer fhall be (aid. 

Pand. You looke but on the out-fide of thit worke. 

Del. Out-fide or in -fide, I will not rcturne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 
At to my ample hope was promifed , 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre , 
And cull'd thefc fiery fpirit* from the world 
To out- looke Conqueft,and to winne renowne 
Euen in the iawes of danger, and of death : 
What lufty Trumpet thut doth fummon vs/ 
Enter 'Ba/lard. 

Haft. According to the faire-play of the world, 
Let me haue audience i I am lent to fpeake : 
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King 
I come to learne how you haue dealt for him : 
And, as you anfwer, I doe know the fcope 
And warrant limited vnto my tongue. 

Pand. The Delphi* it too wilfull oppoiite 
And will not temporize with my intrcaties: 
He flatly faiet, heell not lay downe hi* Armcs. 

Haft. By all the bloud that euer fury breath'd, 
The youth faies well. Now heare our Eng/i/b King , 
For thut his Royaltie doth fpeake in me : 
He it prepar'd, and rcafon to he fhould, 
Thit apifh and vnmannerly approach, 
This harnefs'd Maske, and vnaduifed Reuell, 
This vn-hcard fawunefle and boyifh Troopct, 
The King doth fmile at,and is well prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiftt warre, thit Pigmy Armet 
From out the circle of his Territories. 
That hand which had the ftrength, euen at your dorc, 
To cudgel! you, and make you take the hatch , 
To diue like Buckets in concealed Wellet, 
To crowch in litter of your ftable planke*, 
To lye like pawnci, lock'd vp in chefts and trunclu, 
To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out 
In vault* and prifoot, and to thrill and fluke, 

JTuen 
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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voyce an armed Englishman. 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled hecre, 
That in your Chambers gaue you chafticement } 
No t know the gallant Monarch is in Armcs, 
And like an Eagle, o're his ayerie towres, 
To fowfTe annoyance that comes neere his Neft ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, 
you bloudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your deere Mother-England: blufli for (hame: 
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag'd Maides, 
Like Ama*cnt, come tripping after drum met : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needl s to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

'Del. There end thy braue, and turn thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well, 
We bold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brabler. 
•Pan. Giue me leaue to fpeake. 

Baft. No, I will fpeake. 

Dtl. We will attend to neyther : 
Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warrc 
Pleade for our intereft, and our being hecre. 

Baft. Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out ; 
And fo mall you, being beaten : Do but ftart 
An eceho with the clamor of thy drumme, 
And cuen at hand, a drumme is readie brae'd, 
That Hull reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. 
Sound but another, and another mall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare, 
And mot Ice the deepe mouth'd Thunder ; for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate heere, 
Whom he hath v»'d rather for fport, then neede) 
Is warlike hbn : and in his fore-head fits 
A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day 
To feaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 

Do I. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. 

Baft. And thou (halt finde it ( Dolphin) do not doubt 

Exeunt. 



Scana Tertia. 



Alarum,. Enter hbn and Hubert. 

Iabn. How goes the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert. 

Hub. Badly I feare ; how fares your Maicfty ? 

Itbn. This FeaueT that bath troubled me fo long, 
Lyes heauie on me oh, my heart is ftckc. 

Enter a t^fejjitngtr. 

Met. My Lord : your valiant kinfman Fa/etnbridge, 
Defires your Maicftie to leaue the field, 
And fend him word by me, which way yon go. 

hbn. Tell him toward Swiufted, to the Abbey there. 

eMef. Be of good comfort : for rhc great fupply 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 
This newes was brought to Ritbard but euen now, 
The French fight coldly, and retyre themfelues. 

Itbn. Aye me, this tyrant Feauer burnes mee vp, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set on toward Swinfted : to my Litter ftraight, 
WeaknefTe poffeflcth me, and I am faint. Exeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Salisbury, fembrclte, and 'Bigot. 

Sal. I did not thinke the King fo ftor'd with friends. 

Pern. Vp once againe : put fpirit in the French, 
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Falttnbridgt, 
In fpight of fpight, alone vphotds the day. 

Pern. They fay King hbn fore fick, hath left the field. 
Enter Melton wnunded. 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere. 

Sal. When we were happie, we had other names. 

Pern. It is the Count Meloone. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly Noble Engliih, you are bought and fold, 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home againe difcarded faith, 
Seeke out King Itbn, and fall before his fcete.- 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He m canes to rccompence the paints you take, 
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fworne, 
And I with him, and many moe with mee, 
Vpon the Altar at S. Edmandibury, 
Euen on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be poflible? May this be 

Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waae 
Refolueth from his figure 'gainft the fire? 
What in the world mould make me now decciue, 
Since I mud loofe the vfc of all deceite? 
Why mould I then be falfe, fince it is true 
That I mult dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth ? 
I fay againe, if Lnru do win the day, 
He is forfworne, if ere thole eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 
But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creit 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Euen this ill night, your breathing (ball expire, 
Paying the fine of sated Treachery, 
Euen with a treacherous fine of all your liues: 
If Lewu, by your afsiftance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The loue of him, and thisrefpecl befides 
(For that my Grand fire was an Englishman) 
Awakes my Confidence to confefle all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bearc me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace : and part this bodie and my foule 
With contemplation, and dcuout defires. 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and befhrew my foule, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this molt fairc occafion, by the which 
We will vntread the ftcps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leauing our ranknefTe and irregular courfe, 
Stoope lowe within thofe boundt we haue ore-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience 
Euen to our Ocean, to our great King Iobn. 
My arme ihall giue thee hclpc to bcare thee hence, 
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For I do fee the cruell pang* of death 

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends, new flight, 

And happie newnefle, that intend* old right. Exeunt 



Scena Quint a. 



Enter *Delpbin, and bit Trahe. 

Del. The &in of heauen(me thought) was loth to fet; 
But (bid, and made the Wefterne Welkin blufli, 
When Engtilh meafure backward their owne ground 
In faint Retire : Oh brauely came we off, 
When with a volley of our ncedleffe (hot, 
After fiich bloody toile, we bid good night. 
And woon'd our ton 'ring colour* clearly vp, 
Laft in the field, and almoft Lord* of it. 

Enter a Mejfenrtr. 

Mef. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin T 

Del. Heere i what newe* / 

Mef. The Count Melfue it flaine: The EngliuS Lord* 
By his perfwafson, are againe falne off, 
And your fupply, which you haue wiiVd fo long, 
Are caft away, and funke on 6W»i» land*. 

Del. Ah fowle, fhrew'.i newe*. Bclhrew thy very 
1 did not think to be fo fad to night ( hart : 

At this hath made me. Who wat he that fiid 
King hhn did Aie an houre or two before 
The (tumbling night did part our weir it powretf 

Mef, Who eoer fpoke it, it is true my Lord. 

Ds/.Wcll : keepe good quarter,* good care to night, 
The day {hall not be vp fo foone ai 1, 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter Baftard an J Hubert ,feuer ally. 
Hub. Whofe there i Spcake hoa, fpeake quickely, or 
I flioote. 

Haft. A Friend. What art thou ? 
Hub. Of the part of England. 
Whether doeft thou go ? 
What'* that to thee? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaire*, 
At well a* thou of mine ? 
'Baft. Hubert, I thinke . 
Hub. Thou haft a perfect thought : 
I will vpon all hazard* well beleeue 
Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well : 
Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagtnett . 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance : thou, & endles night, 
Haue done me flume : Braue Soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should kape the true acquaintance of mine care. 

Baft. Come, come : fan* complement, What newc* 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night 
To finde you out. 
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Baft. Brcefe then : and what's the newe*? 

Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke, fearefoll, comfortleffe, and horrible. 

'Baft. Shew me the very- wound of thi* ill newes, 
I am no woman, He not Iwound at it. 

Hub. The King I feare is poyfon'd by a Monkc, 
I left him almoft fpccchlefte, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might 
The better arme you to the fodainc time, 
Then if you had at leifure knowne of thi*. 

'Baft. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ? 

Hub. A Monke I tell you, a refolued villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out : The King 
Yet fpeake*, and peraduenture may rccouer. 

Baft. Who didft thou Icaue to tend hi* Maiefty ? 

Hub. Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backe, 

And brought Prince Henry in their companie, 
At whofe requeft the king hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Maieftie. 

'Baft. With- hold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempt vt not to bearc abouc our power. 
He tell thee Hubert, halfc my power this night 
Pafsing thefe Flats, arc taken by the Tide, 
Theft Lincolne-Waftvcs haue dcuoured them, 
My felfc, well mounted, hardly haue efcap'd. 
Away before : Conduct me to the king, 
I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. Exeunt 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Prince Henry , Saliburie ,and Bint. 

Hen. It i* too late, the life of all hi* blood 
It touch'd, corruptibly : and hi* pure braine 
(Which Tome fuppofe the foule* fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comment* that it make*, 
Fore-tell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembnlfe. 

Pern. HI* Highnefte yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefc, 
That being brought into the open ayre, 
It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifon which alTayleth him. 

Htm. Let him be brought into the Orchard heere : 
Doth he ftill rage i 

Pern, He is more patient 
Then when you left him , euen now he fung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneffe: fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feelc themfcluc*. 
Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts 
Leaues them inuifible, and his feige it now 
Againft the win Ac , the which he pricke* and wound* 
With many legion* of ftrange families, 
Which in their throng, and prefle to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelue*. Ti» ftrange y death Avoid fing: 
I am the Symct to this pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailery fing* 
His foule and body to their Lifting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo flupelefle, and fo rude. 
Iebn breugbt in. 

him. I marric, now my foule hath elbow roomc, 
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It would not out at window cs, nor at doorcs, 
There is fo hot a Cummer in my bofome, 
That all my bowels crumble vp to dull : 
1 am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon a Parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I fhrinke vp. 

Hen. How fares your Maiefty ? 

lab. Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfooke, caft off, 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thru* hisycie finger* in my maw j 
Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe 
Through my burn'd bofome : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kiffe my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not askc you much, 
I begge cold comfort : and you are fo ftraight 
And fo ingratefoll, you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares, 
That might relceue you. 

Iebn. The fait in them is hot. 
Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon 
Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize, 
On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. 

Enter 'Baftard. 

Baft. Oh, I am fcalded with my violent motion 
And fpleene of fpeede, to fee your Maiefty. 

labn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart, is crack'd and burnt, 
And all the fhrowds wherewith my life mould faile, 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire: 
My heart hath one poore firing to flay it by, 
Which holds but till thy newes be vttered, 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

'Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, 
Where heauen he knowes how we fhall anfwer him. 
For in a night the beft part of my powre, 
As I vpon aduantage did remoue, 
Were in the IVa/bet all vnwarily, 
Deuoured by the vnexpecled flood. 

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo flop . 
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

'Baft. Art thou gone fo? I do but ftay behinde, 
To do the office for thee, of reuenge, 
And then my foule fhall write on thee to heauen, 



As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftill. 

Now, now you Starres, that moue in your right fpheres, 

Where be your powrcs? Shew now your mended faiths, 

And inftantly returne with me againe. 

To pufh deftruclion.and perpetuall flume 

Out of the weake doore of our fainting Lands 

Straight let vs feeke, or ftraight we fhall be fought, 

The Dolphine rages at our verie heelcs. 

Sal. It fcemes you know not then fo much as we, 
The Cardinall Pardultb is within at reft, 
Who halfe an houre fincecamc from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honor and refped may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leaue this warre. 

'Baft, He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our felues well finew'd to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already, 
For many carriages hee hath difpatch'd 
To the fea fide, and put his caule and quarrell 
To the difpofing of the Cardinall, 
With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lords, 
If you thinke meete, this afternoone will poaft 
To confummate this bufineffe happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd, 
Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall. 

Hen. At Worfter muft his bodie be interrM, 
For fo he will'd it. 

Baft. Thither fhall it then, 
And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land, 
To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful! feruices 
And true fubiection euerlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make 
To reft without a fpot for euermore. 

Hen. I haue a kinde foule, that would giue thankes, 
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares. 

'Baft. Oh let vs pay the time : but needfoll woe, 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes. 
This England neuer did, nor neuer fhall 
Lye at the proud foote of a Conqueror, 
But when it firft did hclpe to wound it felfe. 
Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the world in Armet, 
And we fhall fhocke them : Naught fhall make vs rue, 
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. Exennt. 
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AftusTrimus , Scana 'Prima. 



Richard f Iobn of Gaunt, with other Ncbla 




King Richard. 

| Ld lobn of gaunt, time-honoured Lancafler, 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold Ton : 
Heere to make good * boiftrous late appeale, 
Which then our leyfure would not let vs heare, 
A.m. nil the Duke of Norfblke, Thomai Mtwbray? 
Gaunt. I baue my Liege. 

King. Tell me moreoucr, haft thou founded him, 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily as a good fubiect fliould 
On fome knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

Gaunt. As neere as I could lift him on that argument, 
On fome apparant danger feene in him, 
Aym'd at your HighnefTe, no inueterate malice. 

Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heire 
Th'accufer, and the sccufed, freely fpeake ; 
High ftomackd are they both, and full of ire, 
In rage, deafe at the fea; haftie as fire. 

Enter { Butiingbretl(e and Mowbray. 
'Bui. Many yeares of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soueraigne, my mod louing Liege. 

Mow. Each day (till better others happineflc, 
Vntill the heauens enuying earths good hap, 
Adde an immortal! title to your Crowne. 

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, 
As well appeared) by the caufe you come, 
Namely, to appeale each other of high treafon. 
Coofin of Hereford, what doft thou obied 
Again ft the Duke of Norl'olkc, Tbmat Mmbray) 
But. Firft, heauen be the record to my fpeech, 
In the deuotion of a fubie£b louc, 
Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince, 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 
Come I appealant to rbis Princely prefence. 
Now Thomas Mtwbray do I turnc to thee, 
And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake, 
My body fliall make good rpoa this earth, 
Or my diuine foule anfwer it in heauen. 
Thou art a Traitor, and a Mifcreant; 
Too good to be fo, and too bad to liue, 

:e the more faire and chriftall is the skie, 



The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggrauate the note, 

With a fbule Traitors name Autre I thy throte, 

And with ( fo pleafe my Soueraigne ) ere I moue, 

What my tong f peaks, my right drawn fword may proue 

Mnr. Let not my cold words heere accuie my «eale: 
Tis not the triall of a Womans warre, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt rs twaine ! 
The blood is hot that muA be cool'd for this. 
Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft, 
As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 
Firft the faire reuerence of your HighnefTe curhes mee, 
From giuing rcines and fpurrcs to my free fpeech, 
Which elfe would poft, vntill it had return 'd 
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Setting afidc his high bloods royalty, 
And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 
I do defie him, and I fpit at him, 
Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine : 
Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes, 
And meetc him, were I tide to runne afoot*, 
Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Where eucr Englifhman durft fet his foot*. 
Mesne time, let this defend my loyaltie, 
By all my Dopes moft falfely doth he lie. 

•ZW.Palc trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming heere the kindred of a King, 
And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, 
Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 
As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then ftoope. 
By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfe, 
Will I make good againft thee anne to srme, 
What I haue fpoken, or thou canft deu'tfe. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I I Ware, 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my Jhouklcr, 
He anfwer thee in any faire degree, 
Or Chiualrous defigne of knighdy triall : 
And when I mount, aliue may I not light, 
If I be Traitor, or vniuftly fight. 

King.Vf hit doth our Cofin lay to Men-brain charge T 
It muft be great that can inherit* vs, 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

'Bu/.Looke what I hid, my life fhall proue it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiu'd eigh 
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In name of lending* for your HighnefTe Soldiers, 

The which he hath dcuin'd for lewd employments, 

Like a falfe Traitor, and iniurious VilUinc. 

Bcfidcs I fay, and will in battaile prouc, 

Or heere, or elfewhere to the fortheft Verge 

That cuer was foruey'd by English eye, 

That all the Treaions for thefe eighteene yeeres 

Complotted, and contriued in this Land, 

Fetch'd from falfe tMtnbray their firft head and fpring. 

Further I fay, and further will maintaine 

Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of Gloufter* death, 

Suggeft his foone beleeuing aduerfariet, 

And confequcntly, like a Traitor Coward, 

Sluc'd out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood : 

Which blood, like faerificing Abtli cries, 

(Euen from the toonglcfle cauernes of the earth) 

To me for iuftice, and rough chafticement : 

And by the glorious worth of my difcent, 

This arme mall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares : 
Tbtmas of Norfolke, what lav eft thou to this? 

Oh let my Soueraigne turne away his face, 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 
Till I haue told this (lander of his blood, 
How Cod, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar. 

King. Muvbray, impartiall are our eyes and cares, 
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre, 
As he is but my fathers brothers fonne ; 
Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-neereneflc to our facred blood, 
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vn-ftooping firmenclle of my vpright foule. 
He is our fubicci (Mivbray) fo art thou, 
Free fpeech,and fearelefie, 1 to thee allow. 

Mitv. Then Itullingbroefy, as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lyeft: 
Threr parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburft I to his HighneiTe fouldiers j 
The other part referu'd I by confent, 
For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, 
Since lafl I went to France to fetch his Queenet 
Now fwallow downe that Lye. For Gloufters death, 
I flew him not; but (to mine owne difgrace) 
Neglrdtcd my fworne duty in that cafe : 
For you my noble Lord of Lancafttr, 
The honourable Father to my foe, 
Once 1 did lay an ambulh for your life, 
A trefpaiTe that doth vex my greeued foule : 
But ere I laft receiu'd the Sacrament, 
1 did confefle it, and exactly begg'd 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault : as for the reft appeal'd, 
It iflij from the rancour of a Vlllaine, 
A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage 
Vpon this ouer-wecning Traitors foote, 
To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 
Euen in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome. 
In haft whereof, moft heartily I pray 
Your HighnefTe to affigne our Triall day. 

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 
Let's purge this c holler without letting blood: 
This we prefcribc, though no Phyfition, 



Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 
Forget, forgiue, conclude, and be agreed, 
i Our Doctors lay, This is no time to bleed. 
( Good Vnckle, let this end where it begun, 
Wee'l calme the Duke of Norfolke ; you, your fon. 

Gaunt. To be • make-peace mail become my age, 
Throw downe ( my fonne ) the Duke of Norfolk es gage. 
King. And Norfolke, throw downe his. 
Gaunt. When Harrit when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids I mould not bid agen. 

King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde ; there is 
no boote. 

Afcw.My felfe I throw( dread Soueraigne )at thy foot. 
My life thou (halt command, but not my (name, 
The one my dutie owes, but my (aire name 
Defpight of death, that liues vpon my graue 
To darke dishonours vfe, thou (halt not haue. 
I am difgrae'd, impeach'd, and baffel'd heere, 
Fierc'd to the (bule with (landers venom'd fpeare .* 
The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood 
Which breath 'd this poyfon. 

King. Rage mud be withftood : 
Giuc me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Afc. Yea, but not change his fpots:take but my (hame, 
And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lord, 
The pureft treafure mortall times afford 
Is fpotlcfle reputation : that away, 
Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay. 
A Iewell in a ten times barr'd vp Cheft, 
Is a bold fpirit, in a loyall breft. 
Mine Honor is my life ; both grow in one: 
Take Honor from me, and my life is done. 
Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie, 
In that I liue;and for that will I die. 

King. Coo fin, throw downe your gage, 
Do you begin. 

'Bui. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch foule fin. 
Shall I feeme Creft-falne in my fathers fight, 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar'd daftard ? Ere my toong, 
Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong; 
Or found fo bafe a parte : my teeth (hall teare 
The (lauifli motiue of recanting fearc, 
And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace, 
Where (hame doth harbour, euen in e Mm tr m fm face. 

Exit Gaunt. 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you friends, 
Be readie, (as your liues (hall anfwer it) 
At Couentree, vpon S. Lambert t day : 
There (hall your fwords and Lances arbitrate 
The i welling difference of your fetled hate : 
Since we cannot attone you, you (hall lee 
Iuftice dcfigne the Victors Chiualrie. 
Lord Marflull, command our Officer* at Armes, 
Be readie to direft thefe home Alarmes. Exeunt. 



Scana Secunda. 



Enttr Qaunt ,and ( Dutcbtft tf Ghucifitr. 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloufters blood, 
Doth more folicitc me then your exclaimes, 
To ftirre againft the Butchers of his life. 

But 
Jl8 — 
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But fince correction lyeth in thofe hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrcll to the will of heauen, 
Who when they Tee the houres ripe on earth, 
Will raigne hot vengeance on offender-, heads. 

Dut. Findes brotherhood in thee no (harper fpurrc ? 
Hath louc in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 
Edwards feuen tonnes ( whereof thy fclfc art one) 
Were as feuen violles of his Sacred blood, 
Or feuen faire branches springing from one rootc : 
Some of thofe feuen are dridc by natures courfe, 
Some of thofe branches by the deftinies cut : 
But Thomas, my decrc Lord, my lifc.my Cloufler, 
One Violl full of Edwards Sacred blood, 
One flourifhintj branch of his mod Royal! rootc 
Is cratk'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt; 
Is haclct downe, and his fummcr leafes all vaJed 
By Enuies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 
Ah Gaunt] His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
That mettle, that felfc-mould that fjfhion'd thee, 
Made him a man : and though thou liu'ft, and breath 'ft, 
Yet art thou flaine in him : thoa doft content 
lu fome large meafure to thy Fathers death, 
In that thou feeft thy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modcll of thy Fathers life. 
Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is difpaiie, 
In fuff ring thus thy brother to be flaughtcr'd, 
Thou fhew'ft the naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching fterne murthcr how to butcher thee : 
That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble brcfts : 
What fhall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 
The beft way is to vengc my Glouftcrs death. 

(?<n«nr. Hcauens is the quarrell : for hcauens fubftitute 
His Deputy annointed in hi» fight, 
Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let heauen rcuengc : for I may ncucr lift 
An angry arme .1 gain ft his Minifter. 

t Dut. Where then (alas may I)complaint my felfe* 
Cast. To heauen, the widdowes Champion to defence 
Dut. Why then I will: farewell old Gaunt. 
Thou go'ft to Couentric, there to behold 
Our Cofine Hcrford, and fell Mowbray fight: 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Hcrf^rds fpcarc, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft : 
Or if misfortune milfe the rirft carrcere, 

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome, 
That they may brcakc his foaming Courfer* backe, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lids, 
A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Hcrford: 
Farewell old Gaunt, thy fomctimes brothers wife 
With her companion Grecfc, mull end her life. 

Gau. Sifter farewell : I muft to Couentree, 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with mee. 

Dut. Vet one wotd more : Grccfe boundeth where it 
Not with the emptie hollowncs,but weight : (falU, 

1 take my leaue, before I haue begun, 

For forrow ends not, when it fecmeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Tcr{e. 

Loe, this is all : nay, yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what/ 

With all good fpeed at Plafhie vifit mee. 

Alacke, and what fhall good old Yorke there fee ' 

But empty lodgings, and vnfurnilh'd wallet, 

Vn-pcopcl'd Offices, vntroden ftoncs? 
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And what hcare there for welcome, but my grones? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feekc out forrow, that dwels cuery where : 

Defolate, defolate will 1 hence, and dye, 

The loft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter dMarjhall, and Aumerle. 
Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Her/ard arm'd. 
Aunt. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayc* but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maicfties approach. h'hurijb. 
Emit King, Gaunt, Bu/by, Bagst, Greene, & 
fiber t : Then cZ\fs.wiray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrtld. 

Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufc of his arriuall heere in Amies, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufc. 

Mar. InGods name.and the Kings,fay who y art, 
And why thou com'ft thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againft what man thou com'ft,and what's thy quarrell, 
Spr.sk e truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
As fo defenJ thee heauen, and thy valour. 

cMlv. My name is The. Mcwtray,D\ske of Norfolk, 
Who hither comes engaged by my oath 
(Which heauen defend a knight fhould violate) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding ifTue, 
Againft the Duke of Hcrford, that appeales me : 
And by the grace of God, and this mine arme, 
To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me, 
And as I truly fight, defend me he men. 

Tucket. Er.ter Hereford, and Humid. 

Ricb. Marfhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who he is, and why he commeth hither, 
Thus placed in habiliments of warrc : 
And formerly according to our Law 
Depofie him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name? and whcrfoie comft y hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts? 
Againft whom com'ft thou? and what's thy quarrcll? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

c Bul. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie, 
Am I : who ready heere do ftand in Armes, 
To proue by hcauens grace, and my bodies valour, 
In Lifts, on Thomas Miwbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he's a Traitor foule, and dangerous, 
To God of heauen, King Richard, and to me, 
And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On painc of death, no perfon be fo bold, 
Or daring bardie as to touch the Liftes, 
Except the Marfhall, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to dirccl thefe faire defignes. 

'Bu/. Lord Marfhall, let roe kifTe my Soueraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie: 
For Mivrbray and my felfe are like two men, 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

c Then 
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Then let vi take a ceremonious leaue 
And louing far well of our feuerall friends. 

Mir.Tbe Appcalant in all duty gteeu your Highnes, 
And craucs to Iciffe your hand, and take his leaue. 

'Rich. We will dcftcnd,and fold him in our armes. 
Colin of Hcrford, as thy caufe is iuft, 
So be thy fortune in this Royall fight t 
Farewell, my blo^d, which if to day thou fhead, 
Lament we may, but not rcuenge thee dead. 

'Bull. Oh let no noble eye prophanc a teare 
For me, if I be goi'd with tM^brayet fpearei 
As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Msu-bray fight. 
My louing Lord, 1 take my leaue of you, 
Of you (my Noble Cofin) Lnr d ■ -\umirU ; 
Not ficke, although I hauc to do with death, 
But luftie, yong, and chcerely drawing breath. 
Lor, as at Englilh Feaft*, fo 1 regreete 
The daintieft Lit, to make the end moft fweet. 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 
Whofe youthfull lpirit in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp 
To reach at victory aboue my head, 
Addc proofe rnto mine Armour with thy prayre*, 
And with thy blcfsing* fteele my Lances point, 
I hat it may enter Mcvbrayei waxen Coate, 
And furniftt new the name of Icb* a Gaunt, 
Euen in the lufty hauiour of his tonne. 

Caunt.HcM\cn in thy good caufe make thee profp'rous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution, 
And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amating thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 
Route vp thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and liue. 

'Bui. Mine innocence, and S.Gewge to thriue. 

U <r. How eucr heauen or fortune oft my lot, 
There Hues, or dies, true to Kings Ricbardt Throne, 
A byall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 
Neuer did Capciue with a freer heart, 
Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vncontroul'd enfranchifement, 
More then my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Battel), with mine Aduerfarie. 
Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth, the wifli of happy ycarcs, 
At gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft, 
Co 1 to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rub. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye : 
Order the trial! Marfhall, and begin. 

&far. Harr'u of Herfard, Laieeafitr, and Derby, 
Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defend thy right. 

'Bui. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this Lance to Tbomat D.of Nor/bike. 

I • Har. Harry of Her ford, f .sr. and Derbie, 

Standi heere for God, his Soucraigne, and himfelfc, 
On paine to be found falfe, and recreant, 
To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Tbcmas Mwbray, 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him to fct forwards to the light. 

a. Har. Here ftandeth Tbo-.Mi.xebt ay Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herfcrd, Larcafler, and Derby, 
To Cod, his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragjoufly.and with a free defir* 



Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded 
Mar. Sound Trumpcts,and fet forward Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his Warder downc. 

Rub. Let them lay by their Helmets Sc their Speares, 
And both rcturne backe to their Chaircs againe : 
Withdraw with vt, and let the Trumpets found, 
While we returne thrfe Dukes what we decree. 

ji lo«g Flourijb. 
Draw ncere and lift 

What with our Councell we haue done. 

For that our kingdom** earth fhould not be foyld 

With that deere blood which it hath foftcred, 

And for our eyes do hate the dire ifpcQ 

Of ciuill wounds plowgh'd vp with neighbor! fwords, 

Which fa rouz'd vp with boyftroui vntun'd drummes, 

With harfti refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And grating ftiockc of wrathtull yron Armes, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright faire peace, 

And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 

Therefore, we banifti you our Territories. 

You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death, 

Till twice fiue Summen haue enrich'd our fields, 

Shall not regrect our faire dominions, 

But treade the ftranger pthes of baniftiment. 

Bui. Your will be done: This muft my comfort be, 
That Sun that wirmti you heere, fhall mine on me: 
And thofe hi* golden beames to you heere lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniftiment. 

Ricb. Norfolke: for thee remaines a heauier dombe, 
Which I with fome vnwillingnefle pronounce, 
The (lye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The datelcffe limit of thy deere exile: 
The hopelefle word, of Neuer to returne, 
Breath I againft thee, vpnn paine of life. 

Miv. A heauy fentencc, my moft Soueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlook'd for from your HighnefTc mouth : 
A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime, 
As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highneffe hands. 
The Language I haue learn'd thefe forty ycare* 
(My natiuc Eng!ifh)now 1 muft forgo, 
And now my tongues vfe is to me no more, 
Then an vnflringed Vyall, or a Harpe, 
Or like a cunning Inltrument cas'd vp, 
Or being open, put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you haue engaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes, 
And dull, vnfeeling, barren ignorance, 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 
I am too old to fiiwne vpon a Nurfe, 
Too farrc in yeeres to be a pupill now : 
What is thy fentence then, but fpecchlefle death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath ? 

%icb. It boot* thee not to be compafsionate, 
After our fentence, plaining comes too late. 

c3A,». Then thus 1 turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folemne fliades of cndleflc night. 

Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall fword, your banifht hands ; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banilh with your felues) 
To keepe the Oath that we adminifter : 
You ueuer (hall (fo hclpe you Truth, and Heauen) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 
Nor eucr looke vpon each other* face, 

Nor 
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Nor eucr write, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 
Nor eucr by aduiled purpofe meete, 
To plot, cjntriue, or complot any ill, 
'Gainft Vs, our Stale, our Sublet!*, or our Land. 
'Bull. 1 fwcare. 

Afcw. And I, to keepe all this. 

Bui. Nortblkc, fo fare, at to mine enemie, 
By this time ('had the King permitted vs) 
One of our foule* had wandted in the ay re, 
Banifh'd this fraile frpulchre of our rleftj, 
As now our flcih is banifti'd from this Land. 
Confefle thy Treafons, ere thou rlyt this Rcilme, 
Since thou hail farre to go, beare nut along 
The clogging butthen of a guilty foule. 

cJWiw. No 'Bullingbro^t : If cuer I were Traitor, 
My name be blotted from the booke of Life, 
And I from heauen banifti'd, as from hence : 
But what thou art, heauen, thou, and I do know, 
And all too foone (1 feare) the King ftull rue. 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 
Saue backe to England, all the worlds my way. Exit. 

'RJcb. Vncle, euen in the glaflct of thine eyet 
I fee thy greeurd heart : thy fad afpeQ, 
Hath from the number of his banifti'd ycarcs 
Pluck'd foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 
Kcturnc with wclcume home, from baniftimcnt: 

'Bui. How long a time lyes in one little word: 
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fptings 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He Shortens foure yeares of my Tonnes exile : 
But little vantage (hall I reape thereby. 
For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their Moones, and bring thtir times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewafted light 
Shall be cxtintt with age, and cndlefte night! 
My inch ofTaper, will be burnt, and done, 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yecres to liue. 

Gaum. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forow, 
And plucke nighu from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 
But flop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Ric. Thy fonr.e is banifti'd vpon good aduice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdicl gaue, 
Why at our luftice fecm'ft thou then to lowre ? 

Gau. Things fwect to taft, proue in digeftion fowre t 
You vrg'd me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas, I look'd when fome of you Should fay, 
I was too Oriel to make mine owne away: 
But you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tong, 
Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

RJcb, Cofinc farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
Six yeares we banilh him, and he ftull go. £arir. 
Fleurijb. 

Au. Cofine farewell : what prefence mull not know 
From where you do temainc, let paper ftiow. 

Mar. My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gauit.Oh to what purpolc doft thou hold thy words, 
That thou teturnft no greeting to thy friends? 
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'Bull. I haue too few to take my leauc of you, 
When the tongues office Ihould be prodigall, 
To breath th abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau. Thy grecfe is but thy abfence for a time. 

Bull. loy abfent, greefc is prefent for that time. 

Gau. What it lixe Winters, they are quickcly gone ? 

Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe maket one houre ten. 

Gau. Call it a trauell that thou tak'ft for pleafure. 

'Bui. My heart will Sigh, when 1 mifcall it fo, 
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gau. The fullen pafTage of thy weary 
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

'Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froftie Caucafui) 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
by bare imagination of a Fcaft? 
Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantafticke fommert heate ? 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Ciues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 
Fell forrowes tooth, doth eucr ranckle more 
Then when it bitet, but lanceth not the fore. 

C<r«. Come, come (my fon) lie bring thee on thy way 
Had 1 thy youth, and caufe, I would not ftay. 

JJa/.Then Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu, 
My Mother, and my Nurfc, which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander, boa ft of this I can, 
Though banilh'd, yet a true-borne Englishman. 



Scoria Quarta. 



Enter King, Aumt' It, Grant, and Baget. 
Rieb. We did obferue. Cofine Anmtrlt, 
How far brought you high Herford on hit way? 

*Aum. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way, and there I left him. 

Ritb. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were Shod* 
Aum. Faith none for me : except the Northeaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our face, 
Awak'd the fleepie rhewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

AVi.What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
yiM.Farewell: and for my hart difdained y my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of fuch gTeele, 
That word feem'd buried in my forrowes graue. 
Marry,would the word Farwe'll.hauc lengthen'd houres, 
And added yeeres to hit fhort baniftimcnt, 
He Ihould haue had a volume of Far wels, 
but fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Ricb. He it our Cofin (Cofin) but 'tis doubt, 
When time ftull call him home from baniftimcnt, 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
Our felfe, and *BuJhy : hecre 'Bagit and Grttnt 
Obfcru'd his Courtfttip to the common people : 
How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 
With humble, and familiat courtefie, 
What reuerence he did throw away on flaues; 
Wooing poorc Craftef-men, with the craft of foule*, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 
As 'twere to banifti their afterSs with him. 
Off goet hit bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpecd him well, 

And had the tribute of hit fupple knee, 

With thanket my Countrimcn, my louing friend*, 

A* were our England in reucrfion hi*, 

And he our fubicfU next degree in hope. 

Gr. Well, he is gone,& with him go thefe thought*: 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage mud be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfure, yecld them further meane* 
For their aduantagc, and your HighnelTe lofle. 

Ric We will our felfe in perfon to thi* wane, 
And for our Coffer*, with too great a Court, 
And liberall LargriTe, are growne Come what light, 
We are inlorc'd to farme our royall Realme, 
The Rcucnnew whereof (hill furnirti v* 
For our affiyrci in hjnd : if thjt come Ihort 
Our Subfti'utrs at home mail haue Blankc-chartcrs : 
Whereto, when they (hall know what men are rich, 
They (hall fubferibe them for large fumme* of Gold, 
And fend them after to lupply our want*: 
For we will make for Ireland prefcntly. 

Enter Bujbj, 

e BuJky 1 what newe*? 

'Bu. Old hbn of Gaunt it vcrie fieke tny Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hath fent port harte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifit him. 

Hit. Where lye* he T 

Bu. At Ely houfe. 

Ric. Now put it (hrauen) in hi* Phyfitian* minde, 
To helpe him to his graue immediately: 
The lining of his coftcrs mall make Coatei 
To deckc our foulJiers for thefe Irifli warre*. 
Come Gentlemen, let'* all go vifit him : 
Fray hcaucn we may make haft, and come too late. Exit. 



z/IBus Secundus. Scena Trima. 



Gaunt,-fx{t 9 itb Torkf. 

Gau. Will the King come, that 1 may breath my laft 
In whulfome counfell to his vnrtaid youth ? 

Yur. Vex not your fclfc, nor ftriuc not with your breth, 
For all in vainc come* cuunfcll to his care. 

G.iu. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce mention like deepc harmony; 
Whi;n words are fcarfe, they arc feldome fpent in vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their word* in paine. 
He :h.it no more mull fay, it liflen'd more, 
Then tncy whom youth and calc haue taught to gloic, 
Moi» arc mens ends mark', then their liues before, 
The fetting Sun, and Mulicke it the clofe 
As the laft taftc of fweetes, is fwceteft lift. 
Writ in remembrance, more then thing* long part j 
Though RicbarJ my liue* counfell would not hcarc, 
My deaths fid tale, may yet vndeafc his eare. 

TV. No, it is rtup: with other flatt'ring found* 
As praifes of his ftatc : then there are found 
Lafciuiout Mccters, to whofc venom found 
The open ore of youth doth alwayet liften. 
Report of fafhions in proud Italy, 
Whole minncr* ftill our tardie apiiTi Nation 
Limpet after in bjfe 



Where doth the world thnift forth a vanity, 

So it be new, there'* no refped how vile, 

That it not quickly buz'd into hi* eare* i 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wit* regard: 

Direct not him, whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou loofe. 

Gaunt. Me thinkes 1 am a Prophet new infpir'd, 
And thu* expiring, do foretell of him, 
Hi* rafti fierce bbze of Ryot cannot laft, 
For violent fires foone burne out themfclues, 
Small iliowrr* laft long, but fodaine ftorme* arc fhort, 
He tyre* betimes, that fpurs too feft betimc*; 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder: 
Ligjjt vanity, inlatiate cormorant, 
Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe. 
This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptrcd Iflc, 
This earth of Maiefty, this (eate of Mart, 
This other Eden, demy piradife, 
Thi* Fortreile built by Nature for her fclfc, 
Againft infection, and the hand of warre: 
Thi* happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious ftonc, fet in the filuer fea, 
Which femes it in the office of a wall, 
Or at a Moate dcfenfioe to a houfe, 
Againft the enuy of IclTe happier Lands, 
Thitblefled plot, thi* earth, thi* Realme.thit England, 
Thi* Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall King*, 
Fcar'd by their breed, and famous for their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds, a* farre from home, 
For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie, 
As is the fepulcher in ftubborne Jury 
Of the Worlds ranfomc, bleffcd t&farui Sonne. 
This Land of fuch deerc foules, this deerc-derre Land, 
Deere for her reputation through the world, 
Is now Lras'd out (I dye pronouncing it ) 
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme. 
England bound in with the triumphant fea, 
Whole rocky Ihorc botes backe the cnuiou* fiedge 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with flume, 
With Inky blottcs, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a Ihamefull conqueft of it felfe. 
Ah' would the fcandall vanifti with my life, 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

£n/rr King, Quttne^Aumtrle ,BuJby,Grttnt, 
Bagtt, Rot, and IfiiLugbby. 

Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colts, being rag'd, do rage the more. 

Qu, How fares our noble Vncle Lancalter ? 

In. What comfort man? How ift with ajed Gaunt ? 

Ga. Oh how that name befits my competition : 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me grecte hath kept a tedious faft, 
And who abftayne* from meate, that is not gaunt? 
For flccping England long time haue 1 watcht, 
Watching breeds leanncilc, Ieannefle it all gaunt. 
The plcifure that fome Father* fecde vpon, 
Is my ftrifl faft, I meane my Childrens looke*, 
And therein farting, haft thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am 1 for the graue, gaunt a* a graue, 
Whofe hollow womhc inherits naught but bone*. 

Ric. Can fickc men play fo nicely with their names? 

Qau. No, mifery make* fport to mocke it felfe : 
Since thou doft fecke to kill my name in i 
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I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that liue ? 

Gau. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that dye. 

Rich. Thou now a dying, fayft thou ftatter'ft me. 

Gau. Oh no, thou dyeft, though I the lie leer be. 

RJcb. 1 am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill. 

Gau. Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill : 
III in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 
Thy death-bed it no lefler then the Land, 
Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 
And thou too care-lefle patient as thou art, 
Commit'ft thy' anointed body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitians, that firft wounded thee. 
A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
Whofe compafle is no bigger then thy head, 
And yet incaged in fo fmall a Verge, 
The wade is no whit lefler then thy Land : 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophet* eye, 
Seene how his fonnes fonne, mould deftroy his formes, 
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy flume, 
Dcpofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 
Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felfe. 
Why (Cofine) were thou Regent of the world, 
It were a flume to let his Land by Jeafe : 
But for thy world enioying but this Land, 
Is it not more then flume, to flume it fo f 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 
Thy ftate of Law, is bondflaue to the law, 
And 

Ricb. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted fbole, 
Prefuming on an Agues priuilcdge, 
Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheekc, chafing the Royall blood 
With fury, from his natiuc refidence? 
Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftie, 
Wer't thou not Brother to great Edvardt fonne, 
This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy vnreuerent moulders. 

gau. Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edvardi fonne, 
For that I was his Father Edwards fonne : 
That blood already ( like the Pcilican) 
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd. 
My brother Gtoucefter, plaine well meaning foule 
(Whom faire befall in heauen 'mongft happy foules) 
May be a prefident, and witnelTe good, 
That thou refpe&'ft not fpilling Edrrardt blood : 
loyne with the prefent firknefle that I haue, 
Arid thy vnkindncfle be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too-long wither'd flowre. 
Liue in thy flume, but dye not flume with thee, 
Thcfe words heereafter, thy tormentors bee. 
Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue, 
Loue they to liue, that loue and honor haue. Exit 

Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Tor. I do befcech your Maieftie impute his words 
To wayward ftcklineflc, and age in him : 
He loues you on my life, and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

Rich. Right, you fay true : as Htrfordi loue, fo bis; 
As theirs, lo mine : and all be at it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

^M>r. My Liege, olde Gaunt commends him to your 
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Rub. What fayes he f 

Ner. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His tongue is now a ftringlefle instrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo, 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortal! wo. 

Ricb. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 
So much for that. Now for our Irilh warm, 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe 
But onely they, haue priuilcdge to liue. 
And for thefe treat affayrcs do aske fome charge 
Towards our abidance, we do feize to vs 
The plate, coine, reuenncwes, and moueables, 
Whereof our Vnclc Gaunt did ftand pofTcft. 

Tor. How long {halt I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me fuflfer wrong ? 
Not Gloufiert death, nor Herfords banifltment, 
Nor Gauntet rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preuention of poore BuUinibrooke y 
About his marriage, nor my owr.e difgrace 
Haue euer made me fowre my patient cheeke, 
Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraigncs face s 
I am the laft of noble Edwards fonnes, 
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft, 
In warre was neuer Lyon rag'd more fierce : 
In peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman, 
Hit face thou haft, for cucn fo look'd he 
AccompliftVd with the number of thy howersi 
But when he frown'd, it was againft the French, 
And not againft his friends*, his noble hand 
Did win what he did fpend : and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 
His hands were guilty of no kindred* blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne: 
Oh Ritbard, Tor{e is too farre gone with greefe, 
Or elfe he neuer would compare bctweene. 

Ricb. WhyVncle, 
What's the matter ? 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 
I pleas'd not to be pardon'd, am content with all : 
Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh'd Hrrford <*? 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford liue ? 
Was not Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 
Is not his heyre a well-deferuing fonne ? 
Take Herfords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights: 
Let not to morrow then infue to day, 
Be not thy felfe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true, 
If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right, 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atrurneyes generall, to fue 
His Liuerie, and denie his oftcr'd homage, 
Vou pluckc a thoufand dangers on your head, 
You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts. 
And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeancc cannot thinke. 

Rir. Thinke what you will : we feife into our hands, 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

Tor. He not be by the while : My Liege farewell, 

c 3 What 
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What will enfue heereof, there's none can tell. 

But by bad courfes may be vnderftood, 

That their euents can neucr fall out good. Exit. 

Ricb. Go 'Bujbie to the Earle of Wdtfi>irt freight, 
Bid him rcpaire to vs to Ely houfe, 
To fee this bufmeffe : to morrow next 
We will for Inland, and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create in abfence or* our lclfe 
Our Vncle Vorlce, Lord Gouernor of England : 
For he is iuft, and alwayes lou'd vs well. 
Come on our Quccne, to morrow mud we part, 
Be merry, for our time of ftay is mart. Flourijb. 
Otna North, milcugbby, &<Roff. 

Nor. Well Lords, the Duke off-mealier is dead. 

Roff. And liuing too, for now his fanne is Duke. 

D //. Barely in title, not in reuennew. 

Ner. Richly in both, if iuftice had her right. 

Roff.My heart is great l but it mull break with filence, 
Er't be disburthen'd with a liberal! tongue. 

JVer.Nay fpeake thy mind : & let him ne'r fpeak more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme. 

""//.Tends that thou'dft fpeake to th'Du. of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 
Quick c is mine care to hearc of good towards him. 

Riff. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Vnleile you call it good to pitie him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimon 

Nor. Now afore heauen, 'tU 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moc 

Of noble blood in this declining Land; 

The King is not himfclfc, but bifely led 

By Flatterers, and what they will in forme 

Mcerely in hate 'gainft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute 

'Gainft vs, our liucs, our children, and our heires. 

R?J. The Commons hath he pi I'd with greeuous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new cxaclions arc dcuis'd, 
As blankes,beneuolences, and I wot not what: 
But what o'Cods name doth become of this ? 

Nor. Wars hath not waded it, for war'd he hath not. 
But bafcly yeclded vpon comprimiie, 
That which his Anceftorsatchieu'd with blowes : 
More hith he fpentin peace, thrn they in warres. 

RoJ. The Earle of Wiltlhitc hath the realme in Farmc. 

Wi/. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. 

Nor. Reproach and diffolutiun hangcth ouer him. 

RoJ. He ha(h not monic for thele lrifli warres: 
(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the baniflj'd Duke. 

Nor. His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King: 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull temped fing, 
Yet feeke no welter to auoid the dormer 
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our failes, 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifn. 

RoJ. We fee the very wracke that we mud fuffer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now 
For fuftcring fo the caufes of our wracke. 

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, 
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay 
How neerc the tidings of our comfort is. 

11'//. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou dod our* 

RcJ. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
We three, arc but thy fclfe, and fpcaking fo, 



Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

Nor. Then thus : I haue from Port It Btan 
A Bay in 'Britjiitt, recciu'd intelligence. 
That Harry Duke of Herford, Rainald Lord CJbam, 
That late broke from the Duke of Extur, 
His brother Archbith jp, late of Cuntttbury t 
Sir Tbtmat Erpingbam,$\T hbn Rainjlon, 
Sir hbn Ntrberie, Sir Robert rVatrrtoii,Sc Francu Quaint, 
All thefe well furnifli'd by the Duke ofBWw/W, 
With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience, 
And fljortly mcane to tou'.h our Northerne fliore ! 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The flrft departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we trull duke oft' our flauifh yoakc, 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeemc from breaking pawne the blemilh'd Crowne, 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 
And make high Maieftic luoke like it fclfe, 
Away with me in puftc to Ratumburgb, 
But if you faint, as fearing to do lo, 
Stay, and be fecret, and my fclfe will go. 

RoJ. To horfe, to horlr, vrge doubts to them y fearc. 

Wd. Hold out my horfe, and I will firrt be there. 
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Enter Qvtene, Bujby, ar.d 'Bagot. 

Bujb. Madam, your Maicdy is too much fad, 
You promis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay alidc felfc-harming heauinede, 
And entertainc a chccrcfull difpofition. 

Qu. To plcafe the King, 1 did : to pleafe my fclfe 
I cannot do it : yet 1 know no caufe 
Why I would welcome foch a gueft as greefe, 
Sauc bidding farewell to fo fwect a gued 
As my fwect Richard; yet againe me thinkes, 
Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombc 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomcthing it grceues, 
More then with parting from my Lord die King.' 

Bujb. Each fubdance of a greefe hath twenty ftiadows 
Which fhewes like greefe it fclfe, but is not fo : 
For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding tcarcs, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many obicfts, 
Like perfpecliues, which rightly gax'd vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 
Didinguifti forme : fo your fwect Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 
Finde ftupes of greefe, more then himfclfc to waile, 
Which look'd on as it is, is naught bur ftiadowes 
Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene, 
More then your Lords departure weep not, more's not 
Or if it be, 'tis with fall'e Ion-owes eie, (fecne; 
Which for things true, wcepc things imaginary. 

Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward foule 
Pcrlwadcs mc it is othcrwifc : how ere it be, 
I cannot but be fad : fo hcauy fad, 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke. 

Bujb. Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 
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Qu. Tis nothing leflc : conceit is ftill deria'd 
From Come fore-father grecfc, mine is not To, 
For nothing hath begot my fomething grcefe, 
Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grceue, 
Twin reuerfion that I do pofTeiTc, 
But whit it is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name, 'tis nameletfe woe 1 wot. 
Enter Grttnt. 

Grrt. Heauen fauc your Maicfty, and wel met Gentle- 
s' hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. (men: 

Qu Why hop'ft thou fo? lis better hope he is: 
Forhis defignes craue haft, his haft good hope, 
Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not Ihipt ? 

Gre. That he our hope, might haue rctyr'd his power, 
and driuen into difpaire an enemies hope, 
Who ftrongly hath fct footing in this Land. 
The baniiVd3fa///ff{4r0t{r repeales himfrlfc, 
And with vp-lifted Armes i» fafe arriu'd 
At Rautnjpurg. 

Qu. Now God in heauen forbid. 

Gr. O Madam 'tis too true : and that is worfe, 
The L.Northumbetland,his yong ftnnc Htnr'u trrck, 
The Lords of Rcjft, BtaumonJ, and IMUngbby, 
With all their powTefoll friends arc fled to him. 

BuJb.V/hy haue you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuoltcd fat! ion, Traitors ? 

Grt. We haue : whereupon the Earlc of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, rcfign'd his Stewardftiip, 
And al the houfhold feruants fled with him to c Bullirbroo( 

Qu. So Grttnt, thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And BullmbrK^t my forrowes difmall heyre : 
Now hath my Ibulc brought forth her prodegie, 
And I a gasping new delijcreJ mother, 
Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn'd. 

'Bnjb. Difpaire not Madam. 

Qu. Who mail hinder me ? 
I will difpaire, and be at enmitie 
With courening hope ; he is a Flatterer, 
A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diftblue the bands of life, 
Which falfe hopes linger in extremity. 

Enltr Yarkt 

Grt. Hecre comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Qu. With fignes of warre about his aged neeke, 
Oh full of carefoll buftnefle are his lookes: 
Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words : 

7V.Com fort's in heauen, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing liucs but croffe?, care and grecfe : 
Your husband he is gone to fiue farre off, 
Whilft others come to make him loofe at home: 
Heere am I left to »ndcr-prop his Land, 
Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe : 
Now comes the fickc hourc that hisfurfet made, 
Now Avail he try his friends that flattered him. 
Enltr a /truant. 

Str. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 

Tor. He was : why fo : go all which way it will : 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare reuolt on Herfords fide. 
Sirra, get thee to Plaftie to my lifter Glofter, 
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound, 
Hold, take my Ring. 

.V' . My Lord, I had forgot 
To tell your Lordfhip, to day I came by, and call'd there, 
But I mail gTeeue you to report the reft. 

Tor. Whatis'tknaue? 
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Str. An houre before I came, the DutchelTe di'de. 

Tor. Heau'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rafting on this wofull Land at once? 
I know not what to do : I would to heauen 
(So my vnrruth had not prouok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 
What, aic there poftcs difpatcht for Ireland } 
How (hall we do for money for thefe warres? 
Come fiftcr (Cozen 1 would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go fellow, get thee home, poouide fome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you mufter men? 
If I know how, or which way 10 order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 
Neucr belceue me. Both are my kinfmen, 
Th'one is my Soucraigne, whom both my oath 
And durie bids defend : th'other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom confeience, and my kindred bids to right : 
Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come Cozen, 
He difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter vp your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barklcy Caftle: 
I mould to Plafty too : but time will not permit, 
All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at Si and feuen. Exit 

'Bujb. The winde fits faire for newes to go to Ireland, 
But none returnes : For vs to leuy power 
Proportionable to th'cncmy, is all impossible. 

Gr. Bcfides our neeienefTe to the King in loue, 
Is neere the hate of thofe loue not the King . 

'Ba And that's the wauering Commons,for theirloue 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them, 
By fo much riU their hearts with deadly ':,re. 

'Bujb. Wherein the king ftands generally condemn'd 

'Bag. If iudgement lye in them, then fo do we, 
Becaufe we haue beene euer neere the King. 

Gr. Well : I will for refuge rtraight to Briftoll Caftle, 
The Earle of Wiltftirc is alreadie there. 

<Bt,Jb. Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the hatefoll Commons performe for vs, 
Except like Curres, to teare vs all in pecces; 
Will you go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maicftie: 
Farewell, if hearts prcfages be not vaine, 
We three here part, that neu'r ftiall mcete againe. 

'Bu. That's as Yorke thriues to beate back BuIHnbro^t 

Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Is numbring finds, and drinking Oceans drie, 
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye. 

Bujb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and euer. 
Well, we may meetc againe. 

'Bag. I feare me neuer. Exit. 
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'Bui. How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now ? 
Nor, Belecue me noble Lord, 
I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterftire, 
Thefe high wilde hides, and rough vnceuen waies, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome: 
And yet our faire difcourfc hath beene as fugar, 

Mak in 
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Making the hard way fwect and dele£bble : 

But I bethinkc mc, what a wcaric way 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cottlhuld will be found, 

In Ruffe and Willtugbby, wanting your companie, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 

The tedioufncfl*c,and proccflc of my trauell : 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to hauc 

The prcfent benefit that I pofTelTe ; 

And hope to ioy, is little IcITc in ioy, 

Then hope enioy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 

Shall make their way iccmc fhort, as mine hath done, 

By fight of what I haue, your Noble Companie. 

'Bull. Of much lcfTe value is my Companie, 
Then your good words : but who comes here I 
Enter H. Tercie. 

Ncrtb. It is my Sonne, young Hurry Ptrcit, 
Sent from my Brother Vcrcefitr : Whence foeuer. 
Harry, bow fares your Vnclcle ? 

Percie. 1 had thought, my Lord, to haue learn'd his 
health of you. 

Nertb. Why,is he not with the Queene? 

Tercie. No, my good Lord, he hath torfook the Court, 
Broken his .Staffe of Omce,and difperft 
The Houfehold of the King. 

Ncrtb. What was his reafon ? 
He was not fo rcfolu'd,when we lift fpake together. 

Percie. Becaufc your Lord (hip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 
To offer feruicc. to the Duke of Hereford, 
And fent mc oucr by Barkely, to difcouer 
What power the Duke of Yorkc had leuied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

Nertb. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford( Boy. ) 

Ptrcit. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I neuer in my life did lookc on him. 

Nertb. Then lcarne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. 

Ptrcit. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder dayes (hall ripen, and continue 
To more approued feruicc, and dciert. 

Bull. I thanke thee gentle Ptrcit, tad be fure 
I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy, 
As in a Soule remembring my goad Friends : 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Loue, 
It Hull be (till thy true Loues recompencc, 
My Heart this Couenant makes, my Hand thus fcales it. 

Ncrtb. How farrc is it to Barkely ? and what (tint 
Kcepes good old Ytrly there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Ptrcit. There Hands the Cattle, by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I haue heard, 
And in it are the Lords of Terlte, Barely, and 
None elfe of Name, and noble cftimate. 

Enter Rcffeani rVilhugbby. 
Ncrtb. Here come the Lords of Roffe and \Tilhugbby, 
Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with haAe. 

Bull. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
A baniftir Traytor ; all my Treifurie 
Is yet but vnlclt thanke*, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your loue, and labours recompencc. 

Rtff. Your prefence makes vs »ich,mo(l Noble Lord. 
VTille, And farrc furmounts our labour to attainc it. 
'Bull. Eucrmorc thankes.th'Exchcquer of the poore, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeercs, 
i lor my Bountic : but who comes here T 



Enter 'Barkely. • 

Nortb. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I ghefle. 

f Bar(. My Lord of Hereford, my MefTagc is to you. 

'Bull. My Lord, my Anfwere is to Uxntufitr, 
And I am come to fceke that Name in England, 
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. 

Bar^. Miftake me not, my Lord.'tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honor out. 
To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 
From the moft glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on 
To take aduantage of the abfent time, 
And fright our Natiue Peace with fclfe-borne Armes. 
Enter Ttr^f. 

Bull. I fhall not need tranfport my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Pcrfon. My Noble Vnckle. 

Tcr(. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
Whofe dutic is deceiuable.and falfe. 

'Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Ter{. Tut,tut,Gracc roe no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an vngracious mouth, is but prophane. 
Why haue thefe banifh'd,and forbidden Leggrs, 
Dar'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Ground i 
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march 
So many miles vpon her peaccfull Bolome, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre, 
And ortenution of defpifed Armes ? 
Com'ft thou becaufc th'anoynted King is hence? 
Why foolifh Boy.the King is left behind, 
And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power. 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 
As when brauc Gaunt, thy Fathcr,and my felfe 
Refcucd the Blarf^ Primt,ihit yong e^fan of men, 
From forth the Rankcs of many thoufand French : 
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arme cf-minc, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfic, chaftife thee, 
And miniftcr correction to thy Fault. 

'Bull. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my Fault, 
On what Condition (lands it,and wherein ? 

Tcr^. Euen in Condition of the wurft degree, 
In grofTe Rebellion, and dctcftcd Treafon: 
Thou art a banifh'd man, and here art come 
Before th 'expiration of thy time, 
In brauing Atmes againft thy Soucraigne. 

Bull. As I was hani(h'd,I was banifh'd Htrtferd, 
But as I come, 1 come for Lamafitr. 
And Noble Vnckle, I befeech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my Father, for mc thinkes in you 
I fee old (jaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 
Will you pcrmi:,that I (hall Hand condemn'd 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforcc,and giucn away 
To vpftart Vnthri/ts^ Wherefore was I borne t 
If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
It muft be graunted, I am Duke of Lancaftcr. 
You haue a Sonne, Aumcrle, my Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firft died, and he becne thus trod downc, 
He mould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father, 
To rowxe his Wrongs.and chafe them to the bay. 
I am denyde to fue my Liuerie here, 
And yet my Letters Patents giue mc lcaue : 
My Fathers goods arc all diftraynd,and fold, 
And thcfe,and all,arc all amilTe imployd. 

What 
Si6 
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Whit Would you haue me doe ? I am a SubieA, 
And challenge Law: Attorneyes arc deny'd me; 
And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my Inheritance of free Difce nt. 

North. The Noble Duke hath been too much abui'd. 

Rcff. It ftandi your Grace vpon, to doe him right. 

With. Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 

7V^. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
I haue had feeling of my Cofens Wrongs, 
And labour'd all 1 could to doe him right: 
But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 
Be his owne Caruer, and cut out his way, 
To find out Right with Wrongs, it may not be ; 
And you that doc abett him in this kind, 
Cherifli Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Nertb. The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
But for his owne ; and for the right of that, 
Wee all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayd, 
And let him neu'r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 

7V{. Well, well, I fee the iffuc of thefe Armes, 
I cannot mend it, I muft needes confefTe, 
Becaufe my power is weakc.and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gauc me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you ftoopc 
Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 
I doe remaine as Neuter. So fare you well, 
VnleiTe you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repofe you for this Night. 

'Ball. An iift'tr Vnckle, that wee will accept : 
But wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs 
To Briftow Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bulbil, Bagct , and their Complices, 
The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 
Which I haue fworne to weed, and plucke away. 

7~ar{. It may be I will go with you: but yet lie pawfe, 
For I am loth to breakc our Countries Lawes : 
Nor Friends.nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things paft rcdrcfle.are now with me part care. Exeunt. 


Otfi. /Ml J^itCartl^ Willi C> CS OF JlCJUIC JTMriu, 

1 fee thy Glory, like a (hooting Star re, 
Fail to the bale Earth,from the Firmament: 
Thy Sunne fet* weeping in the lowly Weft, 
WitneiTine Stormes to come Woe and Vnrcft : 
Thy Friends are fled, to wait vpon thy Foes, 
And croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit. 


zAftusTertius. ScenaTrima. 


Enter < Bu!l'wgbr<x>i(e, TTortp, h'crtbumber/and, 
Riffe, Perde, mikuglbj, rritb 'Bujhie 
and Greene Trifcnert. 

'Bull. Bring forth thefe men : 
'Bujhu and Greene, I will not vex your foules, 
(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies) 
With too much vrging your pcrnitious Hues, 
For 'twere no Charitie : yet to wafti your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 
You haue mis-led a Prince.a Royall King, 
A happie Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you vnhappicd,and disfigur'd cleanc: 
You haue in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Queenc and him, 
Broke the pofleftlon of a Royall Bed, 
And ftayn'd the beautie of a faire Qoeenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eyes, with your foulc wrongs. 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Necre to the King in blood, and ncere in loue, 
Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 
Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries, 
And figh'd my Englifh breath in forraine Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhmcnt ; 
While you haue fed vpon my Scignories, 
Dif-park'd my Parkcs,and fell'd my Forrcft Woods; 
From mine owne Windowcs torne my Houfehold Coat, 
Raz'd out my ImprcfTe, leauing me no figne, 
Saue mens opinions, and my liuing blood, 
To fhew the World I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 
Condemnes you to the death : lee them dcliuercd ouer 
To execution, and the hand of death. 

Bujhie. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me, 
Then 'BullinglrK,{e to England. 

Greene. My comfort is, that Heauen will take our foules, 
And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell. 

Bull. My Lord Nertbumbertand,(ee them difpatch'd : 
Vnckle, you fay the Qiieene is at your Houfe, 
For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 
Tell her I fend to her my kind commends ; 
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd- 

Yor{ A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatch'd 

\\ Attn I _ * « & _ « „i - . -— . k v Imiji «» U 4* l«f*ii 

YV lin Letters or your iouc,co ncr ar. large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendiure, and his Complices; 
A while to worke,and after holliday. 

Sarna 


Scaena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, and a Capfaine. 

Caft. My Lord of Salisbury, we haue ftayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countreymen together, 
And yet we hcare no tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will difperfe our felues : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day,thou truftie Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Caff. 'Tis thought the King is dead, we will not fhy; 
The Bay-trees in our Countrcy all are wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fined Starres of Heauen ; 
The pale-fac'd Moonc lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-looic <] rropnets whilper rcaretull change ; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leape, 
The one in fcarc,to loofe whit they enioy, 
The other to enioy by Rage,and Warrc: 
Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countreymen are gone and fled, 
As well affur'd Richard their King is dead. Exit. 
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Scena Secunda. 



Drums: Flc.urijb,and Qdaurt. 
Enter Richard, Aumerle, CarlUe, and Souldieri. 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? 

Am. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ay re, 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seat? 

Rich. Needs mull 1 like it well : 1 weepe for ioy 
To ftand vpon my Kingdomc once againe. 
Deere Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 
Though Kebelt wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
Aj a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting; 
So weeping, fmiling,grcet 1 thee my Earth, 
And doe thee fauor with my Royal! hands. 
Feed not thy Soucraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Swectcs, comfurt hi* rauenous fence : 
But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome, 
And heauie-gatcd Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous fecte, 
Which with vfurping ftcps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld fringing Nettles to mine Enemies; 
And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs Enemies. 
Mock not my fencelelTe Coniuration, Lords ; 
This Earth fhall haue a feeling, and theft Stones 
Proue armed Souldiers,ere her Natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foulc Rebellious Armcs. 

C/r.Feare not my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath power to kecpe you King.in fpight of all. 

Aum. He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whileft c BuUi«gbraoi)c through our fecuritie, 
Crowes ftrong and great, in fubllancc and in friends. 

Rub. Difcomfortablc Coufin,knowcft thou not, 
That when the Searching Eye of Hcauen is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnfecne, 
In Murthers and in Out-rage blooiy here : 
But when from vnder this Terrcftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eartcrne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through cu'ry guiltie hole, 
Then Murthers, Treafons,and deleft ed lime* 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at thcmlclues. 
So when this Theefc,this Tr jLytoT i Butiingbrc*(e t 
Who all this while hath reuell'd in the Night, 
Shall fee vs riling in our Throne, the Eaft, 
His Trcafons will fit blufhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
But felfc-affrighted, tremble at his finne. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can walh the Balrac from an anoynted King ; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Deputie defied by the Lord : 
For euery man that Bullingbr<x>t\e hath prcft, 
To lift flirewd Steele againft our Golden Crownc, 
Heauen for his Richard hath in heauenly pay 



A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 

Weike men mull fall, for Hcauen ftill guards the ri^ht. 

Er.ier HtU'turj. 
Welcome my Lord, how farrc oil lyes your Power ? 

Sa/vb. Nor neere,nor farther off", my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme ; dilcomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me fpcake of nothing bjt defpaire : 
One day too late,l feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yclterday.bid Time rcturne, 
And thou fliilt haue twelue thoufand fighting men : 
To day, to day,vnhappic day too late 
OrethroweS thy loyes,Friends,Fortunc,a.nd thy State; 
For all the Wclchmen hearing thou wrrt dead, 
Are gone to Bul/ingbrocfa dilpcrft, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 
pale t 

'Rjcb. But now the blood of twentic thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc fled, 
And till fo much blood thither come ng.iinc, 
Haue I not reafon to lookc palc.anj dead i 
All Soules that will be fate, flye from my fide, 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

*Aum. Comfort my Licge.remcmber who you are. 

Rich. 1 had forgot my felfe. Am I not King? 
Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou flecpeft : 
Is not the Kings Name fortic thoufand Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a punic fubiecl. ftrikes 
At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Fauorites of a King: arc wee not high i 
High be our thoughts : I know my Vncklc Yir^c 
Hath Power enough to feme our turne. 
But who comes here i Enter Scrtvpt. 

Screope. More health and happinclTc betide my Liege, 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue dcliuer him. 

Rich. Mine earc is open, and my heart prepar'd : 
The word is worldly lolfc, thou canft vnfuld: 
Say, Is my Kingdomc loll? why 'twas my Care: 
And what loffe is it to be rid of Care ? 
Striucs Bullingbr:<,k£ to be as Great as wee* 
Greater he Hull not be : If hee fcrue God, 
Wee'l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 
Reuolt our Subiedh?That wc cannot mend, 
They breake their Faith to God, as well as vs: 
Cry Woe, Dt ftruclion, Ruinc, LofTc, Decay, 
The worlt is Death, and Death will haue his day. 

Scraofc. Glad am I, that your Highncffe is fo arm'd 
To beare the tiding* of Calamitic. 
Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day, 
Which make the Siluer Riucrs drowne their Shores, 
As if the World were all diffotu'd to teares: 
So high,abouc his Limits, fwellsithe Rage 
Of Bullingbrt<i\c y couering your fcarefull Land 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm'd their thin and hairelelTe Scalps 
Againft thy Maicftie.and Boycs with Womens Voyccs, 
Striue to fpcake bigge, and clap their female iointt 
In ftiffe vnwicldie Armcs : againft thy Crownc 
Thy very Beadf-mcn learne to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againli thy State 
Yea Diftaffc-Women mana je ruftic Bills : 
Againft thy Seat both young and old rcbell, 
And all goes worfe then I h.iuc power to tell. 

Rich. Too well, too well thou tell 'ft a Talc fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltftiirc? where is Hdgct*. 
What is become of'Bujbic? where is Greene ? 

That 
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That they haue let the dangerous Encmie 
Meafure our Confines with fuch peaccfull fteps? 
If we preuaile, their heads (hail pay for it. 
I warrant they haue made peace with ^Bullingbrotkf. 

Script. Peace haue they made with him indeedc(my 
Lord.) 

Rich. Oh Villains, Vipers, damn'd without redemption, 
Dogges,ca(ily wuon to fawnc on any man, 
Snakes in my heart Mood warrn'd, that fting my heart, 
Three IudafTcs, each one thrice worlr then ludM, 
Would they make peace? terrible Hell m.i!ce warre 
Vpon their fpottcd Soules for this Offence. 

Scrape. Sweet Loue(I (ec ) changing his propertie, 
Tunic* to the fowreft.and moft deadly hate: 
Againe vnc.irfe their Soulrs ; their peace is made 
With Heads,and not with Hands:thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, 
And lye full low.grau'd in the hollow grounJ. 

Aum. Is 'Jiujhit, Greene, and the Earlc of Wilt/hire 
dead* 

Scrotpe. Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 

Aim. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 

Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let's talke of Graues,of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duff our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 
Let's chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 
And yet not fo; for what can we bequeath, 
Slue our depofed bodies to the ground? 
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are BuUingbree{ei , 
And nothing can we call our ownc.but Death, 
And that fmall Model! of the birrcn Earth, 
Which ferues as Pafte.and Coucr to our Bones: 
For Hraucns fake let vs fit vpon the ground, 
And tell fad (lories of the death of Kings: 
How fomc haue been depos'd, fome (laine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Chores they haue depos'd, 
Some poyfun'd by their Wiues,fome flccping kill'd, 
All murthcr'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize,be fcar'd,and kill with lookes, 
Infufmg him with felfe and vaine conceit, 
As if this Fleffi, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braffe impregnable : and humor'd thus, 
Comes at the laft.and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King. 
Couer your heads, and mock not flelh and blood 
With folemne Reuerence : throw away Refpecl, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious dulie, 
For you haue but miftooke me all this while: 
I liue with Bread like you, feele Want, 
Tafte Griefe.need Friends: fubiefted thus, 
How can you fay to me, I am a King? 

Carl.My Lord, wife men ne're waile their prefent woes, 
But prelently preuent the wayes to waile: 
To feare the Foe,fince feare opprcflcth ftrcngth, 
Giues in your weakencfte, ftrcngth vnto your Foej 
Feare,and be naine,no worfe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is death deftroying death, 
Where fcaring,dying,payes death fetuile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a Power.enquire of him, 
And Icarne to make a Body of a Limbc. 

Rich.lhoa chid'ft me well-.proud 'Bullingbruks 1 conle 

in " 



To change Blowes with thee, for our day of Doome : 

This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne, 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scrtcpe, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 

Speake fweetly man, although thy lookes be fowre. 

Scroofx. Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day; 
So may you by my dull and heauie Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a hcauier Tale to fay : 
I play the Torturer, by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft, that muff be fpoken. 
Your Vnckle Ytrl^e is ioyn'd with Bu/lingbroe-bf, 
And all your Northcrne Cafttes ycclded vp, 
And all your Southernc Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Fadtion. 

RJcb. Thou haft faid enough. 
Befhrew thee Ccufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that fwect way I was in, to defpaire: 
What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now *. 
By Heauen lie hate him euerlaftingly, 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caftle, there lie pine away, 
A King, Woes fliue, mail Kingly Woe obey: 
That Power I haue, difcharge, and let'em goe 
To care the Land,thit hath fomc hope to grow, 
For I haue none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rub. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flitteries of his tongue. 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richards Night, to Blllingbneliei faire Day. 

Hxe$tftt. 



Scama Tertia. 



Enter tritb Drum and Cakun^Bullingbnebt, 
Yor{e, Northumberland, Attendant!. 

'Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difpers'd,and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon thisCoafl. 

North. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, 
Ricbard,not fine from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor(. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 
When fuch a (acred King (hould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes : oncly to be briefe, 
Left I his Title out. 

Yorb^. The time hath beene, 
Would you haue beene fo briefe with him, he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you, to ihorten you, 
For taking fo the Head, your whole heads length. 

'Bull. Miftake not (Vnckle) farther then you mould. 

Ytr^. Take not(good Coufin) farther then you (hould. 
Lead you miftake the Heauens are ore your head. 

Bull. I know it( Vnckle )and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will. But who comes here? 

Enter Tereie. 

Welcome Harty:whit, will not this Caftle yeeld f 

Per. The Caftle royally 'n mann'd.my Lord, 
Againft thy entrance. 

mull. Roy. 
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Bull. Royally £ Why.it containcs no King? 

Per. Yc» (my good Lord) 
It doth containe a King : King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with him, the Lord Aumerle, Lord Haliibury, 
Sir Stephen Scncft, befides a Clcrgie man 
Of holy reuerence; who,I cannot lcarne. 

Nirtb. Oh, belike it is the Biihop of Carlile. 

'Bull. Noble Lord, 
Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftlc, 
Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin'd Earcs, and thus dcliucr : 
Henry Buili*ghro:{e vpon his knees doth kifle 
King RicharM hand, and fends allegiance 
And true faith of heart to his Royall Pcrfon: hither come 
Euen at his feet, to lay my Armes and Power, 
Prouidcd,that my Banifhmcnt repeal'd, 
And Lands reflor'd againe,be freely graunted : 
If not, He vfc th'aduantage of my Power, 
And lay the Summers duft with (howers of blood, 
Rayn'd from the wounds of (laughter'd Englishmen ; 
The which, how farre off from the mind of 'BuJ/ingbraotj 
It is, fuch Crimfon Temped Ihould bedrench 
The frefh grecne Lip of faire King Rkhardt Land, 
My (looping dutie tenderly ihall lhew. 
Coe figmfie at much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graftic Carpet of this Plaine: 
Let's march without the noyfc of thrcatning Drum, 
That from this Caftles tatter'd Battlements 
Our faire Appointments may be well pems'd. 
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfc ihould meet 
With no lcffe terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudic Cheekes of Heauen: 
Be he the fire, lie be the ycclding Water; 
| The Rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 
March on, and markc King RJ.Aard how he lookes. 

Parle without, and anfrrere trithin : then a Flourijb. 
Enter cn the Weill, Richard,Carli/e, Aumerle, Ser e ,f, 
Salitbury. 

See, fee, King Richard doth hirafelfe appeare 
As doth the bluftiing difcontented Sonne, 
From out the ficric Portall of the Eaft, 
When he pcrceiues the enuious Clouds are bent 
To dim me his glory, and to ftaine the trad 
Of his bright pafTage to the Occident. 

V.ri : . Yet lookes he like a King : behold hit Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Maieftie : alack, alack, for woe, 
That any harme Ihould Maine fo faire a (hew. 

Rich. Wee are amat'd,and thus long hauc we flood 
To watch the fcarcfull bending of thy knee, 
Bccaufe we thought our felfe thy lawful! King : 
And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awfull dutie to our prefence? 
If we be not, (hew vs the Hand of God, 
That hath difmifs'd vs from our Stcwardftiip, 
For well wee know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnlefle he doe pr"phane,fteale,or vfurpe. 
And though you thinke,that all, as you haue done, 
Hauc torne their SouIcs,by turning them from vs, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 
Yet know, my Mafter,God Omnipotent, 
Is muftring in his Clouds, on our bchalfe, 



Armies of Peftilence, and they (hall ftrike 
Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegot, 
That lift your Vaffall Hands againft my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 
Tell 'Bulliugbrechf, for yond me thinkes he is, 
That euery ftride he makes vpon my Land, 
Is dangerous Treafon : He is come to ope 
The purple Tcfbmcnt of bleeding Warre ; 
But ere the Crowne he lookes for.liue in peace, 
Ten thoufand bloody crowne • of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flawer of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew 
Her Pallors Graffe with faithfull Engliih Blood. 

Nirrb. The King of Heauen forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 
Be ru(h'd vpon : Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 
liarrj 'Bvllinglrahjidoth humbly kifTc thy hand, 
And by the Honoiable Tombe he fwcares, 
That (lands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that fpring from one mod gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and Honor of himfelle, 
Comprising all that may be fwornc,or faid, 
Hii comming hither hath no further fcope, 
Then for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 
InfVanchifcment immediate on his knee* : 
Which on thy Royall partie graunted once, 
His glittering Armes he will commend to'Ruft, 
His barbed Sreedes to S tablet, and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie : 
This fwcares he,as he is a Prince, is iuft. 
And as 1 am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

Rich. Noribumterlandfhy thus: The King returnes, 
His Noble Coufin is riyht welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accomplifli'd without contradiction : 
With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We doe debafe our felfe(Coufin)«loe we not, 
To looke fo poorely, and to fpeike fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traytor,and fo die i 

Aum. No.good my Lot J, let's fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends,and friends their helpeful Swords. 

Rich. Oh God, oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond prowd man,(hould take it off againe 
With words of footh : Oh that I were as great 
As is my Griefe,or lefler then my Name, 
Or that I could forget what 1 haue bcene, 
Or not remember what 1 mult be now: 
Swcll'fl thou prowd heart' He giuc thee (cope to beat, 
Since Foes hauc fcope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum. Northumberland comes backe from 'Bulling- 
fnvfe 

Rich. What muft the King doe nowfmuft he fubmit* 
The King (hall doe it : Muft he be depos'd * 
The King (hall be contented : Muft he Ioofe 
The Name of King f o' Cods Name let it goe. 
lie giuc my Iewels for a fett of Beades, 
My gorgeous Pallacc,for a Hermitage, 
My gay ApparrelI,for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My figur'd Goblets, for a Diih of Wood, 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Stafte, 
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My Subi eels, for a payre of earned Saint), 

And my lar^c Kingdomc,for a little Graue, 

A little little Craue.an obfeure Graue. 

Or He be buryed in the Kings high-way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subiedb feet 

May howrely trample on their Soucraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread now,whileft 1 liue j 

And buryed once, why not vpon my Head f 

.Aimer U ,thou weep'ft (my tender-hearted Coufin) 

Wee'le make foule Weather with defpifed Tearcs : 

Our fighes,and they, (hall lodge the Summer Cornc, 

And make a Dearth in this reuolting Laud, 

Or fhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 

And make fome prcttie Match, with fhedding Teare*? 

As thus : to drop them (till vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, 

Within the Earth : and therein lay'd, there lyes 

Two Kinfmcn.digg'd their Graues with weeping Eyes? 

Would not this ill.doe well? Well, well, I fee 

I talke but idly, and you mock at rare. 

Moll mightie Prince, my Lord Nartbumberlandy 

What fayes King Buliingbrxc^e? Will his Maicftie 

Ciue Richard Icaue to liuc.till Richard die* 

You make a Legge,and 'Bullinvbrockf fayes I. 

Ncrtb. My Lord.in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafc you to come downe. 

Rich. Downe,downe I come,like glift'ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of vntuly Iade$. 
In the bafe Court? bafe Court, where Kings grow bafe, 
To come at Tray tors Calls, and doc them Grace. 
In the bafe Court come down: down Court, down King, 
For night-Owls fhrike, where mouting Larks fhould fing. 

Hull. What fayes his Maieflie? 

North. Sorrow, ar. 1 griefc of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a frantick man: 
Vet he is come. 

Hull. Stand all apart, 
And fliew fiirc dutie to his Maieftie. 
My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Faire Coufin, 
You debafc your Princely Knee, 
To make the bafe Earth prowd with kilTing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feele your Loue, 
Then my vnplcas'd Eye fee your Courtefie. 
Vp Coufin, vp, your Heart is vp, 1 know, 
Thus high at lcaft, although your Knee be low. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
owne. 

Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am youn, and 
all. 

Bull. So farre be mine, my mult redoubted Lord, 
As my true feruicc fhall deferue your loue. 

Rub. Well you deleru'd : 
They well deferue to haue, 
That know the ftrong'ft, and furcft way to get. 
Vnckle giue me your Hand : nay,dtie your Eyes, 
Tcares fhew their Loue, but want their Remedies. 
Coufin, I am too young to be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Hcire. 
What you will haue, lie giue,and willing to, 
For doc we mult, what force will haue vs doe. 
Set on towards London *. 
Coufin, is it fo ? 

'Bull. Yea, my good Lord. 

Rich. Then 1 mull not fay , no. 

F tourijb. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter the Queene,amd tv*> LadUt. 

fii;. What fport fhall we deuife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heauie thought of Care? 

La. Madame, wee'le play at Bowles. 

gv.Twill make me thinke the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madame, wee'le Dance. 

Siu. My Lcgges can kcepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart no meafure keepes in Griefc. 
Therefore no Dancing(Girle ) fome other fport. 

La. Madame, wee'le tell Tales. 

!$u. Of Sorrow, or of Griefc ? 

La. Of eyther, Madame. 
Of neythcr.Girle. 
For if of Ioy,bcing altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow * 
Or if of Griefc, being altogether had, 
It addes more Sorrow to my want of loy : 
For what I haue, I need not to repeat; 
And what I want,it bootes not to cc 

La. Madame, He fing. 

a^u.Tii well that thou haft caufe : 
But thou fhould'ft plcafe me better, would 'ft thou weepe. 

La. I could wcepc, Madame, would it doe you good. 

Qu. And 1 could fing, would weeping doc me good, 
And neuer borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gar diner, and twa Seruantt. 
But flay, here comes the Gardiner}, 
Let's ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees. 
My wretcbedncfTe.vnto a Rowe of Pinnes, 
They'le talke of State: for euery one doth fo, 
Againft a Change; Woe is fbre-runne with Woe. 

Card. Gee binde thou vp yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like vnruly Children.make their Syre 
Stoupe with opprelTion of their prodigall weight: 
Giue fome fupportancc to the bending twigges. 
Goe thou, and like an Executioner 
Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprayes, 
That looke too loftic in our Common-wealth : 
All muft be euen.in our Gouernment. 
You thus imploy'd, 1 will goe root away 
The noyfome Wecdes,that without profit fucke 
The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers. 

Ser. Why fhould we, in the compaffc of a Pale, 
Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 
Shewing as in a Modell our firme Eftate ? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 
Is full of Weedes.hcr faircft Flowers choakt vp, 
Her Fruit-tTecs all vnpruin'd,hcr Hedges ruin'd, 
Her Knots diforder'd.and her wholefome Hearbcs 
Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace. 
He that hath fuffcr'd this diforder'd Spring, 
Hath now himfclfe met with the Fall of Lcafe. 
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Lcaues did fhelter, 
That feem'd,in eating him, to hold him vp, 
Are pull'd vp.Root and all, by Bultingbretlp : 
I meane.thc Earlc of Wiltfhirc, Bujbit, Greene. 
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Str. What are they dead ? 

Card. They are, 
And Hit/Hngirocfy hath feiz'd the waftefull King. 
Oh, what pitty is it, that he had not Co trim'd 
And drcft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare, 
And wound the Barkc, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Lcaft being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much riches it confound it felfc ? 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 
They might hauc liu'd to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruitcs of dutic. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may liue: 
Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte and idle houies,hath quite thrown downe. 

Str. What thinkc you the King mall be depos'd? 

Gar. Depreft he is already, and depos'd 
"l is doubted he will be. Letters came Lift night 
To a decre Friend of the Duke of Yorkes, 
That tell blackc tydings. 

{?«.Oh 1 am preft to death through want of fpeaking: 
Thou old Adams likenefTe, let to drcfle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh rude tongue found this vnpleaung 
What Eucr what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes 
To make a fecond rail of curled man? 
Why d/ft thou fay, King Retard is depos'd, 
Dar'ft thuu, thou little better thing then earth, 
Diuine his downfall ?Say, where, when.and how 
Cam'ft thou by this ill-tydings?Speake thou wretch. 

Card. Pardon me Madam. Little ioy haue I 
To breath thefc newes; yet what I fay.is true ; 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrce^t, their Fortunes both are wcigh'd s 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe, 
And fomc few Vanities, that make him light: 
But in the Ballance of great Bullingbru,t)t, 
Befides himfelfe, arc all the Englim Pceres, 
And with that oddes he wcighes King Richard downe. 
Pofte you to London, and you'l finde it fo, 
I fprake no more, then euery one doth know. 

Nimble mifchance,that art fo light of foote, 
Doth not thy EmbafTage belong to me ? 
And am I laft that knowes it? Oh thou think'ft 
To feme me laft, that I may longcft keepe 
Thy forrow in my brcaft. Come Ladies go*, 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What was I borne to this ! that my fad lookc, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbroc^t. 
Card' ncr, for telling me this ncwrs of woe, 
I would the Plants thou graft'ft, may neurr grow. Exit. 

CPoorc Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my skill were fubieci to thy curie: 
Heere did flic drop a teare, heere in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe ofGrace: 
Rue, eu'n for ruth, heere fhortly wall be fcene, 
In the remembrance of a Weeping Quecne. Exit. 



Aclus Quart us. Sctena ^Prima. 



Bitrr at to tbt Par/lament, ^Bullingbrttkf , Aumttlt, Nor- 
thumberland, Terete, Fin-Water, Surrey, Qai lilt, AbUt 
ef Weftmmjitr. Herauld, Offictrs,and Bagn. 

'Bullingbr^e. Call forth e Bagct. 



Now *Bagct, freely fpeake thy minde, 
What thou do'ft know of 'Noble Giouftcrs death : 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform "d 
I The bloody Office of his Timclefle end. 

l Ba^. Then fet before my face, the Lord Aumerle. 

Bui. Cofin,ftand forth, and looke vpon that man. 

Bag. My Lord Aumtrle, 1 know your daring tongue 
Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once deliucr'd. 
In that dead time, when Glouflers death was plotted, 
I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length, 
That rcachcth from the reftfoll Englifo Court 
As farre as Callis, to my Vnkles head. 
Amongft much other talke, that very time, 
I heard you fay, that you had rather rcfofc 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowncs, 
Then Bullingbrct^ti returnc to England ; adding withal], 
How bleft this Land would be, in this your Collns death. 

Aum. Princes,and Noble Lords: 
What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ? 
Shall I fo much difhonor my faire S Carres, 
On equall termes to giue him chafticement ? 
Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd 
With th'Attaindor of his ihnd'rous Lippel. 
There is my Gage, the manuall Sealc of death 
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lycft. 
And will maintaine what thou haft faid, is falfe, 
In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 

'Bui. 'Bagtt forbcare, thou flialt not take it vp. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence, that hath mou'd me fo. 

Fit* If that thy valour ftand on Sympathise * 
There is my Gage, Aumerlt, in Gage to thine : 
By that f lire Sunne, that (hewes me where thou ftand'ft, 
I heard thee fay (and vauncingly thou fpak'ft it) 
That thou wcr't caufc of Noble Giouftcrs death. 
If thou denicft it, twenty times thou lyeft, 
And I will turnc thy fillhood to thy hart, 
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 

Aum. Thou dar'ft not (Coward) liue to fee the day. 

Fit*. Now by my Soule, I would it were this hourc. 

Aum. Fit*vattr thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Ptr. Aumtrle, thou lye'ft : his Honor is as true 
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft : 
And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To prouc it on thee, to th'extreameft point 
Of mortal! breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft. 

Aum. And if 1 do not, may my hands rot off, 
And neuer brandifh more rcuengefull Steele, 
Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Surrey. My Lord Fita-wattr s 
I do remember well, the very time 
^Aumtrle, and you did t.tlke. 

Fit*. My Lord, 
"Tis very true : You were in prefence then, 
And you can witnefTe with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As falfe, by heaucn, 
As Heauen it fcll'e is true. 

Fit*. Surrey, thou Lycft. 

Surrey. Dishonourable Boy ; 
That Lye, fhall lie fo heauy on my Sword, 
That it foall render Vengeance, and Reuenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 
In proofe whereof, there it mine Honors pawnc, 
Engage it to the Trull, if thou dar'ft. 

Fit*. 
!4» 
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Fitzw. How fondly do' ft thou (pur re a forward Horfe? 
If I dare cite, or drinke, or breathe, or liuc, 
I dare meete Surrty in a WildernelTe, 
And fpit vpon him, whileft 1 fay he Lye*, 
And Lyes, and Ly«: there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tye tliee to my ftrong Correction. 
Al I intend to thriue in thi* new World, 
Aumtrlt it guiltie of my true Appeale. 
Befides,! heard the banilh'd Mr/,% fay, 
That thou Aumtrlt didft fend two of thy men, 
To execute the Noble Duke at Callit. 

Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage, 
That NorfJtt lye* : here doe I throw downe thi», 
If he may be repeal' J, to trie his Honor. 

Hull. Thcfc differences (hall all reft vnJer Gage, 
Till Norfe/lp be repeal'd : repeal'd he (hill be; 
And (though mine Enemie)rcftor'd againe 
To all his Lands and Seignories: when hec's rcturn'd, 
Againft Aumtrlt we will enforce his Tryall. 

Carl. That honorable day (hall nr'rc be feenc. 
Many a time hath banifli'd N»rf<Jlt fought 
For lefu Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfignc of the Chriftian CrolTe, 
Againft black Pagan*, Turkes,and Saracen*: 
And toyl'd with workc* of Warrc, rctyT'd himfelfe 
To Italy.and there at Venice gaue 
Hi* Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 
And hi* pure Soule vnto his Capfaine Chrift, 
Vndtr whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why Biftiop.is Nwfel^t dead ? 

Carl. As lure at 1 liuc, my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conducl his fweet Soule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 
Lord* Appcalanu,your difrcrcces (ha) all reft vnder gage, 
Till we aftigne you to your dayec of Tryall. 

Enttr Yorkf. 

Torhe. Great Duke of Lancafter,I come to thee 
From plume-pluikt lijtbard, who with willing Soule 
Adopt* thee Heire,and his high Scepter ycclds 
To the pofteflion of thy Royall Hand. 
Afccnd his Thronc,delcending now from him, 
And long liuc Htnry,of that Name the Fourth. 

'Bull. In Gods Name, He afccnd the Rcgill Throne. 

Carl. Mary, Heaucn forbid. 
Worft in this Royall Prefcncc may I fpeake, 
Yet beft befreming me to fpeake the truth. 
Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble, to be vpright Iudgc 
Of Noble Richard i then true Noblencflc would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 
What Subicc~r can giue Sentence on his King i 
And who fit* here, that is not Rid . Subiecl i 
Theeucs are not iudg'd.but they arc by to heare, 
Although apparant guilt be feenc in them : 
And (hall the figure of Gods Maieftie, 
His Captaine,Steward,Deputie eledJ, 
Anoynted,Crown'd, planted many yceres, 
Be iudg'd by fubie£t,and inferior breathe, 
And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriftian Climate, Souics rcfin'de 
Should (hew fo heynous, black, obfecne a deed. 
I fpeake to Suhiccls,and a Subiccl fpeakes, 
Stirr'd vp by Heaucn, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord or Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foule Traytor to prowd Htrefirdi King. 
And if you Crowne him, let me prophecie. 



The blood of Engliftt (hall manure the ground, 

And future Ages groanc for his foule A&. 

Peace (hall goe flcepe with Turke* and Infidel*, 

And in thi* Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warrc* 

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 

Diforder, Horror, F care, and Mutinie 

Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Scull*. 

Oh, if you rearc thi* Houfe, againft thi* Houfe 

It will the wofolleft Diuifion proue, 

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth. 

Prcuent it, refill it,and let it not be fo, 

Lcsrft Child, Childs Children cry againft you, Woe. 

Nartb. Well haue you argu'd Sir: and for your paines, 
Of Capital! Treafon we arrcft you here. 
My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 
To kcepe him fafeiy,till his day of Tryall. 
May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 

'Bull. Fetch hither < RJchard,t\i3t in common view 
He may furrender : fo we dull procecde 
Without fufpition. 

r»r{t. I will be his Condud. Exit. 

'Bull. Lords, you that here are vnder our Arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwcr : 
Little are we beholding to your Loue, 
And little look'd for at your helping Hand*. 

Enttr 'Rjcbard and Yerkf. 
Rich. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 
Before I haue ftiooke o(f the Rcgall thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ' 1 hardly yet haue learn'd 
To infinuate,(latter,bowe,and bend my Knee. 
Giue Sorrow lraue a while, to tuture me 
To this fubmiiTion. Yet I well remember 
The fauors of thefe men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hayle to me? 
So ludat did to Chrift: but he in twelue, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelue thoufand,none. 
God fiuc the King : will no man fay, Amen ? 
Am I both Prieft,and Clarke? well t!icn,i 
God faue the King.altNough 1 be not hce : 
And yet Amen, if iieauen doe thinke him : 
To doc whit feruice, am I Cent for hither t 

fcrhj. To doe tint office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer: 
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry c Bullinfrtrec{f . 

Rieh.O'iue me the Crown. Here Coufin,feize y Crown : 
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepc Well, 
That owes two Buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier euer dancing in the ayre, 
The other downe, vnfecne, and foil of Water: 
That Bucket downe, and full of Teare* am I, 
Drinking my Griefes, whil'ft you mount vp on high. 

Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne. 

Rich. My Crowne 1 am, but ftill my Griefe* are mine: 
You may my Glorie* and my State depofe, 
But not my Griefe*; ftill am I King of thofc. 

Bull. Part of your Care* you giue me with your Crowne. 

Rich. Your Care* fct vp.do not pluck my Cares downe. 
My Care, is lofTc of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, i* gaine of Care, by new Care wonne : 
The Care* I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 
They "tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they (ray: 
'Bull. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne? 

d 2 Rich. I, 
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Rich. I, no; no, I: for I muft nothing bee: 
Therefore no, no, for I reftgne to thee. 
Now,marke me how I will vndoc my felfe. 
I giuc this heauie Weight from off my Head, 
And thii vnwieldie Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart. 
With mine owne Tearo I wafli away my Balme, 
With mine owne Handi 1 giue away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releafc all dutious Oathcs; 
All Pompe and Maicftie I doe forfweare : 
My Manon,Rentt,Reuenuei,l forgoe; 
My Acls, Decrees in i Statute* I denic: 
God pardon all Oathc* that are broke to mec, 
God keepe all Vowes vnbroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing haue,with nothing grieu'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd.that halt ail atchieu'd. 
Long may'ft thou liue in Richards Scat to fit, 
And foone lye Richard in an Earthic Pit. 
God fauc King Henry, vn-King'd Ridvrd fayes, 
And fend him many yccres of Sunne -fhine dayes. 
What more r ermines ? 

North. No more : but that you readc 
Thcfe Accufations, and thefe grieuous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perfon, and your follower*, 
Againft the State,and Profit of this Land : 
That by confiding them, the Soule* of men 
May dceme, that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich. Mud I doe fo t and mull I rauell out 
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy Offence* were vpon Record, 
Would it not wime thee,in fo faire a troupe. 
To reade a Lcclurc of them ? If thou would'ft, 
There fhould'ft thou finde one hey nous Article, 
Contayning the depofmg of a King, 
And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heauen. 
Nay, all of you, that if and and lookc vpon me, 
Whil'ft that my wretchednefTc doth bait my felfc, 
Though fome of you, with Pilate f vti(h your hand*, 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pilatet 
Haue here deliuer'd me to my fowrc CroiTe, 
And Water cannot wa/h away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpitch, reade o're thefe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eye* arc full of Tcares.I cannot fee: 
And yet fait- Water blindes them not fo much, 
But they can fee a fort of Traytor* here. 
Nay, if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft : 
For I haue giucn here my Soulcs confent, 
T'vndeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory bafc ; a Soueraigntic,a Slaue ; 
Prowd Maieft'ie, a Subieft ; State, a Pefant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man ; 
No, nor no mans Lord : 1 haue no Name, no Title; 
No, not that Name wa* giuen me at the Font, 
But 'tis vfurpt : alack the heauic day, 
That I haue worne fo many Winters out, 
And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. 
Oh, that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne ofDullinghroely, 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 
And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror hither rtraight, 



That it may ihew me what a Face I haue, 
Since it i* Bankrupt of his Maicftie. 

Dull. Goe fome of you, and fetch a Looking-Glafle. 

A r ffr/ii.Read o're This Paper, while j Claire doth come. 

Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell. 

Bull. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfy'd. 

/tVfc.Thcy fliall be fatisfy'd : He reade enough, 
When I doc fee the very Booke indcedc, 
Where all my Gnne* are writ, and that's my felfe. 

Enter ore with a Glajfe. 
Giue me that Glaffe,and therein will 1 reade. 
No deeper wrincklcs yet? hath Sorrow ftrucke 
So many Blowe* vpon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? 1 Oh flalt'ring GlalTe, 
Like to my follower* in profperirir, 
Thou do'ft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That eucry day, vnder his Houfe-hold Roofc, 
Did keepe ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sunne, did make beholders winkc i 
Is this the Face, which fae'd fo many follyes, 
That was at laft out-fae'd by Bullingbri-oltt ? 
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhiuers. 
Marke lilcnt King, the Morall of this fport, 
How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face. 

Bull. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy'd 
The fhadow of your Face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 
The fhadow of my Sorrow: ha.let's fee, 
'Tis very true, my Gricfe lye* all within, 
And thefe externall manner of Laments, 
Are meerely ihadowet,to the vnfecne Gricfe, 
That fit ell* with filcnce in the tortur'd Soule. 
There lye* the lubftance : and 1 thanke thee King 
For thy great twin tic, that not oncly giu'ft 
Me caufe to wayle, but tcacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. He begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtainc it* 

Bull. Name it, faire Coufin. 

i\icb. Faire Coufin ? 1 am greater then a King: 
For when I wa* a King, my flatterer* 
Were then but fubicdb; being now a fubiect, 
I haue a King here to my flatterer : 
Being fo great, I haue no neede to begge. 

Dull. Yet askc. 

Rich. And ftull I haue i 

Dull. You fliall. 

Rich. Then giue me leauc to goe. 
Bull. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fight*. 

Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him to the Tower. 

Rich. Oh good: conuey: Conueycrs are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Dull. On Wcdncfday next, we folemnly let downe 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your f clues. Exeunt. 

Abbot. A wofull Pagrant haue we here beheld. 

Carl.The Woes to come, the Children yet vnborne, 
Shall I'cclc this day as fliarpc to them as Thome. 

tAum. You holy Clergie-mcn, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realmc of this pernicious Blot. 

.Abbot. Before I freely fpcake my mindc herein, 
You mail not oncly take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but alfo to effeft 

What 
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What euer I (hall happen to deuife. 

I fee your Browes are full of Difcontent, 

Your Heart of Sorrow, i , J your Eyet of Tearei. 

Come home with me to Supper, lie lay a Plot 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day. Exeunt. 



ASiusQuintus. Scena^rima. 
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You mull to Pom fret, not vnto the Tower. 
And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you: 
With all fwift fpeed,you mult away to France. 

Rich. NartbuMberland,tho\i Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting 'Bml/iugbroc^e afcendi my Throne, 
The time (hall not be many houres of age, 
More then it is,ere foule Anne, gathering head, 
Shall breake into corruption: thou wait thinke, 
Though he diuide the Kealme,and giue thee halfe, 
It U too little .helping him to all : 
He ilu.l thinke, that thou which know'd the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kings, wilt know againe, 
Being ne're fo little vrg'd another way, 
To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 
The Loue of wicked friends conuem to Feare ; 
That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate tunics one, or both, 
To worth ic Dangcr,and deferued Death. 

Nertb. My guilt be on my Head, and there an end : 
Take leaue,and part, for you mull part forthwith. 

Rick. Doubly diuorc'd?(bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage; 'twixt my Crowne.and me, 
And then betwixt me.and my marryed Wife. 
Let me vn-kiflc the Oath "twixt thee.and me ; 
And yet not fo.for with a KifTe 'twas made. 
Part vs, Northumberland: I, towards the North, 
Where (hiuering Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme : 
My Queene to France : from whence, fet forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet May; 
Sent back like Hollowmas,or lhort'd of day. 

Qu. And mull we be diuided ? mull we part ? 

Rich. I, hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fro heart. 

Qu. Ranilh vs both, and fend the King with me. 

North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy. 

Ufa. Then whither he goes,thither let me goc. 

Ricb.So two together wecping,make one Woe. 
Weepe thou for me in France; l,for thee heere : 
Better farre off, then neere.be ne're the neere. 
Goe.count thy Way with Sighes ; 1, mine with Croanes. 

Qu. So longed Way wall haue the longeft Moancs. 
Xjcb.Twitc for one ftep lie groane.y Way being (hort, 
And pcece the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be briefe, 
Since wedding it, there is fuch length in Gricfe : 
One K.ifle mall (lop our mouthes, and dumbely part ; 
Thus giue 1 mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qu. Giue me mine owne agjinc:'twcre no good part, 
To take on me to kcepc, and kill thy heart. 
So, now I haue mine owne againe, be gone, 
That I may flriue to kill it with a groane. 

Ricb.Vfe make Woe wanton with this fond delay. 
Once more adieu; the reft, let Sorrow fay. Extunt. 



Scana Secunda. 



Enter Yor^and bu Duchefe. 

Ducb. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you brcake the ftory off, 
Of our two Counns camming into London. 

Ytrkf. Where did I leaue? 

Dueb. At that fad (loppe,my Lord, 
Where rude mif-gouern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 
Threw dud and nibbilh on King Ricbardi head. 

d 3 ttr,Kr.Thcn 



, Enter Quttne,and Ladiet. 

Qy. This way the King will come : this is the way 
To Julius Crjjn ill-erecled Tower : 
To whofe flint Bofome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Prifoner, by prowd 'Bullinrbroobe. 
Here let vs reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Haue any refting for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard, and Cjuard. 
But foft, but fee, or rather doe not lee, 
My faire Rofc wither : yet looke vp; behold, 
That you in pittie may diflolue to dew, 
And wa(h him frefli againe with true.loue Teares. 
Ah thou,the Modell where old Troy did (land, 
Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Rkbardt Torobe, 
And not King Ricbjrd: thou moll beauteous Inne, 
Why mould hard-rauor'd Gricfe be lodg'd in thre, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft. 

Rich, loync not with griefc.faire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fudden : learne good Soule, 
To thinke our former State a happic Dreamc, 
From which awak'd,the truth of what we are, 
Shewe* vs but this. I am fwornc Brother (Sweet) 
To grim Neceflitie ; and hee and I 
Will kecpe a League till Death. High thee to France, 
And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houfe : 
Our holy liues mull winne a new Worlds Crownc, 
Which our prophane houres here haue ftricken downe. 

What, is my Richard both in dupe and minde 
Transform'd.and weaken'd* Hath Bullingbtocke 
Depot'd thine Intellect ? hath he becne in thy Heart? 
The Lyon dying, thrufteth forth hit Paw, 
And woundt the Earth, if nothing elk, with rage 
To be o're-powr'd : and wilt thou,Pupill-likc, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiflc the Rodde, 
And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 
Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beads ? 

Rkb. A King of Reads indeed: if aught but Beads, 
I had beene dill a happy King of Men. 
Goodffometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke 1 am dead, and that euen here thou tak'd, 
As from my Death-bed, my lad liuing Icaue. 
In Wintert tediout Nights fit by the fire 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee Talet 
Of wofuli Ages, long agoe betide: 
And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their gricfe, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
For why? the fencelclTe Brands will fympathite 
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue, 
And in compaftion, weepe the fire out : 
And fome will mourne in amcs,fome coalc-black, 
For the depofing of a rightful I King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Mrtb.My Lord, the mind of Bullingbrccke is chang'd. 
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Torl^e. Then, as I i the Duke, great ^Butlingbroo^e, 
Mounted vpon a hoc and fierie Steed, 
Which hit afpiring Rider feem'd to know, 
With flow, but ftatcly pace, kept on hit courfe: 
While all tongues cride, Cod faue thee Bullingbrookf. 
You would haue thought the very windowes fpake, 
So many greedy lookei of yong and old, 
Through Cafements darted their defiring cyet 
Vpon hit vifage : and that all the wallet, 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
lefu preferue thee, welcom Bullingbroolte. 
Whil'ft he, from one fide to the. other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower then hit proud Steeds necke, 
Befpake them thus : 1 thanke you Countrimen : 
Anil thut dill doing, thut he part along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 

1 .' f As in a Theater, the eyet of men 
After a well grae'd Ac! or leauet the Stage, 
Are idlcly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking hit prattle to be tedious : 
Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard : no man cride, God faue him » 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him hit welcome home, 
But duft wat throwne vpon his Sacred head, 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he ftiooke off, 
Hit face ftill combating with tearet and fmilea 
(The badges of hit greefe and patience) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe)fteel*d 
The hearts of men, they mull perforce haue melted, 
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pittied him. 
But heauen hath a hand in thefe euents, 
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To 'Butltngbroc^e, are we fworne Subirdh now, 
Whofe State, and Honor, I for aye allow. 

Enter .Aumerle. 

Dut. Hcere comes my fonne Aiemerlt. 

Tor. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loft, for being Richards Friend. 
And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for hit truth, 
And Ufting fealtie to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violeti now, 
That ftrcw the greene lap of the new-come Spring i 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God k no wet, I had at licfe be none, at one. 

JV^.WclI, beare you well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What newet from Oxford? Hold thofc luftj tt Triumphs? 

Aum. Fur ought 1 know my Lord, they do. 

Tor^e. You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not, I purpofe fo. 

TV. What Scale it that that hangs without thy bofom? 
Yea, look'ft thou pale ? Let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. My Lord, "tit nothing. 

Tor{e. No matter then who feet it, 
I will be fatisficd, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do bcfccch your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of fmall confequence, 
Which for fome rcafons I wouH not haue feene. 

Torfy. Which for fome reafont fir, I meane to fee: 
1 fcare, I fcare. 

Dut. What Ihould you fcare? 
*Tit nothing but fome bonJ, that he it enter'd into 
For gay apparrell,agiinft the Triumph. 

Torlte. Bound to himfclfe? What doth he with a Bond 
That he it bound to? Wife.thou art a foole. 



Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 

Tor. I will be fatisfied:let me fee it I fay. Snatcbei it 
Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine, Traitor.Slaue. 

Dut. What't the matter, my Lord ? 

Torke. Hoa, who's within there ? Saddle my horfe. 
Heauen for hit mercy : what treachery it heere ? 

Dut. Why, what it't my Lord? 

Tor{e. Giue me my boots, I fay : Saddle my horfe j 
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the Villaine. 

Dut. What it the matter? 

Torltt. Peace foolifh Woman. • 

Dut. I will not peace. What it the matter Sonne? 

Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muft anfwer. 

Dut. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant vith Boott. 

Tor. Bring me my Boott, I will vnto the King. 

Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, y art amaz'J, 
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight. 

Tor. Giue me my Boots, I fay. 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpaffe of thine owne? 
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ? 
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mothers name? 
It he not like thee? Is he not thine owne? 

Tcr. Thou fond mad woman : 
Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy? 
A dozen of them heere haue tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably fet downe their handt 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He flull be none : 
Wee'l keepe him heere: then what It that to htm? 

Tor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 

Dut. Hadft thou groan'd for him u I haue done, 
Thou wouldcft be more pittifull : 
But now I know thy mindc ; thou do'ft fufpcQ 
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed, 
j And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne: 

Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that tnlnde : 
I He it at like thee, as a man may bee, 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
. And yet I loue him. 

)■.••.<■ Make way, vnruly Womin. Exit 

Dut. After Aumerle. Mount thee vpon hit horfe, 
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King, 
, And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 
He not be long behind : though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride at faft at Yorke: 
And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 
Till Bulltngbrookf haue pardon'd thee:Away be gone. Exit 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter Bullingbrnle, Per demand other Lordi. 
Bui. Can no man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
Tit full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laft. 
If any plague hang ouer vt, 'tit he, 
I would to heauen(my Lordt)hc might be found: 
Enquire at London, 'mongft the Tauernes there : 

For 
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For there ('they fay) he dayly doth frequent, 
With vnreftrained luofe Companions, 
Euen fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and bcate our patTe ngers, 
Which he, yong wanton, and effeminate Boy 
Takes on the point of Honor, to fupport 
So diflblute a crew. 

Ptr. My Lord, fome two dayes fine* I faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphcs held at Oxford. 

Bui. And what faid the Gallant? 

Ptr. His anfwer was: he would vnto the Stewcs, 
And from the common'ft creature plucke a Gloue 
And weire it as a fauour, and with that 
He would vnhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 

Bui. As diffolute as defp'rate, yet through both, 
I fee fome fparkes of better hope : which elder daye* 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere? 
Bnltr Aumtrle. 

Aum. Where is the King ; 

'Bui. What meanrs our Cofin, that hee flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? 

Aum. Cod faue your Grace. I do befeech your Maicfty 
To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bid. Withdraw your felues,and leaue vs here alone : 
What is the matter with our Cofin now? 

Aum. For euer may my knees grow to the earth, 
My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnleffe a Pardon, ere 1 rife,or fpcake. 

'But. Intended, or committed was this fault? 
If on the firft, how hcynous ere it bee, 
To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue, that I may turne the key, 
That no man enter, till my tale me done. 

'Bui Haue thy defire. Ytrlfe within. 

Ysr. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
Thou haft a Traitor in thy pre fence there. 

Bui. Villaine, lie make thee fafe. 

Aum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe 
to feare. 

y\rh. Open the doorc, fecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall 1 for loue fpcake treafon to thy face? 
Open the doore, or 1 will breakc it open. 

Enter rsrfy. 

««/.What if the matter(Vnkle)fpeak,recouer breath, 
Tell vs how neere is danger, 
That we may arme vs to encounter it. 

Ycr. Perufe this writing hcere,and thou (halt know 
The reafon that my hade forbids me (how. 

Aum. Remember as thou read'ft, thy promife paft : 
I do repent me, reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

TV. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 
I tore it from the Traitors bofome, King. 
Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence ; 
Forget to pitty him, leaft thy piety proue 
A Serpent, that will fting thee to the heart. 

'But. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold Confpiracie, 
O loyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
Thou ftteere, immaculate, and filuer fountaine, 
From whence this ftreame, through muddy paffages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himfelfe. 
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad, 
And thy abundant goodnefle Hull excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digrefling fonne. 

Tor\e. So fliall my Vertue be his Vices bawd, 
And he /hall Ipend mine Honour, with his Shame; 
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As thriftlelTe Sonnes, their fcraping Fathers Gold. 
Mine honor liues, when his dishonor dies, 
Or my fham'd lire, in his dishonor lies : 
Thou kill'ft me in his life, giuing him breath, 
The Traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Dutcbtjfe within, 

*Dut. What hoa(my Liege)fbr heauens lake let me in. 
Bui. What fhrill-voic'd Suppliant, makes this eager cry? 

Dut. A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) 'tis I. 
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that neuer begg'd before. 

'But. Our Scene is atter'd from a ferious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger,and the King. 
My dangerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 
I know fhe's come, to pray for your foule fin. 

Torlft. If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray, 
More finnes for this forgiueneffe, profper may. 
This fefter'd ioynt cut off, the reft rcfts found, 
This let alone, will all the reft confound. 

Enter Dutche/Ji. 

Dut. O King, bcleeuc not this hard-hearted man, 
Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Tor. Thou franticke woman, what doft y make here, 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare ? 

'Dut. Sweet Yorkc be patient, hcare me gentle Liege. 

'Bui. Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech. 
For euer will I kneele vpon my knees, 
And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 
Till thou giue ioy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreiTing Boy. 

Aum. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee. 

Ytrbf. Againft them both, my true ioynts bended be. 

Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: bis prayres are in ieft : 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 
He prayes but faintly, and would be denide, 
We pray with heart, and foule, and all befide : 
His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know, 
Our knees (hall kneele, till to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocrifie, 
Ours of true xeale, and deepe intcgritie : 
Our prayers do out-pray his, then let them haue 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to haue. 

Bui. Good Aunt ftand vp. 

Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand vp. 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp. 
And if I were thy Nude, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpcach. 
I neuer long'd to heare a word till now : 
Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 
The wdrd is fhort : but not fo fhort as fweet, 
No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fl> meet. 

Ter^t. Speake it in French(King)fay ParJcn'iu mtj. 

Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That let's the word it felfe, againft the word. 
Speake Pardon,as 'tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 
Thine eye begins to fpcake, fct thy tongue there, 
Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 
That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pcarce, 
Pitty may mouc thee, Pardon to rehearse. 

Bui. Good Aunt, ftand vp. 

Dut. I do not fue to ftand, 
Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand. 

Bui. 
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Bui. I pardon him,. is heauen (hall pardon 

Dut. O happy vantage of* a kneeling knee : 
Yet am I (icke for feare:Speake it againe, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 

'Bui. I pardon him with all my hart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

'Bui. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that contorted crew, 
Deftrudtion ftraight (hall dogge them at the heeles: 
Good Vncklc hclpc to order fcuerall powres 
To Oxford, or where ere theft Traitor* are : 
They (hall not Hue within this world I fwcare, 
But I will hauc them, if I once know where. 
Vnckle farewell, and Colin adieu: 
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 

D«r. Come my old fon.I pray heauen make thee new. 

ExtUKt. 

Enter Exton and Struanti. 
Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hce 
fpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare : 
Was it not fo? 

Str. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex. Haue I no Friend?(quoth he:) he fpake it twice, 
And vrg'd it twice together, did he not? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me, 
As who (hould fay, I would thou wer't the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart, 
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let's goe } 
I am the Kings Friend, and wilt rid his Foe. Exit. 



Scana Quarta. 



Enter Richard. 
Rich. I haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where 1 Hue, vnto the World : 
And for becaufe the world is populous, 
And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe, 
I cannot do it : yet He hammer't out. 
My Braine, He proue the Female to my Soule, 
My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of Ail! breeding Thoughts; 
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better fort, 
As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt 
With fcruplcs, and do fet the Faith it felfe 
Againft the Faith :as thus: Come litteonet:& then 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 
To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders; how thefe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a pafTage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon wallest 
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfclue*, 
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, 
Nor (hall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fhame 
That many haue, and others muft lit there ; 
And in this Thought, they finde a kind of eafe, 



Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Prifon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 
Then Treafon makes me with my felfe a Beggar, 
And fo I am. Then crushing penurie, 
Perfwades me, I was better when a King : 
Then am I king'd againe: and by and by, 
Thinke that I am vn-king'd by Hu/lingbroekf, 
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing fhall be pleas'd.till he be eas'd 
With being nothing. Muficke do I heare? 
Ha, ha'keepe time: How fowre fweet Muficke U, 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept? 
So is it in the Muficke of mens liues J 
And heere haue I the daintinefTe of eare, 
To heare time broke in a diforder'd firing : 
But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time watte me : 
For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke ; 
My Thoughts, arc minutes; and with Sighes they iatre, 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Watch, 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, 
Is pointing (till, in cleanfing them from teares. 
Now fir, the found that tels what hourc it is, 
Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart. 
Which is the bell : fo Sighes, ind Teares,and Grones, 
Shew Minutes,Houres,and Times : but my Time 
Runs poafting on, in 'Bullingbrteket proud ioy, 
While I (land footing heere, his iacke o'th'Clocke. 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 
For though it hauc holpc madmen to their wits, 
In me it fecmes, it will make wife-men mad : 
Yet blefTing on his heart that giues it me ; 
For 'tis a figne of lone, and loue to Richard, 
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Enter Grxme. 
Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 
Rich. Thankes Noble Pccre, 
The cheapeft of vt, is ten groates too deere. 
What art thou 'And how com'ft thou hither? 
Where no man cuer comes, but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ? 

Greo. I was a poore Croome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer't King:who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimcs Royall) matters face. 
O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld 
In London Arrets, that Coronation day, 
When 'Bullinrbrcclp rode on Roane Barbary, 
That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 
That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary?Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Gree. So proudly,as if he had difdain'd the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that 'Bullingbrtefy was on his backc; 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble?Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe ? 
ForgiuenefTe horfe : Why do 1 raile on thee, 
Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
Was t borne to beare? I was not made a horfe, 

And 
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And yet I beare a burthen like an Arte, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyrd by iauncing Bu!Hngbrooi\e. 
Enter Keeper with a Dijb. 

Kerf. Fellow, glue place, heere is no longer ftay. 

*Ricb. If thou louc me, 'til time thou wer*t away. 

Grvo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart flull 
fay. Exit. 

Kttf>. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall too? 

Rich. Taftc of it firft, at thou wer't wont to doo. 

Keep. My Lord I dare not : Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from th'King,command« the contrary. 

Rich. The diuell take Hturie of Lancafter,and thee j 
Patience is (tale, and I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

Enter Exton and Struantt. 

Ri. HownowNvhat m canes Death in this rude aflalt? 
Villainc, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrument, 
Go thou and fill another roome in hell. 

Exten Jtri^et kirn dtmne. 
That hand mail burne in neucr-quenching fire, 
That {taggers thus my pcrfon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, ftain'd the Kings own land. 
Mount, mount my foule, thy feate is vp on high, 
Whil'ft my grofle flefli finkes downward.hecre to dye. 

Exton. As full of Valor, as of Royall blood, 
Both haue I fpilt: Oh would the deed were good. 
For now the diuell, that told me 1 did well, 
Sayes, that this deeJe is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the liuing King He beare, 
Take hence the reft, and giue them buriall heere. Exit. 


The manner of their taking may appears 
At large difcourfed in this paper heere. 

But.Vfe thank thee gentle Percy for thy paincs, 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines. 
Enter Fins- waters. 

Fit*. My Lord, I haue from Oxford fent to London, 
The heads of Brtccat, and Sir Bennet Seel*, 
Two of the dangerous contorted Traitors, 
That fought at Oxford, thy dire ouerthrow. 

Bui. Thy paines Fst*x**trrt fliall not be forgot, 
Right Noble is thy merit, well 1 wot. 

Enter Percy and Car Pile. 

Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With clog of Confcicnce, and Ibwre Melancholly, 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue : 
But heere is Cartile, liuing to abide 
Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride. 

Bui. Qarlile, this is your doome : 
Choofe out fome fee ret place, fome re ue rend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life t 
So as thou liu'ft in peace, dye free from ftrife : 
For though mine enemy, thou haft euer beenc, 
High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I fecne. 
Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all brcathlcflc lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

'Bui. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

£ jr. From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed. 

Hal. They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon neede, 
Nor do I thee : though I did wifti him dead, 
I hate the Murtherer, loue him murtbercd. 
The guilt of confcicnce take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour. 
With Qaine go wander through the fhade of night, 
And neuer fhew thy head by day, nor light. 
Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe, 
That blood ftiould fprinkle me, to make me grow. 
Come mourne with me, for that I do lament, 
And put on fullen Blacke incontinent: 
He make a voyage to the Holy-land, 
To wafh this blood off from my guilty band. 
March fadly after, grace my mourning heere, 
In weeping'aftcr this vntJmely Beere. Exeun, 


Scaena Quinta. 


Fkurijh. Enter e Bullingbrool(e,T'orS)e,ststb 
other Lords & attendants. 
Bui. Kinde Vnklc Yorke.thc latcft newes we hearc, 
Is that the Rebels haue confum'd with fire 
Our Towne ofCiceter in Clouceftcrfhire, 
But whether they be tane or flainc, we heare not. 

Enter Northumberland. 
Welcome my Lord : What is the newes ? 

Nor. Firft to thy Sacred State, wifli I all happineftc : 
The next newes is, I haue to London fent 
The heads of Salsbury ,Spencer, 'Blunt , and Kent: 


FINIS. 
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Then would I haue his Harry,tnd he mines 

But let him from my thought*. What thinke you Coic 

Of this young Pircitt pride ?The Prifonere 

Which be in this aduenture hath furpria'd. 

To his owne »fe he kcepet, and fends me word 

I (hall haue none but hhrdakf Earle of Fift. 

Vtfi. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Woreefter 
Maleuolent to you in all Afpefts : 
Which makes him prune himfelfe.and bridle vp 
The creft of Youth again ft your Dignity. 

Kinr. But I ha ue fent for him to anfwer this: 
And for this caufe a-while we muft neglrO 
Our holy purpofe to lcrufalem. 
Colin, on Wcdnefday next, our Couneell we will hold 
At Windfor, and fo infbrmc the Lords : 
But come your felfe with fperd to rs againe, 
For more ■ to be laid, and to be done, 
Then out of anger can be vttered. 

mji. I will my Uege. Exanu 



Scana Secunda. 



Enttr Henry Prime* «/ Wala,Sir hbm Fa/- 
ftafft, amd Peimt*. 

Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? 

Pr'vKi, Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of olde 
Sacke, and vnbuttoning thee after Supper, and (leeping 
vpon Benches in the afternoone, that thou haft forgotten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft truly know. 
What a diuell haft thou to do with the time of the day ? 
vnleflc houies were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-boufes, and the blrfled Sunne himfelfe a faire 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata ; I fee no reafon, 
why thou fliouldeft bee fo fupcrfluous, to demaund the 
time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that 
take I'urfes, go by the Moonc and feuen Surres, and not 
by Phcrbus hee, that wand'ring Knight fo faire. And I 
prythee fweet Wagge, when thou art King, as God faue 
thy Grace, Maiefty I ftould fay, for Grace thou wilte 
haue none. 

Prim. What, none? 

Fal. No, not fo much a* will ferue to be Prologue to 
an Egge and Butter. 

Prim. Well,bow then?Come roundly, roundly.* 

Fal. Marry then, fweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call'd 
Thceues of the Dayei beautie. Let »s be Diamatt Forre- 
fters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and let men fay, we be men of good Couernment, being 
gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the 
Moone, rnder whofe countenance we fteale. 

Prim. Thou fay'ft well, and it holds well too : for the 
fortune of vs that arc the Moones men, doeth ebbe and 
flow like the Sea, beeing gouerned aa the Sea is, by the 
Moone : as for proofe. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refo- 
lutely fnatch'd on Monday night, and moft diflblutely 
fpent on Turfday Morning; got with fwearing, Lay by: 
and fpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as low an cbbe 
as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow 
as the ridge of the Gallowes. 

15' " 



Fal. Thou fay'ft true Lad : and ia not my Hofteffe of 
the Tauerne a moft fweet Wench ' 

trim. As is the hony, my old Lad of the Caftle : and is 
not a Buffe Ierltin a moft fweet robe of durance r 

Fal. How now? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities? What a plague haue I Co doe 
with a Buffc-lerkin? 

Prim. Why, what a poxe haue I to doe with my Ho- 
fteffe of the: I auerne? 

Fal. Well, thou haft call'd her to a reck'ning many a 
time and oft. 

Prim. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal. No, lie giue thee thy due,thou haft paid al there. 

Prim. Yea and elfewhere, fo farre a* my Coine would 
ftretch, and where it would not, 1 haue vs'd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and fo vs'd it, that were it heere apparant, 
that thou art Heire apparant. But I prythee fweet Wag, 
fhall there be Galluwes Handing in England when thou 
art King ?and refulution thus fbbb'd as it is, with the re- 
lit curbeofold Father Antkke the Law? Doe not thou 
when thou art a King, hang a Theefe. 

Prim. No, thou fhalt. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! He be a braoe Iudge. 
Prim. Thou iudge ft falfe already. I meane, thou fhalt 
haue the hanging of the Theeues, and fo become a rare 

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in fome fort it iompes with 
my humour, as well as wailing in the Court, I can tell 

you. 

Trim. For obtaining of fuites? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no leane Wardrobe. I am as Melancholly as a 
Cyb-Cat,or a lugg'd Beare. 

Prim. Or an old Lyon, or a Louers Lute. 

Fal. Yea,or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe. 

Prim. What fay'ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly 
of Moore-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haft the moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in- 
deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. 
But Hal,l prythee trouble me no more with vanity, 1 wold 
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good names 
were to be bought : an olde Lord of the Couneell rated 
me the other day in the ftreet about you fir ; but I mark'd 
him not, and yet hee talk'd very wifely, but 1 regarded 
him not,and yet he talkt wifely, and in the ftreet too. 

Prim. Thou didft well: for no man regard* it. 

Fal. 0,thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeede 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harme vn- 
to me Hall,GoA forgiue thee for it. Before I knew thee 
Hal, I knew nothing:and now I am(if a man fhold fpeake 
truly (little better then one of the wicked. I muft giue o- 
uer this life, and I will giue it ouer : and I do not, I am a 
Villaine. He be damn'd for neuer a Kings fonne in Cbri- 
ftendome. 

trim. Where fhall we take a purfe to morrow.Iacke? 

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, He make one : and I doe 
not.call me Villaine.and baffUe me. 

Prim. I fee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purfe -taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my Vocation Halt Tis no fin for a 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Point*. Now fhall wee know if Gads hill haue fet a 
Watch. O, if men were to be faued by merit, what bole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ?This is the moft omni- 
potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prim. Good morrow Ned, 

Ptimtu, 
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and go not, 



Points. Good morrow fweet Hal. What laics Mon- 
fieur Remorfe ? What fa ye* Sir Iohn Sacke and Sugar : 
Iacke How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou folded him on Good-Friday lift, for a Cup of 
Madera, and a cold Capons legge? 

Prin. Sir Iohn Hands to his word, the diuel wall haue 
hi* bargaine,for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs : 
Ht xf'ill giut the diutll hi dot. 

Poim. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the diuell. 

Prin. Elfe he had damn'd for cozening the diuell. 

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you 
all 5 you haue horfes for your felues : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rocheftcr, I haue befpokc Supper to morrow in 
Eaftcheape ; we may doe it as lecure as fleepe: if you will 
go, I will ftuffe your Purfes full of 
not, tarry at home and be hang'd. 

Fat. Hcare ye Yedward.if I tarry at 
lie hang you for going. 

Poy. You will chops. 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prim. Who, I rob? I a Thcefe? Not I. 

Fal. There's neither honefty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowihip in thee, nor thou cam'ft not of the blood -royal I, 
if thou dar'ft not ftand for ten Ihillings. 

Trim. Well then, once in my dayes He be a mad-cap. 

Fal. Why, that's well fald. 

Prim. Well, come what will, He tarry at home. 

Fal. He be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Prim. I care not. 

Poym. Sir Iebm,l prythee leaue the Prince Sc me alone, 
I will lay him downe fuch reafons for this aduenture,that 
he mall go. 

Fal. Well, mailt thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion ; 
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft , 
may mouc ; and what he heares may be beleeued,that the 
true Prince, may (for recrearion fake) proue a falfe theefe ; 
for the poore abufes of the time, want countenance. Far- 
well, you (hall finde me in Eaftcheape. 
^ Prim. Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 

Poy. Now, my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
to morrow. I haue a ieft to eiccute, that I cannot man- 
nage alone. Falftafft, Haruey, RoJJill, and Qadi-bill, lhall 
robbe thofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your 
felfc and I, wil not be thcreund when they haue the boo- 
ty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my 
moulders. 

Prim. But how thai we part with them in letting forth? 

Poym. Why, we wil let forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plca- 
fure to faile ; and then will they aduenture vppon the ex- 
ploit rhemfelucs, which they wall haue no fooner atchic- 
ued, but wee'l fet vpon them. 

Prim. I, but tis like that they will know vs by our 
horfes, by our habits, and by cucry other appointment to 
be our felues. 

Toy. Tut our horfes they wall not fee, He tye them in 
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them : and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaske our noted outward garments. 

Prim. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs. 

Poim. Well, for two of them, I know them to bee as 



true bred Cowards as euer turn'd backe;and for the third 

if he fight longer then he fees reafon,lle forfwear Armes. 

The vertue of this left will be, the incomprehensible lyes 

that this fat Rogue will tell vs, when we meete at Supper: 

how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Wardes, what 

blowes, what extremities he endurcdjand in the reproofe 

of this, lyes the ieft. 

Trim. Well, He goe with thee, prouide n all things 

neceflary, and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheape, 

there He fup. Farewell. 

Pcyn. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Point% 

Prim. I know you all, and will a-while vphold 

The vnyoak'd humor of your idleneffc : 

Yet heerein will 1 imitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafc contagious cloudes 

To Another vp his Beauty from the world, 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfclfe, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 

By breaking through the foulc and vgly mifts 

Of vapours, that did leeme to ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holidaics, 

To fport, would be as tedious as to worke ; 

But when they feldomc come, they wiiht- ' 

And nothing plcafcth but rare accidents. 

So when this loofe behauiour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I neuer promifed ; 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much mall I falfifie mens hopes, 

And like bright Mettall on a fullen ground : 

My reformation glittering o're my fault, 

Shall (hew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 

Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinkc leaft I will. 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enttr the King,Northiimhtrlamd,VorciJier,Htt_g>urre, 
Sr »'alter 'Blumt, amd otbtrt. 

King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities, 
And you haue found me ; for accordingly, 
You tread vpon my patience : But be fure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition 
Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yong Downe, 
And therefore loft that Title of refpeft, 
Which the proud foule ne're paves, but to the proud. 

IVor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege) little 
The fcourgc of greatnefle to be vfed on it, 
And that fame greatneffe too, which our owne 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcefter get thee gone : for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Maiertie might neuer yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a feroant brow, 
You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When we need 
Your vie and counfcll.we mail fend for you. . 
You were about to fpeake. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 

Thofe 

—— 
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Thofe Prifoncrj in your Highncffe demanded, 
Which Harry Ptrcy hccre at Ih/meJen tooke, 
Were (as he fayes) not with fuch ftrength denied 
As was deliuered to your Maiefty : 
Who either through cnuy.or mifprifion, 
Was guilty of this fault ; and not my f 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoi 
But, I remember when the fight was 1 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathlcffe.and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword, 
Came there a ccrtaine Lord, neat and trimly dreftj 
Frefh a* a Bride-groome, and his Chin new rcapt, 
Shcw'd like a ftubble Land at Harueft-home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And 'twixt his Finger and his T hum he, he held 
A Pouncet-box : which euer and anon 
He gauc his No(c, and took't away againe : 
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Tooke it in Snuffe : And (till he fmil'd and Ulk'd : 
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He call'd them vntaught Knaues, Vnmannerly, 
To bring a floucnly vnhandfomc Coatfc 
Betwixt the Windc.and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Lady tcarme 
He queftion'd me : Among the reft, demanded 
My Prifoncrs, in your Maicfties behalfe. 
1 then, all-fmarting, with my wounds being cold, 
(To be fo peftered with a Popingay) 
Out of my Grecfc, and my Impatience, 
Anfwer'd (neglec"ringly) I know not what, 
He mould, or ihould not : For he made mc mad, 
To fee him mine fo briske, and l'mell lb fweet, 
And talke fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Of Guns,& Drums,and Wounds: God faue the marke; 
And telling mc, the Soueraign'ft thing on earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruile: 
And that it was great pitty, fo it was, 
That villanous Salt-peter fliould be digg'd 
Out of the Bowels of the harmlcffe Earth, 
Which many a good Tall Fellow had deftroy'd 
So Cowardly. And but for thefe vile Cunnes, 
He would himfelfe haue bcenc a Souldier. 
This bald, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anfwer indircclly (as I faid.) 
And I befcech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an Accufation, 
Betwixt my Loue,and your high Maiefty. 

Blunt. The circumftance confidered,good my Lord, 
What euer Harry Ptrcit then had faid, 
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, 
At fuch a time, with all the reft retold, 
May reafonably dye, and neuer rife 
To do him wrong,or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet doth deny his Prifoncrs, 
But with Prouifo and Exception, 
That we at our owne charge, (hall ranfome ftraight 
His Brother-in-Law, the foolifh Mortimer, 
Who (in my foulc)hath wilfully betraid 
The liues of thofe, that he did leade to Tight, 
Againft the great Magitian, damn'd Gltndovtr : 
Whofe daughter (as we heare)the Earle of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then, 
Be emptied, to redeemc a Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treafon ?and indent with Feare*, 
When they haue loft and forfcyted 1 ' 



No : on the barren Mountaine let him ftcrue * 
For 1 ill .ill neuer hold that man my Friend, 
Whofe tongue (hall aske mc for one peny coft 
To ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hat. Reuolted eHfortimer* 
He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 
But by the chance of Warre : to proue that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue. For all thofe Wounds, 
Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he tooke, 
When on the gentle Scuernes fiedgie banke, 
In ftnglc Oppolition hand to hand, 
He did confound the beft part of an houre 
In changing hardiment with great Gitndowtr : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink 
Vpon agreement, of fwift Seuernes flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
Ran (carefully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 
Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant f 
Neuer did ba(e and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with fuch deadly ' 
Nor neuer could the Noble eMortimtr 
Receiue fo many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be (land 'red with Reuolt. 

King. Thou do'ft bely him Ptrcy, thou doft bely him; 
He neuer did encounter with Glendorrer: 
I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diuell alone, 
As Oven Glendover for an enemy. 
Art thou not afham'd* But Sirrah, henceforth 
Let mc not heare you fpeake of Mortimtr. 
Send me your Prilbners with the fpeedieft mcanes, 
Or you (hill heare in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland, 
We Licenlc your departure with your fonne, 
Send vs your Prifoncrs, or you'l heare of it. £ar;r King. 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them 
I will not fend them. I will after ftraight 
And tell him fo : for I will eafe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

Aiw.What? drunke with choller/ftay It paufe awhile, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. Enter VCtreefter. 

Hot. Speake of Mortimer ? 
Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Want mercy, if I do not ioync with him. 
In his behalfe, lie empty all thefe Veines, 
And (hed my deere blood drop by drop i'th duft, 
But I will lift the downfall cXfortimer 
As high i'th Ayrc,as this Vnthankfull King, 
As this Ingrate and Cankred 'Sul/inrl/roo^e. 

Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad 

Wor. Who ftrooke this heate vp after I was gone? 
Hot. He will (forfooth)haue all my Prifoners : 
And when I vrg'd the ranfom once againe 
Of my Wiucs Brothcr,then his cheeke look'd pale, 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer. 

War. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood t 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the vnhappy King 
(Whofe wronp in vs God pardon) did let forth 
Vpon his Irifh Expedition : 
From whence he intercepted, did rcturne 
To be depos'd, and (hortly murthered. 
tfor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liue fcandalix'd.and fouly fpoken of. 

e Hot. 

— 
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Hot. But (oh I pray you ; did King Richard then 
Procl-iime my brother Mortimer, 
Hcyrc to the Crowne ? 

Nor. He did, my felfe did hcarc it. 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame hii Coufin King, 
That wiftj'd him on the barren Mountainei ftaru'd. 
But ftull it be, that you that fet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 
And for hit fake, wore the detefted blot 
Of murtherous fubornation? Shall it be, 
That you a world of curfet vndergoe, 
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond meanes, 
The Cords the Ladder, or the Hangman rather r 
O pardon, if that I defcend fo low, 
To mew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range vnder this fubtill King. 
Shall it for flume, be fpoken in tliefe dayes, 
Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfo 
(As Both of you, God pardon it, haue done) 
To put downe Richard, that fweet loucly Role, 
And plant this Thome, this Canker 'Bullingbrto^t} 
And (hall it in more mime be further fpoken, 
That you arc fool'd, difcarded, and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe mimes ye vnderwent ? 
No : yet time ferue*, wherein you may redecme 
Your banilh'd Honors, and reftore your felues 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Reuenge the geering and difdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwer all the Debt he owes vnto you, 
Eucn with the bloody Payment of your deaths : 
Therefore I fay 

li'or. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 
And now I will vnclaspe a Secret booke, 
And to your quicke conceyuing Difcon tents, 
He rcadc you Matter, deepe and dangerous, 
As full of perill and aduenturous Spirit, 
As to o're-walke a Current, roaring loud 
On the vnftedtaft footing of a Speare. 

Hct. If he fall in, good night, or ftnke or fwimme : 
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 
So Honor croffc it from the North to South, 
And let them grapple : The blood more ftirre* 
To rowze a Lyon, then to ftart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit, 
Driuet him beyond the bounds of Patience. 

Htt. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap, 
To plucke bright Honor from the pale-rac'd Moone, 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 
Where Farfome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Locket: 
So he that doth rcdeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities: 
But out vpon this halfe fre'd Fellowlhip. 

BV. He apprehends a World of Figures here, 
Bnt not the forme of what he mould attend ! 
Good Coufin giue me audience for a-while, 
And lift to me. 

Hct. I cry you mercy. 

Wer. Thofe fame Noble Scottes 
That are your Prifuners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 
By heauen, he lhall not haue a Scot of them t 
No, if a Scot would faue his Soule.he ftull not. 



He keepe them, by tins Hand. 

ffor. You ftart away, 
And lend no eare vnto my purpofn. 
Thole Prilbners you ftull keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will j that's Aat : 
He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer : 
Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer, 
But I will finde him when he lyes atleepe, 
And in his eare, lie holla Mortimer. 
Nay, He haue a Starling Ihill be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and giue it him, 
To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

War. Heare you Coufin : a word. 

Hot. All ftudiet lucre I folemnly defie, 
Saue how to gall and pinch this Bultingbrool^e, 
And that lame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
But that I thinke his Father loucs him not, 
And would be glad he met with fome mifchance, 
I would haue poylbn'd him with a pot of Ale. 

/Per. Farewell Kin/man : He talke to you 
When you are better tcmper'd to attend. 

Nor. Why what a Wafpe-tongu'd St impatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this Woman* mood, 
Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot. Why look you, I am whipt & fcourg'd with rods, 
Netled.and ftung with Pifmires,when I heare 
Of this vile Politician ( BuJimgtroe{e. 
In Rjcbardt time : What de'ye call the place? 
A plague vpon't, it is in Glouftcrfhire : 
Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept, 
His Vncle Yorke, where I firft bow'd my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this Bulltnrhrooke : 
When you and he came backe from Rauenfpurgh. 

Nor. At Barkley Caftle. 

Hot . You fay true : 
Why wh at a caudie deale of curtcfie, 
This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 
Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 
And gentle Harry Ttrcy, and kinde Coufin : 
O, the Diuell take fuch Couzeners, God 
Good Vncle tell your tale, for I haue done. 

ffor. Nay, if you haue not, too t againe, 
Wce'l ftay your leyfure. 

Hot. I haue done infooth. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prilbner*. 
Deliuer them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 
And make the Dowglat fonne your oncly meane 
For powrcs in Scotland : which for diuert reafons 
Which I ftull fend you written, be affur'd 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y'd, 
Shall fecretly into the bofome crecpe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well beJou'd, 
The Archbifhop. 

Hot. Of Yorke, is't not ? 

hVor. True, who bearcs hard 
His Brothers death at Brifitxr, the Lord Stroofe. 
I fpeake not this in eftimation, 
As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe, 
And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that lhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it : 
Vpon my life, it will do wond'rous well. 

Nor. Before the game's a-foot, thou ftill let'ft flip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a Noble plot, 

And 
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And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke 
To ioync with Mortimer, Ha. 
Wor. And fo they (hall. 
Hot. Infaith it it exceedingly well aym'd. 

" I no little rcjfon bids vs fpo 



Ver. And 'til I 
To fauc our heads, by raifing of a Head : 
For, bcirc our felue* ai euen as we can, 
The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 
And thinke, wc thinke our fclues vnfat sficd, 
Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 
And fee already, how he doth beginne 
To make vs drcngcrs to his lookes of loue. 

Hot. He docs, he does; wee'l be reueng'd on him. 
Wor, Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Then I by Letters mail direct your courle 
When time is ripe, which will be fodainly: 
He fteale to GJendowtr, and loc, Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowg/ao,md our powres at i 
As I will fafhion it, mall happily i 
To beare our fortunes in i 



Which now we hold at much vnccrtainty. 

Nor. Farewell good Brother, we mail thriue, I trull. 



Het. Vncle,adieu : O let the houres be (hort, 
Till fields,and blowes,and grones, applaud our fport./xir 



AttusSecundus. ScenaTrima. 



Enter a Carrier with a Lanttrne in hi hand. 

i.Car. Heigh-ho, an't be not foure by the day, He be 
hang'd. Charlet maim is ouer the new Chimney, and yet 
our horfe not packt. WhatOftlcr? 

OJi. Anon,anon. 

i. Car. I prcthee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flockes in the point : the poore lade is wrung in the wi- 
thertjout of all cefle. 

Enttr another Carrier. 

i.Car. Peafe and Beanes are aa danke here as a Dog, 
and this is the next way to giue poore lades the Bottes : 
This houfe is turned vpfide downe fince Hgbin the Oilier 
dyed. 

i.Car. Poore fellow ncuer ioy'd lincc the price of oats 
rote, it was the death of him. 

a. Car. I thinke this is the moil villanoua houfe in a! 
London rode for Fleas: 1 am (lung like a Tench. 

I .Qar. Like a Tench t There is ne're a King in Chri- 
frendome.could be better bit, then I haue beene fince the 
firft Cocke. 

i.Car. Why, you will allow vs ne're a Iourden, and 
then we leake in your Chimney: and your Chamber-lye 
breeds Fleas like a Loach. 

i.Car. What Oftler, come away.and be hangd; come 



x.Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two raies of 
Ginger, to be deliuered as farre as Charing-crofTe. 

I .Car. The Turkles in my Pannier are quite darned. 
What Oilier? A plague on thee, hail thou ncuer an eye in 
thy head ? Can'il not hearc ? And t' were not as good a 
deed as drinke, to break the pate of thee,I am a very Vil- 
"^me and be hang*d,haft no faith in thee t 
Eater Gadt-bi/f. 
Gad. Good-morrow Carriers. What's a clocked 
Car. I thinke it be two a clocke. 
Gad. I prethee lend me thy Lanthorne to fee my Gel- 



ding in the fb He. 

i.Grr. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 
of that. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine, 

a.G*r. I, when, canfl tell t Lend mee thy Lanthorne 
(quoth a) marry He fee thee hang'd firfl. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier : What time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

i.Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come neighbour tMuggei, wee '11 call vp 
the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
haue great charge. Extant 

Enter Cbamberlaine. 

Gad. What ho, Cbamberlaine > 

Cham, At hand quoth Pick-purfe. 

Gad. That's euen as fairc,as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varied no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, then giuing direction, doth from labouring . Thou 
lay'd the plot, how. 

Qbam. Good morrow Mader Gadt-inii, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yedcrnight. There's a Franklin in the 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold: I heard him tell it to one of his company lad 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are vp al- 
ready, and call for Egges and Butter. They will away 
prefcntly. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
He g'nie thee this necke. 

Qham. No, He none of it I I prythee keep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worihipd S. Nicholas as tru- 
ly as a man of falfliood may. 

Gad. What talked thou to me of the Hangman ? If I 
hang, He make a fat pay re of Gallowes. For, if I hang, 
old Sir Ichn hangs with mee, and thou know'd hce's no 
Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians that y dream'd 
not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to doe the 
Profeflion fome grace ; that would (if matters Ihould bee 
look'd into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole. 
I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakcrs, no Long-daffe 
fix-penny flrikers, none of thefe mad Mudachio- purple- 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitic ; 
Bourgotnadcrs, and great Oneyers, fuch as can holde in, 
fuch as will drike fboner then fpeake ; and fpeake fooner 
then drinke, and drinke fboner then pray : and yet I lye, 
for they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common- 
wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on heritor 
they ride vp it downe on her, and make hir their Boots. 

Cham. What, the Commonwealth their Bootes i Will 
the hold out water in foule way f 

Gad. She will,ihe will; Iuilice hath liquor'd her. We 
fleale as in a Cadle,cockfure : we haue the receit of Fern- 
feede,we walke inuifible. 

Qham. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, then to the Fernfeed, for your walking in- 
uifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand. 
Thou (halt haue a dure in our purpoie, 
As I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let mee haue it, as you are a falfe 
Theefe. 

Gad. Goe too : Homo is a common name to all men. 
Bid the Odler bring the Gelding out of the dable. Fare- 
well, ye muddy Knauc. Exetrnt. 

e l Scena 
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Sctena Secunda. 



Falfiajs 



Enter Trince, Paynes, and Ptte. 
Points. Come (better, flicker, I haue 
Horfe, and he fret* like a gum'd Veluet. 
Pritt. Stand dofe. 

Eattr Falfiaffe. 
Fal. Paints, Poir.es, and be hang'd Peina. 
Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Rafcall, what a brawling 
doft thou kecpe. 

Fa/. What Peinet. Hal? 

Prin. He it walk'd vp to the top of the hill, He go feek 
him. 

Fa/. I am accurit to rob in that Thecfe company: that 
Rafcall hath remoucd my Horfe, and tied him 1 know not 
where. If I trauell but foure foot by the fquire further a 
footc, I Avail breakc my windc. Well, I doubt not but 
to dye a faire death for all this, if 1 fcape hanging for kil- 
ling that Rogue, I haue forfworne his company hourely 
any time this two and twenty yeare, it yet 1 am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. If the Rafcall haue not giuen 
me medicines to make me louc him, lie bchang'd;it could 
not be elfe ! 1 haue drunke Medicines. Paines, Hal, a 
Plague Tpon you both. 'Bardalpb, Pete : He ftarue ete I 
rob a footc further. And 'twere not as good a dcede as to 
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leaue thefc Rogues, I 
am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of vncucn ground, is threefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me : and the ftony-hearted Villaines knowc it 
well enough. A plague vpon't, when Theeues cannot be 
true one to another. Tbey V'biflle. 

Whew : a plague light vpon you all. Giue my Horfe you 
Rogues : giue me my Horfe.and be hang'd. 

Prin. Peace ye fat gurtes, lye downc, lay thine care 
dofe to the ground, and lift if thou can he ire the tread of 
Traucllers. 

Fa/. Haue you any Leauers to lift me vp again being 
downe ? lie not beare mine owne fle/h fo far afoot again, 
for all the coinc in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meane ye to colt me thus ? 

Prin. Thou ly'ft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted. 

Fat. I prethee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfe, 
good Kings fonne. 

Trim. Out you Rogue, fliall I be your Oftler? 

Fal. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne heire-apparant- 
Garters : If 1 be tane, He peach for this : and I haue not 
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
Sacke be my poyfon : when a ieft is fo forward, k a foote 
too, I hate it. 



^ aE ' fttt^f tX d i L it i * 

Gad. Stand. 

Fal. So I do againft my will. 

Pain. O 'tis our Setter, I know his voyce : 
Barddje, what newes? 

'Bar. Cafe ye,cafe ye ; on with your Vitards, there's 
mony of the Kings comming downe the hill, 'tis 
to the Kings Exchequer. 

Fal. You lie you roguc.'tis going to the Kings Taucm. 

Gad. There's enough to make vs all. 

Fal. To he hang'd. 



Prin. You foure fliall front them in the narrow Lane : 
Ned and I, will walke lower ; if they fcape from your en- 
countcr,then they light on vs. 

Tete. But how many be of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Will they not rob vs? 

Prin. What,a Coward Sir Iebn Paunch » 

Fal. Indeed I am not labn cf Gaunt your Grandfather; 
but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Wec'l leaue that to the proofe. 

Peiu. Sirra lacke, thy horfe ftands behinde the hedg, 
when thon nccd'ft him, there thou (halt finde him. Fare- 
well, and ftand fall. 

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him.if 1 mould be hang'd. 

Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes } 

Pain, Heeie hard by : Stand dofe. 

Fat. Now my Mailers, happy man be his dole, fay I : 
euery man to his bufinefTe. 

Enter Trauellert. 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy mall leade our Horfes 
downe the hill : Wce'l walke a-foot a while, and cafe our 
Leggcs. 

Tbeeutt. Stay. 

Tra. lefu blcfle vs. 

Fat. Strike: down with them, cut the villains throats; 
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, they hate vs 
youth ; downe with thern,flcccc them. 

Tra. O, we are vndone,both we and ours for euer. 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knau«,are you vndone ? No 
ye Fat ChufTes, I would your ftore were hcerc. On Ba- 
cons.on, what ye knaues ? Yong men mud liue, you are 
Grand Iurers,are ye *. Wce'l iure ye ifiith. 

Heete tbty reb tbem^and binde tbem. Enter tbe 
Prinee and Paints. 

Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-men : Now 
could thou and I rob the Theeues,and go mcrily to Lon- 
don, it would be argument for a Weeke, Laughter for a 
Moneth, and a good ieft for euer. 

Paynes. Stand clofe, I hearc them comming. 

Enter Tbeeues againt. 

Fal. Come my Mailers, let vs fliare,and then to horlle 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not two ar- 
raid Cowards, there's no equity ftirring. There's no moe 
valour in that Poynes.than in a wilde Duckc. 

Prin. Your money. 

Pern. Villaine*. 
iAs tbej are Jbaring,tbe Prince and Poynes Jet vf>on tbem. 

Tbej all run may , leauing tbe batty Mind tbem. 

Prinee. Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horfe : 
The Theeues are fcattred.and poflcft with fear fo ftrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other : ejeh takes his fel- 
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Faljlaffe Iweates to 
death, and Lards the leane earth as he walkes along :wcr't 
not for laughing, I fliould pitty him. 

Pain. How the Rogue roar'd. Exeunt. 



Sc£ena Tertia. 



Enter Hatf}>urTt Jim, reading a Letter, 
'But far mine errne part, my Lord, I uuld bee veil eentented te 
be there, in rrjpefl aj tbe leuc I beare yaur beuje. 

He 
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He could be contented ; Why is he not then ? in refpect of 
the loue he beare* our houfe. He fhewcs in this, he loues 
his owne Barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me 
fee fome more. The fmrpoje you xmdertahe i dangenm. 
Why that's certaine : "l is dangerous to take a Colde, to 
fleepe, to drinke : but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of 
this Nettle, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
purpojt you undertake u dangerous, the Fritndt you haue na- 
med vncertaint, the Time it J'el/e vn/orted, and your vbole 
Plot too light, for the counterfoil* tf Jo great an Offefitkn. 
Say you io, fay you fo : I fay rnto you againe, you are a 
(hallow cowardly Hinde, and you Lye. What a lacke- 
braine is this ? I proteft, our plot is as good a plot as euer 
was laid ; our Friend true and conftant : A good Plotte, 
good Friends, and full of expectation : An excellent plot, 
very good Friends. What a Frofty-fpirited rogue is this' 
Why, my Lord of Yorkc commends the plot, and the 
gencrall courfeof the action. By this hand, if I were now 
by this Rafcall, I could braine him with his Ladies Fan. 
Is there not my Father , my Vnckle, and my Selle, Lord 
Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of Vor^e, and Orren Glendeur* 
Is there not befides, the Dtvglat ? Haue I not all their let- 
ters, to meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
neth ? and are they not fome of them fet forward already? 
What a Pagan Ralcall is this ? An Infidcll. Ha, you (hall 
fee now in very (inccrity of Feare and Cold heart, will he 
to the King, and lay open all our proceedings. 6,1 could 
diuide my fclfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a dilh 
of skim'd Milk with lb honourable an Action. Hang him, 
let him tell the King we are prepared. I will fet forwards 
to night. 

Enter hi Lady. 

How now Kate, I muft leaue you within thefe two hours. 

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone T 
For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bani<h'd woman from my Harriet bed ? 
Tell me (fweet Lord) what is*t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomackc,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe 7 
Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth t 
And ftart fo often when thou fitt'ft alone? 
Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes? 
And giuen my Treafures and my rights of thee, 
To thicke-ey'd muling, and curft melancholly f 
In my faint -Humbert, 1 by thee haue watcht, 
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Wanes : 
Speake tearmrs of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talk'd 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trench es,Tents, 
Of Paliradocs, Frontiers,Parapers, 
Of Bafitiskes, of Canon, Culuerin, 
Of Prifoners ranfome, and of Souldiers flaine, 
And all the current of a headdy fight. 
Thy fpirit within thee hath becne fo at Warre, 
And thus hath fo beftinr'd thee in thy lleepe, 
That beds of fweate hath ftood vpon thy Brow, 
Like bubbles in a latc-difturbed Streame ; 
And in thy face ftrange motions haue appear'd, 
Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath 
On fome great fodaine haft. O what portents are thefe ? 
Some heauie bufinelTe hath my Lord in hand, 
And I muft know it : elfe he loues me not. 

Hot. What ho ; Is Gil/iamt with the Packet gone ? 

Str. He is my Lord, an houre agone. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe horfes fro the Sheriftc? 
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Ser. One horfe,my Lord,he brought euen now. 
Hit, What Horle ? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not. 
.Ser. Jt is my Lord. 

Hot. That Roane lhall be my Throne. Well, I will 
backe him ftraight. Entrance, bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Parke. 

La. But heare you.my Lord. 

Hat. What fay'ft thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away ? 

Hat. Why,my horfc{my Loue)my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not 
fuch a deale of Spleene, as you are toft with. In (both He 
know your buftnefle Harry, that I will. I feare my Bro- 
ther Mortimer doth ftirre about his Title, and hath lent 
for you to line his cnterprize. But if you go— — » 

Hot. So farre a foot, 1 lhall be weary, Loue. 

La. Come,come,you Paraquito, anfwer me directly 
vrrto this queftion, that I (hall aske. Indeede He brcake 
thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tel me true. 

Hot. Away,away you triAer : Loue, I loue thee not, 
I care not for thee Kate: this is no world 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We muft haue bloodie Nofe*,and crack'd Crownes, 
And palTe them currant too. Gods me, my horfe. 
What fay'ft thou A^fr?what wold'ft thou haue with me ? 

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ? 
Well, do not then. For fince you loue me not, 
I will not loue my felfe. Do you not loue me i 
Nay,tell me if thou fpeak'ft in ieft,or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ? 
And when I am a-horfebacke, I will fweare 
I loue thee infinitely. But hearke you Kate, 
I muft not haue you hencefbrth,queftion me, 
Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout. 
Whether I muft, I muft: and to conclude, 
This Euening muft I leaue thee,gentle Kate. 
I know you wife, but yet no further wife 
Then Harry Perciet wife. Conftant you are, 
But yet a woman : and for fecrecie, 
No Lady clofer. For I will beleeue 
Thou wilt not vtter what thou do'ft not know, 
And fo farre wilt I craft thce,gentle Kate. 

La. How fo farre ? 

Wcf.Not an inch further. But harke you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither (hall you go too : 
To day will I fet forth, »o morrow you. 
Will this content you Katt ? 

La. It muft of force. Exeunt 



Scena 



Enter Priiue and Poinei. 
Prin. AW.prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 
Points. Where haft bene Hall ? 

Trin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft 3. 
or fourefcore Hogfheads. I haue founded the verie bafe 
ftring of humility. Sirra, I am fworn brother to a leath of 
Drawers.and can call them by their names,as Tom, Dietj, 
and Fraud. They take it already vpon their confidence, 
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King 
of Curtefie: telling me flatly I am no proud lack like Fat- 
ftaflt, but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, and 
when 1 am King of England,! (hall command al the good 
Laddes in Eaft-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy- 
ing Scarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then 
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they cry hem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am 
fo good a proficient in one quarter of an houre, that 1 can 
drinke with any Tinker in hit owne Language during my 
life. I tell thee AW,thou haft loft much honor, that thou 
wer't not with me in this action : but fweet Ned,to fwce- 
ten which name of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth of Su- 
gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an vnder Skinker, 
one that neuer fpake other Englilh in hit life, then Eight 
Jhillings and fix pence, and, You art welcome: with this fluil 
addition, tAnon fir, Score a Pint oj Ha/iard in the 

Halfe JUotne, or fo. But Ned, to driue away time till Fal- 
fiaffe come, I prythee doe thou ftand in fome by-roome, 
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Franei, that his 
Talc to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and He 
fhew thee a Prefident. 

Pointt. Frond. 

Prin. Thou art perfect. 

Poin. Frame*. 

Enter 'Drawer. 
Fran. Anon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
net, Ral/e. 

Prince. Come hither Franc*. 
Fran. My Lord. 

Priu. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ? 

Fran. Forfooth fiue yeares, and as much as to 

Poin. Francis. ' 
Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prim. Fiue yeares : Berlady a long Leafe for the clin- 
king of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture, Ic fliew it a faire 
paire of hecles, and run from it? 

Fran. O Lord fir, lie be fworne vpon all the Books in 
England,I could finde in my heart. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. 

Prim. How old art thou,Fra»»V ? 

From. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I ihalbc 

Poim, Francis. 

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little.my Lord. 

Prin. Nay but harkc you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me, 'twas a penyworth,was't not? 

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. 

Prim. I will giue thee for it a thou land pound : Aske 
me when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon.anon. 

Priu. Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran- 
cis: or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. But Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Ierkin, Chriftall 
| button, Not-patcd, Agat ring, Puke (locking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch. 

From. O Lord fir,who do you meane ? 

Prim. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely 
drinke : for looke you Francis,your white Canuat doub- 
let will fuller. In Barbary lir.it cannot come to fo much. 

Fram. What fir T 

Poin. Francis. 

Prim. Away you Rogue,doft thou heare them call ? 
Heere tbey both call brm, the Drawer Jiandt amoved, 
mot {mewing wbieb way to go. 

Enter Uintner. 

Vint. What, ftand'ft thou ftill, and hcar'ft fuch a cal- 



ling ? Looke to the Guefts within: My Lord, olde Sir 
lobm with halfe a dosen more,are at the doore » Hull I let 
them in? 

Prim. Let them alone awhile, and then open the doore. 
Peinet. 

Enter Poimet. 
Poin. Anon^non fir. 

Prim. Sim, Falftaffe and the reft of the Theeues,are at 
the doore, flull we be merry ? 

Poin. As merric as Crickets my Lad. But harke yee, 
What cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the 
Drawer ? Come, what's the ifliie ? 

Prin.l am now of all humors, that haue fticwcd them, 
felues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to 
the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock at midnight. 
What's a clocke Francis ? 

Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prim. That eucr this Fellow Ihould haue fewer words 
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman. Hit indu- 
ftry is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence the par- 
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Perciei mind, the Hot- 
fpurre of the North, he that killes me fome fixe or feaucn 
dozen of Scott at a Breakfeft, wafttcs his hands, and faies 
to hit wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want worke. O my 
fweet Harry fayes (he, how many haft thou kill'd to day? 
Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hec} and anfweres, 
fome fourtrene,an houre after : a trirle,a trifle. I prcthee 
call in Falfiaffe, He play Percy, and that damn'd Brawne 
(hall play Dame eMor timer his wife. jti<m,fayes the drun- 
kard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Emter Falfiaffe. 

Poin. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou beene? 

Fat. A plague of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 
I leade this life long, He fowe nether ftockes, and mend 
them too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a Cup of 
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant? 

Prim. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kilfe a diftt of Butter, 
pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the fweete Tale of 
the Sunne ? If thou didft, then behold that compound. 

FaJ. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too:there 
it nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanout man;yet 
a Coward it worfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A vil- 
lanout Coward, go thy wayet old Iacke, die when thou 
wilt,if manhood, good manhood be not forgot vpon the 
face of the earth, then am I a ihotten Herring : there Hues 
not three good men vnhang'd in England, tc one of them 
is fat, and grown old, God helpe the while, a bad world I 
fay. I would I were a Weauer, I could ftng all manner of 
tongs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay dill. 

Prin. How now Woollackc,what mntter you ? 

Fal. A Kings Sonne? If 1 do not beate thee out of thy 
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Sub- 
ie£h afore thee like a flocke of Wilde-geefe, lie neuer 
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales ? 
Frith Why you horfon round man?what't the matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Ani'wer me to that, and 
Poinet there ? 

Prin. Ye fetch paunch, and yee call mec Coward, lie 
ftab thee. 

Fal. I call thee Coward ? He fee thee damn'd ere I call 
the Coward: but I would giue a thoufand pound 1 could 
run arfaft as thou canft. You are ftraight enough in the 
fliouldert, you care not who fees your backe : Call you 
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac- 
king : giue me them that will race me. Ciue me a Cup 
of Sack, 1 am a Rogue if 1 drunke to day. 

sicarce wip'd, fince 



Hi drinkf,. 



Printt. O VilLune, thy Lippet 
tbou dronk'ft laft. 

Falfi. All's one for that. 
A plague of all Cowardi ftill,fay I. 
tr'met. What'* the matter ? 
Falfl. What's the matter ? here be fbure of vs, haue 
ta'ne a thoufand pound this Morning. 
Prince. Where il it,aVrt ' whew is it ? 
Falfi. Where it it ? taken from vt, it it ; a hundred 
vpon poore foure of vs. 

Print*. What, a hundred, man ' 
FalS. I am a Rogue ,if I were not at halfe Sword with 
a dozen of them two houret together. I haue leaped by 
miracle. 1 am eight times thruft through the Doublet, 
fbure through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-faw, eete Jigntm. 
I neucr dealt better fince I was a man : all would not doe. 
A plague of all Cowards s let them fpeake ; if they ljxake 
mote or leiTe then truth,they are villaines, and the fonnes 
of darknefte. 

Print. Speake fin, how was it? 
Cad. We foure fet vpon " 
Falfi. Sixteene.at leaft,my Lord. 
Cad. And bound them. 
Pttt. No, no, they were not bound. 
Falfi. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of 
them, or I am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. 

Gad. As we were (hating,fome fixe or feuen frelh men 
fet vpon vs. 

Falfi. And vnbound the reft , and then come in the 
other. 

trintt. What, fought yee with them all ? 

Falfi. All ? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fought not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radilh : 
if there were not two or three and fiftie vpon poore olde 
Ia<k_, then am I no two-lcgg'd Creature. 

Pain. Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fome of 
them. 

Falfi. Nay, that's paft praying for; I haue pepper'd 
two of them : Two I am lure I haue payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a 
Lye,fpit in my face, call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point ; foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let driue at me. 

Printt. What,foure? thou fayd'ft but two,eucn now. 

Falfi. Foure I told thee foure. 

Pom. I,I,he faid foure. 

Falfi. Thefe foure came all a-front, and mainely thruft 
at me ; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen 
points in my Targuet, thus. 

Printt. Seuen ? why there were but foure, 

Falfi. In Buckrom. 

Pew. l,foure,in Buckrom Sutes. 

Falfi. Seuen.by thefe Hilts,or I am a VUlaine elfe. 

Prin. Prethee let him alone.we (hall haue 

Falfi. Doeft thou heare me, Hal T 

Prin. I,, in J marke thee too, latlt. 

Falfi. Doe fo, for it is worth the liftning too i thefe 
nine in Buckrom, that 1 told thee of. 

Trin. So,two more alreadie. 

Falfi. Their Points being broken. 

Pain. Downe fell his Hofe. 

Falfi. Began to giue me ground i but I 



dole, came in foot and handjand with a thought, feuen of 
the eleuen I pay'd. 

Prin. O monftroua ! eleuen Buckrom men growne 
out of two ? 

Falfi. But as the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be- 
gotten Knaues, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back , and 
let driue at me ; for it was fo darke ,/jW,that thou could'ft 
not fee thy Hand. 

Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
grofle as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brayn'd Cuts, thou Knotry-pated Foole, thou Horfon ob- 
fcene greafie Tallow Catch. 

Falfi. What , art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth,the truth ? 

Prin. Why, how could'ft thou know thefe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could'ft not 
fee thy Hand i Come, tell vs your reafon:what (ay 'ft thou 
to this ? 

Pain. Come,your reafon Iae{, your reafon. 
Falfi. What.vpon compulfion ? No : were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfi- 
on ? If Reafons were as plentie as Black-berries,! would 



giue no man a Reafon vpon compulfion,I. 

Prin. He be no longer guiltie of this finne. This (an- 
guine Coward, this 
this huge Hill of Flefti. 

Falfi. Away you Starueling, you t lie-skin, you dried 
Neati tongue, Bulles-piiTell, you ftocke-fi(h:0 for breth 
to vtter. What is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you (heath 
you Bow-cafe, you vile (landing tucke. 

Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to't againe : and 
when thou haft tyr'd thy felfe in bafe companions, heare 
me fpeake but thus. 
Tein. Marke lacke. 

Trin. We two,faw you foure fet on foure and bound 
them.and were Ma iters of their Wealth : mark now how 
a plaine Tale (hall put you downe. Then did we two, fet 
on you foure,and with a word, outrae'd you from your 
prize,and haue it : yea , and can (hew it you in the Houfe . 
And Faiftafftfiou caried your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quicke dexteritie,and roared for metcy, and (till ranne 
and roar'd, as euer I heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaue art 
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done,and then fay 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuice ? what ftarting 
hole canft thou now find out, to hide thee from this open 
and apparant (hame ? 

Peintt. Come, let's heare lacke : What tricke haft 
thou now t 

Fal. I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heirc apparant ? 
Should I turne vpon the true Prince? Why.thou knoweft 
1 am as valiant as Htrcuin : but beware Jnftincs, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : lnilinct is a great matter. 
I was a Coward on Inmndl : I (hall thinkc the better of 
my felfe, and thee, during my life : I, for a valiant Lion, 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. HoftefTe.clap to the doores: watch to night, 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Ham of Gold, 
all the good Titlet of Fellowship come to you . What, 
(hall we be merry? (hall we haue a Play eztcmpory. 

Prin. Content, and the argument (hall be, thy runing 
away. 

Fal. A,no more of that Hall, and thou loueft me. 

Enter HtfttJTt. 
Hofi. My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin. 
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Prin. How now my Lady the Hofteflc , what fay'ft 
thou to roe } 

Hoftefe. Marry,roy Lord, there u a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you: hee faye*,hce 
come* from your Father. 

Prin. Ciue him at much as will make him a Royall 
man.and fend him baclce againe to my Mother. 

Falft. What manner of man is hee ? 

Hofttjjt. An old man. 

FalS. What doth Crauitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall I giue him his anfwere? 
Pr'm. Prethec doe fac{e. 

Falft. 'Fakh.and He fend him packing. Exit. 

Prince. Now Sirs : you fought faire ; fo did you 
Pitt, fo did you Bardtl: you arc Lyons too, you ranne 
away vpon inrtincl : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bard. *Faith,i ranne when I faw others runne. 

Prin. Tell mee now in earned, how came Folftaffes 
Sword fo hackt i 

Ptte. Why, he hackt it with bis Dagger, and faid,hec 
would fweare truth out of England, but hee would make 
you beleeue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doe 
the like. 

'Bard. Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafle, 
to make them bleed, and then to be/lubber our garments 
with it, and fweare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen yeeres before, I bluftit to heare 
his monitrous deuiccs. 

Prin. O Villaine, tbou ftolcft a Cup of Sackc eigh- 
teene yeeres agoe, and wcrt taken with the manner, and 
euer fince thou haft bluftit extempore : thou hadft fire 
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftincl hadft thou for it ? 

'Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doe you 
behold thefe Exhalations t 

Prin. I doe. 

'Bard. What thinke you they portend ? 
Prin. Hot Liuers,and cold Purfes. 
'Bard. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 
Trtn. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Heere comes leane Jacl(e,hcere comes bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bom baft, how long is't agoe, 
Iac(e,ftnct thou faw'ft thine owne Knee f 

Falft. My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres 
{Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Waftc, I could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague 
of fighing and griefe, it blowcs a man vp like a Bladder 
There's villanous Newrs abroad : heere was Sir John 
'Braky from your Father ; you muft goc to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy, 
and hee of Wales, that gaue tAmamen the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Crofle of a Welch-hooke ; what a 
plague call you him : 

Pein. O , Glendcnrtr. 

Falft. Owen, Oven ; the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
efrttrtinter, and old Northumberland, and the fprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dtvglae, that runnes a Horfe-backe vp a 
Hill perpendicular. 

Prin. Hee that rides at high fpeede.and with a Piftoll 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falft. You haue hit it. 



V 



Prin. So did he ncuer the Sparrow. 

Falft. Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him, 
hee will not runne. 

Prin. Why, what a Rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him 
fo for running f 

Falft. A Horfe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot hec will 
not budge a foot. 

Trin. Yes Jac{e, vpon inftincl. 

Falft. I grant ye, vpon inftincl : Well, hee is there too, 
and one cXfcrda^e, and a thoufand blew-Cappcs more. 
hVorctfter is ftolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
turn'd white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now 
as chcapc as (linking Mackrell. 

Prin. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sunne, and this 
ciuill buffetting hold, wee (hall buy Maiden-heads as 
they buy Hob-nayles, by the Hundreds. 

Falft. By the Malic Lad, thou fay'ft true, it is like wee 
(hall haue good trading that way. But tell me Hoi, art 
not thou horrible afcar'd ? thou being Hcire apparant, 
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemycs a- 
gaine, as that Fiend Dmglat, thit Spirit Percy, and that 
Deuill Glendcnrtr t Art not thou horrible afraid ? Doth 
not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Prin. Not a whit: I lacke fome of thy initir.it. 

Falft. Well, thou wilt be horrible chldde to morrow, 
when thou commeft to thy Father : if thou doe loue me, 
pracTife an anfwere. 

Prin. Doc thou ftand for my Father, and examine mee 
vpon the particulars of my Life. 

Falft. Shall 1 ? content : This Chayre (hall bee my 
State , this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cufliion my 
Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Ioyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne. 

Falil. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now (halt thou be moued. Giue me a Cup of Sacke 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I 
haue wept, for I muft fpeake in paflion, and I will doe it 
in King Camtyjes vaine. 

Prin. Well, heere is my Legge. 

FalSl. And heere is my fpeech : ftand afide Nobilitie. 

Ihfttffe. This is excellent fport.yfaith. 

Falft. Weepe not, fweet Quecne, for trickling teares 
are vaine. 

Hcfteje. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance f 

Falft. For Gods fake Lords, conuey my truftfull Queen, 
For teares doe ftop the floud-gates of her eyes. 

Hcfttjft. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players, as euer I fee. 

Falft. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-braine. 
Harry, I doc not oncly marucll where thou fpendeft thy 
time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied : For though 
the Camomile, the more it is troden.the (after it growes; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it weares. 
Thou art my Sonne : I haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefely, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye, and a foolifti hanging of thy nether Lippe, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere 
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to me , art thou fo 
poynted at r Shall the blell'cd Sonne of Heauen proue a 
Micher, and eate Black berryes t a qucftion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue aTheefe, and 
take Purfes ? a qucftion to be a»kt. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of.and it is knowne to 
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many in our Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch (as 
ancient Writers doe report)doth defile; fo doth the corn- 
panic thou keepeft : for Harry, now I doe not fpeake to 
thee in Dri nice, but in Tearcs; not in Pleafure,but in Paf- 
fion $ not in Word* onely, but in Woes alfo : and yet 
there is a vertuous man, whom I haue often noted in thy 
companie, but I know not his Name. 

Prin. What manner of man, and. it like your Ma- 
ieftie i 

Folfi. A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, 
of a chearefull Looke, a pleating Eye, and a moil noble 
Carriage, and as I thinke, his age fome fiftie, or(byrlady) 
inclining to threefcore . and now I remember mee, his 
Name is Falfiafft : if that man lhould be lewdly giuen, 
hee deceiues mee ; for Harry, I fee Vertuc in his Loo Ices. 
If then the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit, as the Fruit 
by the Tree, then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is Vertuc 
in that Falfiafft : him keepe with, the red banilh. And 
tell mee now, thou naughtie Varlet, tell mee, where haft 
thou beene this moneth i 

Prin. Do" it thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand 
for mee, and He play my Father. 

FolB. Depofe me : if thou do 'ft it halfc fo grauely, fo 
maicftieally,both in word and matter, hang me vp by the 
heelc* for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

frh. Weil, hee re I am fet. 

Folfi. And heere I ftand : iudge my Maftcn. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Folfi. My Noble Lord, from Eaft cheape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee, are gricuous. 

Falsi. Yfaith, my Lord, they are falfe : Nay, He tickle 
ye for a young Prince. 

'Prin. Swearcft thou, vngracioui Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke on me: thou art violently carryed away from 
Grace : there is a Druill haunts thce,in the likcnelTe of a 
fat old Man ; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do' ft thou conucrfe with that Trunke of Humors , that 
Boulting-Hutch of BeartlincfTe, that fwolne ParceU of 
Dropftes, that huge Bombard of Sacke, that ftuft Cloake- 
bagge of Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the 
Pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffian, that Vanitie in yceres? whera- 
in is be good, but to tafte Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein 
neat and cleanly, but to carue a Capon, and eat it ? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft? wherein Craftic, but in Villa- 
me ' wherein Villanous, but in all things ? wherein wor- 
thy, but in nothing ( 

FaUI. I would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom meanes your Grace f 

Princt. That villanous abhominable mis-leader of 
Youth, Fal3afft, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falli. My Lord, the man I know. 

Princt. I know thou do'ft. 

Fold. But to fay, I know more harme in him then in 
my felfe, were to fay more then I know. That hee is olde 
(the more the pitrJe) his white hayres doe witnefle it : 
but that hec is (fauing your reuerence) a Whore-ma- 
fter, that I vtterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a fault, 
Heauen helpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a 



finne,then many an oWe Hofte that I know, is damn'd : 
if to be fat, be to be hated, then Pboratbt leane Kine are 
to be loued. No, my good Lord, banith Ptt», banifli 
Bardtlpb, banilh Peinet : but for fweete facile FalHufft, 
kinde Iackt FalSlafft,tme Iac{e FalHaffe, valiant Iaclti Fal- 
fiafft, and therefore more valiant, being as hee is olde Im{ 
FolBafft, banith not him thy Harrytt companie, 



not him thy Harrytt companie; banilh plurope Lu{t, tnd 
banilh all the World. 
Princt. I doe, 1 will. 

Enttr Harddph running. 

Hard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a moft 
moll monftrous Watch, is at the doore. 

Felfi. Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I haue much 
to lay in the behalfe of that Falftafft. 

Enttr tbt Hcfttfft. 

HoBtfft, O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falfi. Heigh, heigb, the Deuill ridet vpon a Fiddle- 
fticke : what's the matter ( 

Hafitfft. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore : they are come to fearch the Houfe , (hall I let 
them in ? 

Falfi. Do'ft thou heare Hat , neuer call a true peece of 
Gold a Counterfeit : thou art effcntially made, without 
feeming fo. 

"Princt. And thou a naturall Coward, without in- 
ftincL 

Falfi. I deny your tMahr : if you will deny the 
Sherife, fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I 
hope I thall as foone be ftrangled with a Halter, as ano- 
ther. 

Princt. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft 
walke vp aboue. Now my Matters, for a true Face and 
good Conicience. 

Falfi. Both which I haue had : but their date is out, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit. 

Princt. Call in the Sherife. 

Enttr Sheriff and tbt Carrier. 

Princt. Now Mafter Sherife , what is your will with 
race ? 

Sbt. Firft pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 
Princt. What men? 

Sbt. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, 
a grofle fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Trincc. The man, I doe allure you, is. not heere, 
For I my felfe at this time haue imploy'd him : 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anfwere thee, or any man, 
For any thing he fttall be charg'd withall : 
And lb let me entreat you , leaue the houfe. 

Six. I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Market. 

Princt. It may be fo : if he haue robb'd thefe men, 
He ihill be anfwerable j and fo farewell. 

Sbt. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Princt. I thinke it is good Morrow.is it not ? 

Sbt. Indeede.my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. 

fiar/r. 

Princt. This oyly R^fcaU,.ia knowne as well as Poulet: 
goe call him forth. ' 

Ptto. Falfiafft T faft aflecpe behinde the Arras , and 
fnorting like a Horfe. 

Princt. Harkc, how hard he fetches breath : fearch his 
Pockets. ' Ht 
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He jearcbctb kit Packfti , and findetb 
ctrtaine Paperi. 

Prince. What haft thou found? 

Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 

Prince. Let's fee, what be they ? reade them. 

Pete. Item.a Capon. ii.«.ii.d. 
Item,Sawcc. iiii.d. 
Item,Sacke,two Gallons. v.s.viii.d. 
Item, Anchoues and Saeke after Supper. iLs.ri.d. 
Item, Bread. ob. 

Prince. O monArous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable deale of Sacke < What there is 
elfe,keepe clofe,wee'le reade it at more aduantage : there 
let him fleepe till day. He to the Court in the Morning: 
Wee mult all to the Warres,and thy place (hall be hono- 
rable. He procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and I know his death will be a Match of Twelue-fcore. 
The Money (hill be pay'd backc againe with aduantage, 
Be with me betimes in the Morning : and fo good 
row Peto. 

Pelt. Good morrow, good my Lord. 



Adlus Tertius. Scena <Prima. 



Enter Httjpurre, Wcrcefltr , Lord Mtrtinser, 
Oven Glendmer* 

Mart. Thefe promifes arc faire, the parties fure, 
And our induction full of profperous hope. 

Ihtjp. Lord cTV artimcr, and Coufin Glendswer, 
Will you lit downe f 

And Vnckle ff^rce/ler ; a plague vpon it, 
I haue forgot the Mappe. 

Glend. No, here it is : 
Sit Coufin Perry, fit good Coufin Hstfivrre ; 
For by that Namc,as oft as Lancafier doth fpeake of you, 
His Cheekes lookc pale, and with a rifing figh, 
He wiflieth you in Heauen. 

Hetjf>. And you in Hell,as oft as he heares Oven Glen- 
dtrver fpoke of. 

Glend. I cannot blame him : At my Nafiuitie, 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie (hapes, 
Of burning Credits t and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak'd like a Coward. 

Hetfi. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kittcn'd, though your felfe 
had neuer beene borne. 

Glend. I fay the Earth did (hake when I was borne. 

Hctjfi. And 1 fay the Earth was not of my minde, 
If you fuppofe, as fearing you.it fhookc. 

Glend. The Heauens were all on fire , the Earth did 
tremble. 

H»tJ}>. Oh, then the Earth fhooke 
To fee the Heauens on fire, 
And not in feare of your Natiuide. 
Difeafcd Nature oftentimes brcakes forth 
In Orange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kinde of Collick pincht and vext, 
By the imprifbning of vnruly Winde 
Within her Wombe: which for enlargement ftriuing, 
Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and tombles 



Steeples,and mofle-growne Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, hauing this< " 
In pafTion (hooke. 

Glend. Coufin : of many men 
1 doe not beare thefe CrofTings : Giue me le 
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie (hapes, 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines,and the Heards 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted fields: 
Thefe fignes haue markt me extraordinarie, 
And all the courfes of my Life doe (hew, 
I am not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Liuing.clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil!, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but Womans Sonne, 
Can trace me in the tedious waves of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hijfi. I thinke there's no man fpeakes better Welfh : 
He to Dinner. 

Mart. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make him mad. 

Glend. I can call Spirits from the vaftie Deepe. 

Hctjp. Why fo can I, or fo can any man s 
But will they come, when you doe call for them ? 

Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin, to command the 
Deuill. 

Hetjfi. And I can teach thee, Coufin, to fhame the Deuil, 
By telling truth. Tell truth, and flame the Deuill. 
If thou haue power to rayfe him, bring him hither, 
And He be fworne, I haue power to fhame him hence. 
Oh, while you True, tell truth, and flume the Deuill. 

e^ferr. Come, come, no more of this vnprofitable 
Chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullinvbrte^emiAe head 
Again ft my Power: thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And fandy-bottom'd Seuerne, haue I hent him 
BootlefTe home, and Weather-beaten backe. 

Httjj>. Home without I 
And in foule Weather too, 
How fcapes he Agues in the Deuils name ? 

Glend. Come, heere's the Mappc : 
Shall wee diuide our Righr, 
According to our three-fold order ta'ne ? 

Mart. The Arch Deacon hath diuided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trent, and Seuerne, hitherto, 
By South and Eaft, is to my part affign'd : 
All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen G/rndcvrer : And deare Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawne : 
Which being fcalcd cntcrchangeably, 
(A BufinefTe that this Night may execute ) 
To morrow.Coufin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcefler.will fct forth, 
To meete your Father, and the Scottilh Power, 
As is appointed v$ at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glendcver is not readie yet, 
Nor (hall wee neede his hclpc thefe foureteene dayes * 
Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glend. A (barter time (hall fend me to you, Lords : 
And in my Conduit (hall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now muft fteale.and take no leaue, 
For there will be a World of Water (hed, 
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Vpon the parting of your Wiues and you. 

Hetft>. Mc thinks my Moity, North from Burton here, 
In quantitie equals not one of yours : 
See, how this Riuer comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the bed of all my Land, 
A huge halfe Moonc,a monftrout Cantle out. 
He haue the Currant in this place damn'd vp, 
And here the fmug and Silucr Trent Hull runne, 
In a new Channcll, faire and euenly : 
It flialt not winde with fuch a deepe indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a Bottome here. 

CUnd. Not winde ? it ihall.it mull, you fee it doth. 

Man. Yea, but marke how he bcares his courfe, 
And runncs me vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, 
Gelding the oppofed Continent as much, 
At on the other fide it takes from you. 

Wort. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North fide winnc this Cape of Land, 
And then he runncs draight and cuen. 

Httjfi. lie haue it fo,a little Charge will doe it. 

Gltnd. He not haue it alter'd. 

Hot/ft. Will not you ? 

Gltnd. No, nor you mill not. 

Hcrfi. Who (hall fay me nay f 

Gltnd. Why, that will I. 

Httjp. Let me not vnderftand you then, fpcake it in 
Wel(h. 

Gltnd. I can fpeake Engli(h,Lord,as well as you : 
For I was txayn'd vp in the fnglifh Court } 
Where, being but young, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Engltih Dittie,louely well, 
And gaue the Tongue a helpefull Ornament; 
A Vertue that was neucr feenc in you. 

Httjp. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 
I had rather be a Kitten,and cry mew, 
Then one of thefc fame Meeter Ballad-mongers: 
I had rather heare a Bra/en Candlcdick turn'd, 
Or a dry Wheele grate on the Axle-tree, 
And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge, 
Nothing fo much, as mincing Poctrie; 
Tis like the forc't gate of a muffling Nagge. 

Gltnd. Come,you fhall haue Trent turn'd. 

HotJ>. I doc not care: He giue thrice fo much Land 
To any well-dcfcruing friend} 
But in the way of Bargains, marke ye me, 
He cauill on the ninth part of a hayre. 
Are the Indentures drawne? flull we be gone ? 

Gltnd. The Moone (hincs faire, 
You may away by Night : 
He hade the Writer ; and withall, 
Brcake with your Wiues, of your departure hence : 
I am afraid my Daughter will runne maddc, 
So much (he doteth on her Mvrtimtr. Exit. 

Mart. Fie, Coufin Ptrcy , how you erode my Fa- 
ther. 

HotJf>. I cannot chufe : fomctime he angers me, 
With telling me of the Moldwarpc and the Ant, 
Of the Dreamer cMerlin, and his Prophecies } 
And of a Dragon, and a finne-leffc Fi(h, 
A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Rauen, 
A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 
And fuch a deale of skimble-skamble Stuffe, 
As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
He held me lad Night,at lead, nine howres, 
In reckning vp the fcucrall Deuils Names, 
That were his Lacqucycs : 

"15 



I cry'd hum, and well, goe too, 

But mark'd him not a word. 0,he is as tedious 

As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, 

Worfe then a fmoakie Houfe. I had rather liue 

With Chcefe and Garlick in a Windmill farTe, 

Then fcede on Cates,and haue him tatkc to me, 

In any Summcr-Houfe in Chridcndome. 

Mart. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding well read, and profited, 
In dnnge Concealments : 
Valiant as a Lyon, an.: wondrous affable, 
And as bountifull, as Myncs of India. 
Shall 1 tell you, Coufin, 
He holds your temper in a high refpect, 
And curbes himfelfV, euen of his naturall fcope, 
When you doe erode his humor:'faith he doe*. 
I warrant you, that man is not aliuc, 
Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 
Without the tadc of danger, and rcproofe : 
But doe not vfe it oft, let mc entreat you. 

Were. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 
And fince your comming hither, haue done enough, 
To put him quite befides his patience. 
You mud necdej learne,Lord,to amend this fault: 
Though fometimes it (hew Greatnefle, Courage, Blood, 
And that's the dcared grace it renders you} 
Yet oftentimes it doth prefent hardi Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtinefle, Opinion, and Difdaine : 
The lead of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofeth mens hearts, and leaucs behinde a dayne 
Vpon the bcautic of all parts befides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotjb Well, I am fchool'd : 
Good-manners be your fpeede } 
Heere come your Wiues.and let vs take our leauc. 

Enter G!tndewtr,ititb the Laditi. 

Mirt. This is the deadly fpight,that angers me, 
My Wife can fpcake no Engliflj.I no Welfli. 

CW.My Daughter wcepes.dice'lc not part with you, 
Shce'le be a Souldier too,(hee'lc to the Warre*. 

Mert.Cooi Father tell her, that (he and my Aunt Ptrcy 
Shall follow in your Conduct fpccdily. 

girndewtr Jf>ta(ti to btr in Wtljb, and fit an- 
fuertt bint in the Jamt. 

Gltnd. Shee is defperate heere : 
A pecuifli felfe-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon. 

Tbt Lady jfmtyl in Wttjb. 

Mart. I vnderdand thy Lookes: that pretty Wcllh 
Which thou powr'd down from thefe fwelling Heauen*, 
I am too pcrfccl in : and but for flume, 
In fuch a parley diould I anfwere thee. 

Tbt Lady againt in IVtlfi. 

Mort. I vnderdand thy Kides,and thou mine, 
And that's a feeling difputation : 
But 1 will neuer be a Truant, Loue, 
Till 1 haue learn'd thy Language : for thy tongue 
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Makes Welfli as fweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a faire Quccne in a Summen Bowre, 
With rauifliing Dmifion to her Lute. 

gitnd. Nay.if thou melt,then will /he ninne madde. 

Tbt Lady Jpea(a againt in JFtlJb. 

effort. O.Iam Ignorance it felfe in this. 

gitnd. She bids you, 
On the wanton Ru flies lay you downe, 
And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, 
And flie will fing the Song that pleafeth you, 
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your blood with pleating heauineffe ; 
Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heauenlv Harneis'd Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft. 

tMtrt. With all my heart He fit, and heare her fing: 
By that time will our Booke,I thinke,be drawne. 

(jltnd. Doe fo : 
And thofe Mufitians that fliall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence ; 
And ftraight they (hall be here : fit, and attend. 

H*tjf>. Come AT*/*, thou art perfect in lying downe j 
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in rhy 
Lappe. 

Lady. Goe.ye giddy-Goofe. 

TkttMuJkkipttyn. 

Hitfp. Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderftands Welfli, 
And 'tis no maruell he is Co humorous: 
Byriady hee's a good Mufitian. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muficall, 
For you are altogether governed by humors : 
Lye ftill ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Welfli. 

Httjp. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in 
Irifli. 

Lady. Would'ft haue thy Head broken ? 

Htrjp. No. 

Lady. Then be ftill. 

Hotjp. Neyther.'tis a Womans fault. 

Lady. Now God helpe thee. 

Hotjp. To the Welfli Ladies Bed. 

Lady. What's that? 

tlotjp. Peace, fiiee fings. 

Hurt tbt Lady Jng, a Wtljb Song. 

Hctjp. Come, He haue your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 

Hotjf>. Not yours, in good footh? 
You fweare like a Comfit-makers Wife : 
Not you, in good footh ; and, as true as I liue j 
And.as God (hall mend me ; and.as fure as day : 
And giueft fuch Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes, 
As if thou neuer walk'ft further then Finsbury. 
Sweare mc, Ku.-e, like a Lady,as thou art, 
A good mouth-filling Oath: and leaue in footh, 
And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, 
To Veluet-Guards, and Sunday-Citixens. 
Come, fing. 

Lady. I will not fing % 

Hoijp. 'Tis the next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- 
breft teacher I and the Indentures be drawne, He away 



within thefe two howres : and fo come in, when yee 
will. Exit. 

Gitnd. Come, come, Lord Mertimtr, you are as flow, 
As hot Lord Ptrcy is on fire to goe. 
By this our Booke is drawne : wee'le but feale, 
And then to Horfe immediately. 

Mori. With all my heart. ' Extant. 



Scana Secunda. 



Bnttr tbt King,Prinet of Waltt % and otbtrt. 

King. Lords, giue rs leaue : 
The Prince of Wales, ami I, 
Mud haue fome priuate conference : 
But be neere at hand, 
For wee fliall prefently haue neede of you. 

Extunt Lords. 
I know not whether Heaoen will haue it fo, 
For fome difpleafing fcruice I haue done ; 
That in his fecret Doomc.out of my Blood, 
Hee'le breede Reucngrment.and a Scourge for me s 
But thou do'ft in thy paffages of Life, 
Make me bcleeue,that thou art onely mark'd 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heauen 
To puniftt my Miftreadings. Tell me elfe. 
Could fuch inordinate and low defircs, 
Such poore.fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch meane attempts, 
Such barren pleafures, rude focietie, 
As thou art matcht withall,and grafted too, 
Accompanie the greatneffe of thy blood, 
And hold their leucll with thy Princely heart? 

Princt. So pleafe your Maiefty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufe, 
As well as I am doubtleffe I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg'd withall : 
Yet fuch extenuation let me begge, 
As in reproofe of many Tales deuis'd. 
Which oft the Eare of Greatnefle neede* muft heare, 
By fmiling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes- mongers j 
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faultie wandred,and irregular, 
Finde pardon on my true (ubmiffion. 

King. Heauen pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy affections, which doe hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors. 
Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft, 
Which by thy younger Brother is fupply'de ; 
Andartalmoft an alien to the hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd,and the Soule of euery man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. 
Had I fo lauifli of my prcfence beene, 
So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
So ftale and cheape to vulgar Company ; 
Opinion, that did helpe me to the Crowne, 
Had ftill kept loyall to pofleftion, 
And left me in reputeleffe banifliment, 
A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood. 
By being feldome feene.I could not ftirre, 
But like a Comet,I was wondred at, 

That 
J«4 
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That men would tell their Children, This it hee : 

Other* would fay; Where, Which is Buliinghroe{e. 

And then 1 ftole all Courtefie from Heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch Humilitie, 

That I did plucke Allegeance from mens hearts, 

Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthet, 

Euen in the prefence of the Crowned King. 

Thus I did keepe my Perfon frcdi and new, 

My Prefence like a Robe Pontifical), 

Ne're fecne,but wondred at : and fo my State, 

Seldomc but fumptuous, mewed like a Fcaft, 

And wonne by rarenefle fuch Solemnitie. 

The skipping King hee ambled vp and downe, 

With mallow Iefters,and raft Bauin Wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his State, 

Mingled his Royaltic with Carping Fooles, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, 

And gaue his Countenance, againft his Name, 

To laugh at gybing Boyes, and ftand the pufli 

Of eucry Beardleflc yaine Comparatiue ; 

Crew a Companion to the common Strectes, 

Enfeoff'd himfelfe to Popularitie : 

That being dayly fwallowed by mens Eyes, 

They furfeted with Honey, and began to loathe 

The tafte of SweetnefTe, whereof a little 

More then a little,is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be leene, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in lune. 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch Eyes, 

As ficke and blunted with Communitie, 

Affoord no extraordinarie Gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sunne-like Maicftie, 

When it mines feldome in admiring Eyes : 

But rather drow('d,and hung iheir eye lids downe, 

Slept in his Face, and rendrcd fuch afpeel 

As Cloudie men vfe to doe to their aduerfariet, 

Being with his prefence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 

And in that very Line, Harry, ftandeft thou: 

For thou haft loft thy Princely Priuiledge, 

With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But is awearie of thy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defir'd to fee thee more : 

Which now doth that I would not haue it doe, 

Make blinde it felfe with foolifh tendernefle. 

Prince. I fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felfe. 

King. For all the World, 
At thou art to this houre, was Richard then, 
When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ; 
And euen as I was then, is Percy now : 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, 
He hath more worthy intereft to the State 
Then thou, the fhadow of Succemon ; 
For of no Right, nor colour like to Right. 
He doth fill fields with Harneis in the Realme, 
Turnes head againft the Lyons armed Iawes ; 
And being no more in debt to yecres,then thou, 
Leades ancient Lords, and reuerent Bifhops on 
To bloody Battailes,and to brufing Armes. 
What neucr-dying Honor hath he got, 
Againft renowned De»g/at ' whofe high Deedes, 
Whofe hot Incurfions,anJ great Name in Arir.cs, 
Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie, 
And Militarie Title Capital I. 

Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thrice hath the Htfpur sMart, in fwathing Clothes, 

St 



This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes, 

Difcomfitcd great Dowgltu , ta'ne him once, 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp, 

And fluke the peace and fafetie of our Throne. 

And what fay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Arch-bifhops Grace of Yorlce, Drvglat, Mortimer, 

Capitulate againft vt,and are vp. 

But wherefore doe I tell thefe Newes to thee? 

Why , Harry , doe I tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my neer'ft and deareft Enemie ? 

Thou, that art like enough, through vaflTall Feare, 

Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleene, 

To fight againft me vnder Percies pay, 

To dogge his heelet,and curtfie at his frownes, 

To fhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you (hall not finde it fo : 
And Heauen forgiue them , that fo much haue fway'd 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me : 
I will redeeme all this on Perciei head, 
And in the clofing of fome glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne, 
When I will weare a Garment all of Blood, 
And ftaine my fauours in a bloody Maske: 
Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with it. 
And that fhall be the day, when ere it lights, 
That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne, 
This gallant Httjpur ,this all-prayfed Knight, 
And your vnthought-of Harry chance to meet : 
For euery Honor fitting on his Helmc, 
Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I fhall make this Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities : 
Percy is but my Faftor, good my Lord, 
To engrofTe vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe : 
And I wilt call him to fo Ariel account, 
That he fhall render euery Glory vp, 
Yea, euen the fleighteft worfhip of his time, 
Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heauen, I promife here : 
The which, if I performe, and doe furuiue, 
I doe befeech your Maicftie, may falue 
The long-gTOwne Wounds of my intrmperature : 
If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands, 
And I will dye a hundred thoufand Deaths, 
Ere breake the fmallcft parcell of this Vow. 

King . A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in thi» : 
Thou (halt haue Charge.and foueraigne truft herein. 

Enter 'Blunt. 

How now good Blunt > thy Lookcs arc foil of fpced. 

'Blunt. So hath the Bufineffe that I come to fpcake of. 
Lord (Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 
That 'Dovg/at and the Englifh Rebels met 
The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : 
A mightie and a fearefoll Head they are, 
(If Promifes be kept on eurry hand) 
As euer offered foule play in a State. 

King. The Earle of Weftmertand fet forth to day : 
With nim my fonne, Lord hhn of Lancafter, 
For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old. 
On Wednefday next, Harry thou fhalt fet forward: 
On Thurfday,wcc our feluet will march. 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and Harry,yoa fhall march 

f Through 
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Through Gloccftcr&irc : by which account, 
Our Bufineflc valued fome twelue dayes hence, 
Our generall Forces at Bridgcnorth Gull rneete. 
Our Handt are full of Bufinelfe : let's away, 
Aduantage (cedes him fat, while men delay. Exeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter FalSlaffe and *Bardc/fb. 

FalR. Bardtlpb, am I not falne away vilely, fmce this 
laftaclion? doc I not bate? doc 1 not dwindle? Why 
my skinne hangs about me like an olde Ladies loofc 
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple hbn. Well, 
He repent,and that fuddenly, white I am in fbme liking : 
I Jhall be out of heart Ihortly , and then I {hall hauc no 
ftrengtb to repent. And 1 hauc not forgotten what the 
in -fide of a Church is made of, I am a Fepper-Corne, a 
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church. Company , villa- 
nous Company hath beene the fpoyle of me. 

Bard. Sir hbn, you are fo fretfull, you cannot liuc 
long. 

Falft. Why there is it: Come, ring me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle- 
i need to be ; vertuous enough , fwore little, die'd not 
feuen times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not 
once in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I 
borrowed, three or foure times ; liued well, and in good 
compafle : and now I liue out of all order, out of corn- 
pa fle. 

'Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir hbn , that you mud 
needes bee out of all compaffe ; out of all rcafonable 
compafle, Sir hbn. 

Faift. Doe thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admiral!, thou beared the Lantcrne 
in the Poopc, but 'tis in the Nofe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

'Bard. Why , Sir Jtbn, my Face does you no harme. 
Falft. No, lie be fworne : 1 make as good vfe of it,, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Mements eflferi. 
I neuer fee thy Face, but I thinke vpon Hell fire, and Diutt 
that liued in Purple j for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertue, I would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath ihould bee, *2Jy tbu Fire : 
But thou art altogether giuen ouer ; and wert indecde, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke- 
neflfe. When thou ran'ft vp Cads-Hill in the Night, to 
catch my Horfe, if 1 did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an Igni/atumt , or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchase 
in Money. O, thou art a perpctuall Triumph, an euer- 
lafting Bone -fire- Light : thou haft faued me a thousand 
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night betwixt Tauerne and Taucrnc : But the Sack that 
thou hall drunke me, would hauc bought me Lights as 
good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I hauc 
maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirtie yeeres,Heauen reward rac for it. 



Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 
FalH. So lliould I be fure to be heart burn'd. 



How 
who pick 



Eater Heflefle. 
now, Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet 
,ick'd my Pocket ? 



Hoftcffe. Why Sir hbn, what doe you thinke, Sir hbn ? 
doe you thinke I keepe Thecues in my Houfe ? I haue 
fearch'd, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husband, Man by 
Man, Buy by Boy, Seruant by Scruant : the tight of a 
hayrc was neuer loft in my houfe befote. 

Falft. Ye lye Hofteffe : -dilpb was fliau'd, and loft 
many a hayre j and lie be fworne my Pocket wis pick'd : 
goe to, you are a Woman, goe. 

Htflejfe. Who I ? I dene thee : I was neuer call'd fo 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falft. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Ihliefe. No.Sir /oi«,you doe not know me,Sir hbn: 
I know you, Sir hbn : you owe me Money, Sir Itbn, and 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I bought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Falft. Doutas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them 
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boulters of 
them. 

Ihiltjji. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight 
(hillings an Ell : You owe Money here be fides, Sir hbn, 
for your Dyct, and by Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
foure and twentic pounds. 

Falft. Hec had his part of it, let him pay. 

HsfteJJe. Hec ? alas hce is poore , hee hath no- 
thing. 

Falft. How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face : What call 
you Rich ? Let them coync his Nofe, let them coync his 
Clieekes, lie not pay a Denier. What, will you make a 
Younker of me ? Shall 1 not take mine eafe in mine " 
but I Gull haue my Pocket pick'd ? I haue loft a 
Ring of my Grand fathers, worth fortie Markc. 

Htfttffe. I hauc heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falft. How? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneakc-Cuppe t 
and if hce were hccrc,I would cudgell him like a Doggc, 
if hee would fay fo. 

Enter tbe Trinee mareb'tng^nd Falftaffe mttti 
bim, flaying an bu Truncbian 
III? a Fife. 

Falft. How now Lad f is the Winde in that Doorc* 
Muft we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two,Ncwgatc falhion. 
HcSiefe. My Lord.I pray you heare me. 
Trinee. What fay'ft thou, MiftreiTe Quickly? How 
cs thy Husband ? I loue him well , hec is an honeft 
man. 

Hiftejfe. Good, my Lord, heare mcc. 
Falft. Prethee let her alone, and lift to mcc. 
Prince. What fay'ft thou, itch T 

Falft. The other Night I fell aflccpe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is turn'd 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. What didft thou lofe, Iac{e ? 

Falft. Wilt thou belceue me, Hal'. Three or foure Bonds 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Scale-Ring of my Grand- 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle, fome eight-penny matter. 
Heft. So I told him, my Lord ; and I faid, I heard your 
irace fay fo : and (my Lord) hec fpeakes m< 



moft vilely of 
as hee is, and faid, hce 



Grace 

you, like' a foulc-mouth'd 
would cudgell you. 

Prince. What hec did not ? 

Heft. There's ncyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elfc. 

Falft. There's 
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Falft. There's no more faith in thee then a ftu'de Prune; 
nor no more truth in thee, then in a drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood,Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife 
of the Ward to thee. Co, you nothing*, go. 

Haft. Say , what thing? what thing i 

Falft. What thing? why a thing to thanlce heauen on. 

Heft. I am no thing to thanlce heauen on, I wold thou 
Jhouldft know it 1 1 am an honeft mans wife : and fetting 
thy Knighthood afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Falft. Setting thy woman- hood afidc,thou art a bead 
to lay otherwife. 

Heft. Say, what beaft,thou knaue thou ? 

Fal. What beaft/ Why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, fir Iobnt Why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why? She's neither filh nor fleu; a man knowes 
not where to haue her. 

Heft . Thou art vniuft man in faying Co ; thou, or anie 
nun knowes where to haue me , thou knaue thou. 

Prince. Thou fay'ft true Hoftcffe.and he 
moft grofTcly. 

Heft. So be doth you, my Lord, and fayde this other 
day, Yin, ought him a thoufand pound. 

Prime. Sirrah, do I owe you a thoufand pound t 
Falft. A thoufand pound Half A Million. Thy loue is 
orth a Million : thou ow'ft me thy loue. 
Heft. Nay my Lord, he call'd you lacke, and faid bee 

cndgell you. 
Fal. Did I, Barddpb* 
'Bar. Indeed Sir lobn, you faid fo. 
Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
Prince. I lay 'tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee as good as 
thy word now i 

Fal. Why Hal* thou know'ft,as thou art but a man, I 
dare : but, at thou art a Prince, I feare thee, as 1 feare the 
roaring of the Lyons Whclpe. 

Printt. And why not aa the Lyon ? 
Fal. The King himfclfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ft thou thinke He feare thee, as 1 feare thy Father?nay 
if I do, let my Girdle breake. 

Prin. O.if it mould, how would thy guttet fall about 
thy knees. But firra : There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honefty, in this bofome of thine ; it is all fill'd rppe 
with Guttes and MidritTc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 
imboft Kafcjll, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Taucme Recknings, Memorandum) of Bawdie-houtes, 
and one poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were enrich'd with anie o 
ther injuries but thefe, I am a Villaine : And yet you will 
it- nd to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou nut 
aflum'd ? 

Fal. Do'ft thou heare Hal ? Thou know'ft in the ftate 
of Innocency, Adam fell : and what mould poore Jac{e 
Falftafft do, in the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeft, I haue 
more flefl* then another man, and therefore more frailty. 
You confefle then you pickt my Pocket t 

Prin. It appeares fo by the Story. 

Fal. HoftelTe, I forgiue thee : 
Go make ready Break/aft, loue thy Husband, 
Lookc to thy Servants, and cherifti thy Guefts ! 
Thou flu It find me tradable to any honeft reafon: 
Thou feeft, 1 am pacified ftiil. 
Nay, I prethee be gone. 

Exit Hefteffe. 

Now Hal, to the ncwes at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
Howisthatanfwered? 



Prin. O my fweet Beefe : 
I muft ftill be good Angell to thee. 
The Monie is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O.I do not like that paying backe, 'tis • double 
Labour. 

Prin. I am good Friends with my Fathcr.and may do 

'%V. ln Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do'ft, 
and do it with vnwalVd hands too. 
'Bard. Do my Lord. 

Prin. I haue procured thee /art/, a Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene of Horfe. Where fhal I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe of two and 
twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouided. Wcl 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they ofterfd none but 
the Vertuous. I bud them, 1 praife them. 

Prin. 'Bardo/fb. 

'Bar. My Lord. 

Prin. Go bcare this Letter to Lord loim of Lancafter 
To my Brother loim. This to my Lord of Weftmcrland, 
Go /'..• , to horfe : for thou, and I, 
Haue thirtie mile* to ride yet ere dinner time. 

meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a clocke in the afttrnoone, 
There (halt thou know thy Charge, and there rcceiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Ptrek ftands on bye, 
And either they, or we muft lower lye. 

Fal. Rare words ! braue world. 
HoflefTe,my breakfaft, come : 
Oh, I could wiih this Tauerne were my drumme. 



ABusQuartus. Scaena'Prima. 



Enter Harri, Hctjfurre, Wtrcefier, 
and Di»gtat. 

Het. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie, 
Such attribution fiSould the Dvwgtat haue, 
As not a Souldiour of this feaibns ftampe, 
Should go fo general! currant through the world. 
By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Brauer place 
In my hearts loue , hath no man then your Selfe. 
Nay,taske me to my word : approue me Lord. 

Dew. Thou art the King of Honor t 
No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 
But I will Beard him. 



Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well. What 
I can but thanke you. 

Miff. Thefe Letters come 

Hot. Letters from him? 
Why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Me/. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is greeuous ficke. 

//•.• Howr> haz he the lcyfure to be ficke 
In (uch a iuftling time? Who ieades hit power ? 
Vndcr whofe Gonemraent cotr 
fa 
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Mtjf. His Letters beares his minde, not I hit minde. 

tVor. I prethce tell me ) doth he kcepe his Bed ? 

Mtjf. He did, my Lord,fourc dayes ere I fet forth : 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his Phyfician. 

ffor. I would the ftate of time had firft beene whole, 
Ere he by fkkneffc had beene vilited t 
Hit health was neuer better worth then now. 

/iW^.Sickenow? droope now? thia fickne* doth infec* 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 
Tis catching hither, euen to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward fickneffe, 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo foone be drawne: nor did he thJnke it 
To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any Soule rcmou'd,but on his owne. 
Yet doth he giue v* bold aducrtifement, 
That with our fmall coniunAion we fhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is difpos'd to vs : 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becaufe the King is certaincly pofTcft 
Of all our purpofes. What lay you to it ? 

Wer. Your Fathers ftckneffc is a mayme to vs. 

Hotfi. A perillous G ah, a very Limme lopt off : 
And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Sretnes more then we mall finde it. 
Were it good, to fet the exadj wealth of all our 
All at one Caft? To fet fo rich a mayne 
On the nice haiard of one doubtfull houre, 
It were not good : for therein would we reide 
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope, 
The very Lift, the very vtmoft Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dewg. Faith, and fo wee mould, 
Where now remaines a fwcet reuerfion. 
We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope 
Of what is to come in : 
A comfort of rctyrement Hues in this. 

Httjfr. A Randeuous ,a Home to flye vnto, 
If that the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires. 

Wot. But yet I would your Father h 
The Qualitie and Heirc of our Attempt 
Brookes no diuifion : It will be thought 
By fome,that know not why he is away, 
That wifedomc.loyaltie, and meere dillike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from 
And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tyde of fcarclull Faction, 
And breede a kinde of queftion in our caule : 
For well you know, wee of the offring fide, 
Muft kecpe aloofe from ftridt arbitrement, 
And ftop all fight- holes, euery loope,from 
The eye of reafon may pric in vpon vs : 
This abfence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 
That ffcewes the ignorant a kinde of feare, 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hotjp. You ftrayne too farre. 
I rather of his abfence make this vfe i 
It lends a Luftre,and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterprise, 
Then if the Earle were here : for men mn 
If we without his helpc.can make a Head 
To pum againft the Kingdomc ; with his helpe, 
We mail o're-turne it topfie-turuy downe : 
Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 



here: 



Da»g. As heart can thinke : 
There is not fuch a word fpoke of in 
At this Dreame of Feare. 



Enter Sir Richard V erntm. 

Hotj}>. My Coufin Vtnwn, welcome by my Soule. 

Vim. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome , Lord. 
The Earle of Weftmerland, feuen thoufand ftrong, 
la marching hither- wards, with Prince Jebm. 

Hotjp. No harme: what more ? 

Vern, And further, I haue learn'd, 
The King himfelfe in perfon hath list forth, 
Or hither-wards intended fpeedily, 
With ftrong and mightie preparation. 

Hotjp. He (hall be welcome too. 
Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed Mad -Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And bis Cumradcs.that daft the World afide, 
And bid it paffe ? 

Verm. All furaifht, all in Arroes , 
All plum'd like Eftridges, that with the 
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coatcs,likc Images, 
As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummcr, 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wilde as y 
I faw young Harry with his Bcuer on, 
His Cufhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 
Rife from the ground like feathered cMereury, 
And vaulted with fuch eaie into his Seat, 
As if an Angcll dropt downe from the 
To turne and windc a fierie Pegafut, 
And witch the World with Noble " 

Hotjf>. No more, no more, 
Worie then the Sunne in March : 
This prayfe doth nourifh Agues: let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of fmoakie Warre, 
All hot, and bleeding, will wee offer them t 
The maylcd cMari mall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the cares in blood. I am on fire, 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to bcare me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry, mall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meetc,and ne're part, till one drop downe a Coarfc* 
Oh , that Gltr.devrtr were come. 

Vtr. There is more newes : 
I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourctcene dives. 

Dng. That's the worft Tidings that I heare of 

ffcr. I by my faith, that beares a frofty found. 
Hitjfi. What may the Kings whole Batuile reach 
vnto ? 

Vtr. To thirty thoufand. 
Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father and Ciendower being both away, 
The powres of vs, may ferue fo great a day. 
Come, let vs take a mufter fpeedily: 
Doomcfday is ncerc; dye all, dye merrily. 

Dam. Talke not of dying,I am out of feare 
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one halfr yearc. 

Omnti. 



Dl 
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Scana Secunda. 



Enter Falftaffe and Bardclfb. 

Falfl. 'Bardelfb, get thee before to Couentry, fill me a 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldicrs (hall march through: wee'le 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. 

'Bar J. Will you giue me Money, Captaine • 
FalB. Lay out, lay out. 
'Bard. This Bottle make* an Angell. 
Fa/ft. And if it doe, take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twentie, take them all, He anfwerc the (Joy n age. 
Bid my Lieutenant Peto meete me at the Towne* end. 
'Bard. I will Captaine : farewell. Exit. 
Falji. If I be not afliam'd of my Souldiers, I am a 
fowc't-Gumet : I haue mif-vt'd the Kings Prefle dam- 
nably. I haue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie 
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pound*. I prefle me 
none but good Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire 
me out contracted Batchelert, fuch ai had beene atk'd 
twice on the Bane*: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaue*, 
a* had a* lieue heare the Deuill, a* a Drumme ; fuch a* 
feare the report of a Caliuer,worfe then a ftruck-Foole, 
or a hurt wilde-Duckc. I preft me none but fuch Toftes 
and Butter, with Heart* in their Bellyet no bigger then 
Pinne* head*, and they haue bought out their ieruices : 
And now, my whole Charge confifts of Ancient*, Cor- 
poral*, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues at 
ragged a* Laxarm in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- 
ton* Dogge* licked hi* Sore* ; and fuch, as indeed were 
neuer Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen, youn- 
ger Sonne* to younger Brothers, reuolted Taplters and 
Oftlers, Trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme World, and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fae'd Ancient ; and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
roomes of them that haue bought out their feruice*: that 
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totter 'J 
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
DrafTe and Huskes. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the 
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowe* : He 
not march through Couentry with them, that'* flat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, a* if 
they had Gyues on; for indeede, I had the mod of them 
out of Prifon. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt i* two Napkin* tackt to- 
gether, and throwne ouer the moulder* like a Heralds 
Coat, without fleeue* s and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
Hoft of S. Albone*, or the Red-Nofe 
Dauintry. But that's all one,they'le linde 
1 on euery Hedge. 



Enter tbt Printed tbt Lard of Weftmer land. 



Prince. How now blowne lac 



now Quilt ? 



Falji. What Half How now mad Wag, what a Deuill 
do'ft thou in Warwickshire ' My good Lord of Weft- 
merland, I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al- 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 

ffefl. 'Faith, Sir hkn,'m more then time that I were 
there, and you too : but my Powers are there alreadie. 
The King,l can tell you, looke* for n all s we muft away 
all to Night. 
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Falfl. Tut, neuer feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 
fteale Creame. 

Prince. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter : but tell me, iV^ whofe 
fellowes are thefe that come after? 

Falfl. Mine, //j/, mine. 

Prince. I did neuer fee fuch pittifull Rafcalt. 

Falfl. Tut, tut, good enough to tofletfoode for Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit, a* well a* 
turn man, mortal! men,mortall men. 

Wtflm. I, but Sir loin, me thinke* they 
poore and bare, too beggarly. 

Falfl. Faith, for their pouertie, I know not where they 
had tint j and for their barenefle, I am fure they neuer 
learn'd that of me. 

Pr/««.No,IIe be fworne,vnle(Te you call three finger* 
on the Ribbes bare. But firra,make hafte, Percy is already 
in the field. 

Falfl. What, is the King encamp'd? 

fTeflm. Hce i», Sir hbn , I feare wee mall flay too 
long. 

Falfl. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin- 
ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft. 



Scana Tertia. 



Enter Hotjpur, fforccfler, Lhvgtat , and 

Hotjp. Wee'le fight with him to Night. 
Wore. It may not be. 
Dewg. You giue him then aduantage. 
Vern. Not a whit. 

Ht,tff>. Why fay you fo Mookca he not for fupply? 
Vern. So doe wee. 

Hotjp. Hi* it certaine.ours i* doubtful). 

Were. Good Coufin be aduis'd,ftirre not to night. 

Vern. Doe not, my Lord. 

Dewg. You doc not counfaile well : 
You fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Vern. Doe me no I lander, /) .vglat: by my Life, 
And I dare wetl maintains it with my Life, 
If well-refpedcd Honor bid me on, 
I hold as little counfaile with weake feare, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day 
Let it be feene to morrow in the Battel), 
Which of vs feares. 

Dt-mg. Yea.or to night. 

Vern. Content. 

Hat#. To night, fay I. 

Vern. Come, come.it may not be. 
I wonder much, being me of fuch grea 
That you fore-fee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe 
Of my Coufin Vernant are not yet come vp, 
Your Vnckle Werccflert Horfe came but to day, 
And now their pride and mettal) i* afteepe, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horfe it halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Httjp. So are the Horfes of the Enemie 
In generall iourney bated, and brought low : 
The better part of ours are full of reft. 

f 3 Wer. The 

-— 
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Wore. The number of the King exceedeth our» : 
For Gods fake, Coufin, iky till all come in. 



The Trumpet fo 



h 



Parity. Enter Sir 



Walter Want . 

'Blunt. I come with gracious offer* from the King, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing, and ret peel. 

Hctjp. Welcome, Sir #V/rr '■Blunt: 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of v» loue you well : and euen thofc fome 
Enuic your great deferuings,and good name, 
Becaufe you arc not of our qualitie, 
But Hand againft vs like an Enemie. 

'Blunt. And Heauen defend.but rtill I fliould ftand fo, 
So long at out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You (land againft anoynted Maieftie. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon 
Vou coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace, 
Such bold Hoftilitic, teaching his dutioui Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King 
Hauc any way your good Defcrts forgot, 
Which he confeffeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your Gricfcj,and with all fpced 
Vou (hall haue your dcfires.with intercft; 
And Pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe, 
Herein mi»-led,by your fuggeftion. 

Hotffi. The King Ukinde: 
And well wee know, the King 
Known at what time to promife.when to pay. 
My Father,my Vncklc,and my felfe, 
Did giue him that fame Koyaltic he wcarcs : 
And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched, and low, 
A poorc vnminded Out-law, fneaking home, 
My Father gaue him welcome to the fliore : 
And when he heard him fwcare.and vow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancafter, 
To fue his Line tie, and begge his Peace, 
With teares of Innocencic,and tearmes of Zeale \ 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mou'd, 
Swore him afliftance.and perform 'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu'd Northumber land did leane to him. 
The more and lefTe came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes, 
La yd Gifts before him.proffer'd him their Oathe*, 
Gaue him their Hcires,as Pages followed him, 
Euen at the hceles,in golden multitudes. 
He prefcntly.as Greatncffc knowes it felfe, 
Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Made to my Father, while his blood was poorc, 
Vpon the naked wore at Raucnfpurgh : 
And now (forfooth) takes on him to reforme 
Some eertaine Edicts, and fome ftrait Decrees, 
That lay too hcauieon the Common- wealth; 
Crycs out vpon abufcs,fccmcs to weepe 
Oucr his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 
This fecming Brow of luitice.di.J he winne 
The hearts of all that hee did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Fauorites,thal the abfent King 
In deputation left behindc him hctre, 



When hee was perfonall in the Irifli Warre. 

'Blunt. Tut, I came not to hearc this. 

Hotjf>. Then to the point. 
In mort time after, hee depos'd the King. 
Soone after that,depriu'd him of his Life : 
And in the neck of that, task': the whole State. 
To make that worfe,fuffer'd his Kinfman tMarcb, 
Who is, if euery Owner were plac'd, 
Indcede his King,to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ranfome,to lye forfeited: 
Difgrac'd me in my happic Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage difmifs'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wrong, 
And in conclulion,drouc vs to fecke out 
This Head of fafetie; and withall, to prie 
Into his Title : the which wee finde 
Too indirect, for long continuance. 

'Blunt. Shall I rcturne this anfwer to the King ? 

NetjP. Not fo, Sir Walter. 
Wee'le with-draw a while j 
Goe to the King,and let there be impawn'd 
Some furetie for a fafc rcturne againc, 
And in the Morning early (hall my Vnckle 
Bring him our purpofe : and fo farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Louc. 

Hotjfr. And't may be.fo wee f 

Blunt. Pray Heauen you doe. 



Scena Quarta. 



Eater tbe Arcb-Bijbcp of Versanti Sir Aficbell. 

Arcb. Hie, good Sir Micbell, beare this fealcd Briefc 
With winged hade to the Lord Marwal), 
This to my Coufin Screefe, and all the reft 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they doe import, 
Vou would make haftc. 

Sir Micb. My good Lord, I gueffc their tenor. 

Arcb. Like enough you doe. 
To morrow, good Sir Miebell, is a day, 
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muff bide the touch. For Sir.at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly giuen to vnderftind, 
The King, with mightie and quick-rayfed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harry: and I feare, Sir Michel!, 
What with the fickneffe of Northumberland, 
Whofe Power was in the fjrft proportion ; 
And what with Oven Glendcvers abfence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely too, 
And comes not in,ouer-rurd by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake, 
To wage an inftant tryal) with the King. 

Sir Micb.W by. my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is 'Dvmglas, and Lord tMor timer. 

Arcb. No,cMtrtimtr is not there. 

SirMie.But there is Mordant, Vernon, Lord Harry Terey, 
And there is my Lord of Worccfter, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. 

Artb. And 
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tArtb. And fo there is, but yet the King hath 
The fpcciall head of all the Land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord hbn of Lancafter, 
The Noble Welhnerland, and warlike 'Blunt ; 
And many moe Corriuals,and J pare men 
Of cftimation, and command in Armcs. 

SrM. Doubt not my Lord, he mall be well oppos'd 
%Arcb. I hope no leffe? Yet needful! 'til to feare, 
And to preuent the worft, Sir Afiebell fpecd ; 
For if Lord Percy thriuc not, ere the King 
Difmiirc his power, he meanes to vine v» : 
For he hath heard of our Confederacie, 
And, 'tis but Wifedorae to make ftrong againft him : 
Therefore make haft, I mult go write againe 
To other Friends : and fo farewcll.Sir Mitbell. 



Aftus Quintus. Scena 'Prima. 



tbe King, Print of Valet, Lord lob* of 
Earle oflVeftmcrU*d,S,r IValttr Blunt, 
and Fatflafft. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to pecre 
Aboue yon busky hill : the day lookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prin. The Southerne winde 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 
And by his hollow whiftling in the Leaues, 
Fortels a Tempcft,and a bluft'ring day. 

King. Then with the lofcrs let it fympathize, 
For nothing can feeme fbule to thofe that win. 

Tlx Trumpet Joundt. 

Enter Worctfitr. 

King. How now my Lord of Worftcr? Tis not well 
That you and I mould meet vpon fuch tearmcs, 
As now we meet. You haue deceiu'd our truft, 
And made vs doffe our eafic Robes of Peace, 
To cruih our old limbes in vngentle Steele : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What fay you to it? Will you againe vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all-abhorred Warre? 
And moue in that obedient Orbc againe, 
Where you did giue a faire and natural! light, 
And be no more an exhall'd Meteor, 
A prodigie of Feare, and a Portent 
Of broached Mifcheefc, to the vnborne Times? 

tror. Hearc mc, my Liege : 
For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the Lagge-end of my life 
With quiet houres : For I do proteft, 
I haue not fought the day of this diflikc. 

King. You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Prin. Peace,Chewet, peace. 

rVor. It plcas'd your Maicfty, to turne yoi 
Of Fauour, from my Selfe, and all our Houfe j 
And yet 1 muft remember you my Lord, 
We were the firft, and dearcft of your Friends : 
For yoti, my ftaffe of Office did 1 breake 
In R'ubardt time, and poafted day and night 
To meetc you on the way, and kiffe your hand, 



When yet you were in place, and in account 

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I ; 

It was my Sclfr, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 

The danger of the time. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncafter, 

That you did nothing of purpofc'gainft the State, 

Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right, 

The feate of Gaunt, Dukcdomc of Lancafter, 

To this, we fware our aide : But in ftiort fpace, 

It rain'd downe Fortune ihowring on your hcjd, 

And fuch a floud of Greatncfle fell on you, 

What with our helpe,what with the abfent King, 

What with the iniurics of wanton time, 

The feeming fufteranccs that you had borne, 

And the contrarious Windrs that held the King 

So long in the vnlucky Irilh Warre*, 

That all in England did repute him dead : 

And from this fwarme of faire aduantages, 

You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the generall fway into your hand, 

Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter, 

And being fed by vs, you vs'd vt fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did opprefle our Neft, 

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

That euen our Louc d,urft not come necrc your fight 

For feare of fwallowing : But with nimble wing 

We were infore'd for fafcty fake, to flye 

Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head, 

Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch meanes 

As you your fclfe, haue forg'd againft your felfe, 

By vnkinde vfage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 

Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize. 

Kin. Thele things indcede you haue articulated, 
Proclaim'd at Market Crufles,rcad in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With forae fine colour, that may plcafc the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes 
Of hurly burly Innouation : 
And neuer yet did InfurrcOion want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his caufe : 
Nor moody Bcggars,ftaruing for a time 
Of pell-mell hauockc.and confufion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a foule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 
If once they ioyne in trial!. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 
In praife of Henry Percit: By my Hopes, 
This prefent enterprize fct off his head, 
I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 
More acliuc, valiant, or more valiant yong, 
More daring,or more bold, is now aliue, 
To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds. 
For my part, I may fpeake it to my flume, 
I haue a Truant beene to Chiualry, 
And fo I heare, he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my Fathers Maicfty, 
I am content that he mall ulce the oddes 
Of his great name and eftimation, 
And will, to fauc the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 

King. And Prince of Walcs,fo dare we venter thee, 
Albeit, confiderations infinite 



Do 
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Do make againft it : No good Wot ft rr, no, 
We loue our people well ; euen thole we loue 
That are mi (led vpon your Coufins part : 
And will they take the offer of our Grace : 
Both he, and they,and you; yea,euery man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and He be hit. 
So tell your Coufin, and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yecld, 
Rebuke and dread correction waite on vs, 
And they mall do their Office. So bee gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply, 
We offer faire, take it aduifedly. 

Exit Wtretfttr. 

Priii. It will not be accepted,on my life, 
The Dcvglae and the Hotjpurre both together, 
Are confident againft the world in Armet. 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to hit charge, 
For on their anfwer will we fet on them ; 
And God befriend vs, at our caufc it iuft. Exeunt. 
Mattel Prince and Falflaffe. 

Fal. Hal, if thou fee medowne in the battell, 
And beftride me, fo ; 'tit a point of friendfhip. 

JV/VNothing but a Coloflus can do thee that frendfhip 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fat. I would it were bed time Ha/,»nd*U well. 

Trh. Why, thou ow'ft heauen a death. 

Faift. *Tit not due yet : I would bee loath to pay him 
before hit day. What' neede I bee fo forward with him, 
that call's not on me ? Well, 'tit no matter, Honor pricket 
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on ? How then ? Can Honour fet too a legge?No : or an 
arme ? No : Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie, then ?No.What ii Ho- 
nour } A word. What it that word Honour? Ayre ; A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy'dc a Wednes- 
day. Doth he feele it? No. Doth hee heare it? No. It it 
infenfible then? yea, to the dead. But wil it not liue with 
the liuing? No. Why ? Detraction wil not fuffer it.ther- 
fbre He none of it. Honour it a mccte Scutcheon, and fo 
endi my Catechifine. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Wtrcefler, and Sir ^(bard Vernon. 

Wtr. O no.my Nephew mull not know,Sir Richard, 
The liberall kinde offer of the King. 

Vtr. Twere beft he did. 

fftr. Then we are all vndone. 
It it not poflible, it cannot be, 
The King would keepe hit word in louing vt, 
He will fufped vt dill, and fin ic a time 
To punifh thit offence in othert faults : 
Suppofition,all our liuea, fhall be flucke full of eyes} 
For Treafon it but trufled like the Foxe, 
Who ne're fo tame, fo ehcrifht.and lock'd vp, 
Will haue a wilde tricke of hit Anceffort : 
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily, 
Interpretation will mifquote our lookes, 
And we fhall feede like Oien at a flail, 
The better cherifhr, flill the nearer death. 
My Nephewet trcfpafTe may be well forgot, 
It hath the excufc of youth,and heate of blood, 



And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge, 

A haire-brain'd Iht d'urn ,goucrn'J by a Spleene: 

All hit offencet liue vpon my head, 

And on hit Fathert. We did traine him on, 

And his corruption being tane from vt, 

We at the Spring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliuer what you will, 1 1c fay 'tj* fo. 
Heere comes your Cofin. 

Enter Hotjfiurrt. 

Hot. My Vnkle it rerum'd, 
Deliuer vp my Lord of Wcftmerland. 
Vnkle, what newe-f 

Vor. The King will bid you .battell prefently. 

'Di.tr. Dcfic him by the Lord of Wcftmerland. 

Hat. Lord D&wglat : Go you and tell him fo. 

Dew. Marry and fhall, and verie willingly. 

Exit DtntgUl. 

War. There it no fecming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid. 

Mri I told him gently of our greeuancet, 
Of hit Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now forfwearing that he is fbrfwornc, 
He calt vt Rebel.-, Traitors,and will fcourge 
With haughty armet, thit hatefull name in vt. 

Enter Dtvglai. 

t Dc». Arme Centlcmen, to Armet, for I banc thrown 
A braue defiance in King Henriti teeth 1 
And Wcftmerland that was ingag'd did beare it, 
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on. 

ffer. The Prince of Walet flept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight. 

Het. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads, 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry Msnmeutb. Tell me, tell mec, 
How fhew'd hit Talking ?Seem'd it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by my Soule : I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg'd more modeflty, 
Vnlefle a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife, and proofc of Armet. 
He gaue you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trimm'd vp your praifes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your deferuingt like a Chronicle, 
Making you euer better then his praife, 
By flill difpraifing praife, valew'd with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe, 
And chid hit Trewant youth with fuch a Grace, 
At if he maflred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly : 
There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-liue the enuie of thit day, 
England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope, 
So much mifconftraed in his WantonnefTe. 

Htt. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On hit Folliet : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 
I will imbracc him with a Souldiers arme, 
That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefie. 
Arme.arme with fpecd. And Fellow's, Soldiers, Friends, 
Better confidcr what you haue to do, 
That 1 that haue not well the gift of Tongue, 
Can 
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Can lift your blood vp with pcrfwafion. 
Enter a sMcjfemger. 
MtJ. My Lord, heere are Letters for you. 

OGentlemen, the time of life is fliort; 
To fpend that (hortneflc bafely,were too long. 
If life did ride vpon a Dials point, 
Still ending at the arriuall of an houre, 
And if we Hue, we liue to txeade on Kings: 
If dye} brauc death, when Princes dye with vs; 
Now for our Conferences, the Acmes is faire, 
When the intent for bearing them is iu it. 

Eittrr another t^fefflmger. 

Mef. My Lord prepare, the ICing comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale: 
For I profetTe not talking: Onely this, 
Let each man do his bed. And heere I draw a Sword, 
Whofe worthy temper 1 intend to ftaine 
With the beft blood that 1 can meete withall, 
In the aduenture of this perillous day. 
Now Efperance Percy, and fet on t 
Sound all the lofty Instruments of Warre, 
And by that Mulicke, let vs all imbrace : 
For heauen to earth, fome of vs neuer /hall, 
A fecond time do fuch a cuccclic. 

They embrace,tbe Trumpet i hum J, the King enter rib 
with tu fewer, alarum vnto the battell. Then enter 
Dowglai ,and Sr Walter 'Blunt. 

iWu.What is thy name, that in battel thus y crofleft me? 
What honor doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 

Dew. Know then my name is Dtwglai, 
And I do haunt thee in the battell thus, 
Becaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deere to day hath bought 
Thy likeneffe : for infted of thee King Harry, 
This Sword hatb ended him, fo (hall it thee, 
VnlelTe thou yeeld thee as a Prifoner. 

Blu. I was not borne to yeeld, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou (halt finde a King that will reuenge 
Lords Staffords death. 

Figbt, Blunt it fiaine, then enter t Hotjpur. 

Htt. O Dowglai, had ft thou fought at Holmedon thus 
I neuer had triumphed o're a Scot. 

Dow. All's done.all's won,here breathles lies the king 

Htt. Where/ 
Dew. Heere. 

Hot. This Dowglai* No, I know this face full well : 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was'B/W, 
Semblably furnilh'd like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foolc : go with thy loule whether it 
A borrowed Title haft thou bought too deere. 
Why didft thou tell me, that thou wer't a King i 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 

'Dow. Now by my Sword,! will kill all his Coates, 
He murder all his Wardrobe peece by peece, 
Vntill I meet the King. 

Hat. Vp,and away, 
Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day. Exeunt 
t Alarum, and enter Faljlafft Jalui, 

Fal. Though I could fcape wot-free at London,! fear 
the wot heere : here's no fcoring, but vpon the pate.Soft 
who are you ? Sir Walter 'Blunt, there's Honour for you : 
here's no vanity, I am as hot as molten Lead, and as hea- 
uy too ; heauen keepe Lead out of mee, I neede no more 
weight then mine owne Bowelles. I haue led my rag of 
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Muffins where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my 
1 50. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du- 
ring life. But who comes heere f 
Enter the Prince. 

iV/.What.ftand'ft thou idle here? Lend me thy fword, 
Many a Nobleman likes ftarke and ftiffe 
Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies, 
Whofe death* are vnrcueng'd. Prethy lend me thy fword 

Fal. O Hal,l prethee giue me leaue to breath awhile : 
Turke Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Acmes, as I haue 
done this day. I haue paid Percy, I haue made him fure. 

Prin. He is indeed, and liuing to kill thee : 
I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Falfi. Nay Hal, if Percy bee aliue, thou getft not my 
Sword ; but take my Piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Giue it me : What, is it in the Cafe t 

Fal. I Hal, 'tis hot : There s that will Sacke a City. 

The Trince drawet out a 'Bottle of Sackf. 

Prin. What, is it a time to ieft and dally now. £xit. 

Tbrowet it at Aim. 

Fal. If Percy be aliue, He pierce him : if he do come in 
my way,fo : if he do not, if I come in his ( willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning 
honour at Sir Walter hath : Giue mee life, which if I can 
faue, fo : if not, honour come* vnlook'd for, and thcr's an 
end. Exit 



Scena Tertia. 



*Alarum,excurf out, enter tbe King,tbe Prince, 
Lard hbn ofLancafier, and Ear It 
of Weftmerland. 

King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy fclfe, thou blee- 
deft too much: Lord hbn of Lancafter, go you with him. 

P. lob. Not I, my Lord.vnlefle I did bleed too. 

Prin. I befeech your Maiefty make vp, 
Leaft you retirement do amaze your friend*. 

King. I will do fo : 
My Lord of Weftmerland Icade him to his Tent. 

Vfcfl. Come my Lord, He leade you to your Tent. 

Prin. Lead me my Lord? I do not need your helpe t 
And heauen forbid a (hallow fcratch mould driue 
The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 
Where ftain'd Nobility lyes troden on, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in maiTacret. 

lob. We breath too long: Come cofin Weftmerland, 
Our duty thi* way lies, for heauens fake come. 

Prin. By heauen thou haft deceiu'd me Lancafter, 
I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit: 
Before, I lou'd thee a* a Brother, hbn ; 
But now, I do refpeit thee as my Soule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the point, 
With luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warriour. 

Prin. O this Boy, lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 
Enter Dowglai. 

Dew. Another King?They grow like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Dowglai, fatal! to all thofe 
That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'ft the perfon of a King ? 

King. The King himfelfe : who Dowglai grieues at hart 

So 
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So many of hit Ihadowes thou haft met, 
And not the very King. I haue two Boycl 
Scelce "Percy and thy felfe about the Field : 
But feeing thou fall'ft on me fo luckily, 
I will aiTay thee : fo defend thy felfe. 

Dew. I feare thou art another counterfeit : 
And yet hi faith thou beat 'ft thee like a King ; 
But mine I am fure thou art, whoere thou be, 
And thus I win thee. They figbt, tbt KJxing in danger, 
Enter Prince. 

Prim. Hold vp they head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe : the Spirit! 
Of raliant Sherly,Stafford, c Blunt,m in my Anna; 
It it the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. 

Tbey Fight , Divglai fiyetb. 
Chcerely My Lord: how fare's your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Gavefey hath for fuccour fent, 
And fo hath Qlifttn : He to Clifton ftraight. 

King. Stay, and breath awhile. 
Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion, 
And wcw'd thou mak'ft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to mee. 

Prin. O heauen, they did me too much iniury, 
That cuer faid I hearkned to your death. 
If it were fo, I might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Dcrrglat ouer you, 
Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, 
As all the poyfonous Potions in the world, 
And fau'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to Qlifton,\\*. to Sir Nicholas Gaufey. Exit 
Enter Hotffrur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Menmeutb. 

Prin. Thou fpeak'ft as if I would deny my name. 

Hut. My name is Harrit Percie. 

Pn'ir.Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales.and thinkc not ferey, 
To (hare with me in glory any more : 
Two Starrcs kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brooke a double reignr, 
Of Harry Percy,»nd the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor fliall it Harry, for the houre is come 
To end the one of vsj and would to heauen, 
Thy name in Armcs, were now as gTcat as mine. 

Prin. He make it greater, ere I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft, 
lie crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hat. 1 can no longer brooke thy Vanities. F'gbt. 
Enter Falftaffc. 

Fa/. Well faid Ha/,to it Hal. Nay you fttall finde no 
Boycs play heere, I can tell you. 

Enter Dovglat.be figbt l with Falftaffc ,vtbo fall down 

at if be trere dead. The Prince K/Slrt b Pertie. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth : 
I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, 
Then thofe proud Titles thou haft wonne of me, 
They wound my thoghts worfe.then the fword my ticfli: 
But thought's tie flaue of Life, and Life, Times foolej 
And Time, that takes furuey of all the world, 
Muft haue a ftop. O, I could Prophetic, 
But that the Earth, and the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue : No iVrv,thou art dull 
And food for 

Prin. For Wormes,brauc JVrv.Farewell great heart! 
Ill-weau'd Ambition, how much art thou fhrunke? 
When that this bodie did containe a fpirit, 



A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound : 
But now two paces of the vileft Earth 
Is roome enough. This Earth that bearei the dead, 
Bearcs not aliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 
If thou wer't fenfible of curtefie, 
I mould not make fo great a (hew of Zeale. 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 
And eucn in thy bchalfe,Ilc thanke my felfe 
For doing thefe fayre Rites of TendcrnelTe. 
Adieu.and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue, 
But not remembrcd in thy Epitaph. 
What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this flefl> 
Keepe in a little lifefPoorc lacke, farewell : 
I could haue better fpar'd a better man. 
O, I ftiould haue a heauy mifle of thee, 
If I were much in loue with Vanity. 
Death hath not ftruckc fo fat a Deere to day, 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 
Imbowell'd will I fee thee by and by, 
Till then/in blood, by Noble Perete lye. Exit. 
Falftaffc rifetb vp. 

Falft. Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mee to day, lie 
giue you leaue to powder me, and eat me too to morow. 
Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot, 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfcit? I am no coun- 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for hee it but the 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liueth,it to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life in- 
deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion ; in the 
which better part, I haue faued my life. I am affraidc of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
mould counterfeit too, and rife? I am afraid hee would 
proue the better counterfeit: therefore He make him fure; 
yra,and He fwcare I kill'd him. Why may not hee rife as 
well as I : Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodic 
fees me.Therefore firra, with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along me. Takes Hotjpurre on bu back*. 

Enter Prince and Ubn cf Lancafltr. 

Prin. Come Brother John, full brauely haft thou flelht 
thy Maiden fword. 

hhn. But foft, who haue we heere ? 
Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 
Rreathlcfle.and bleeding on the ground: Art thou aliue? 
Or is it fantafie that playcs vpon our eye-fight i 
I prethee fpcake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our cares. Thou art not what thou feenVft. 

Fat. No, that's certaine : I am not a double man : but 
if I be not lack* Falft jffe,then am I a lacke : There is Prr- 
cy,\f your Father will do me any Honor,fo: if not, let him 
kill the ne*t Percie himfelfe. 1 looke to be either Earle or 
Duke, I can allure you. 

Prin. Why, Percy 1 kill'd my felfe, and faw thee dead. 

Fal. Did'ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world it giuen 
to Lying* I graunt you I was downe, and out of Breath, 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant.and fought 
a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If I may bee belee- 
ucd.fo : if not, let them that ftiould reward Valour, beare 
the finne vpon their owne heads. lie take't on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh : if the man were a- 
liue,and would deny it, I would make him cite a pee-ce 
of my fword. 

hhn. This is the ftrangeft Tale that e're I heard. 

Prin. This it the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother hhn. 

Com e 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : 
For my part, if a lye may do thee grace, 
lie gil'd it with the hippieft tearmes I hauc. 

%A Retreat it J:un.hd. 
The Trumpets found Retreat,the day is our*: 
Come Brother, let's to the higheft of the field, 
To fee what Friends are liuing, who are dead. 

Fal. He follow as they fay, for Reward. Hec that re- 
wards me, heauen reward him. If 1 do grow great again, 
He grow lefle ? For lie purge, and leaue Sacke, and liue 
cleanly.as a Nobleman mould do. Exit 



ScanaQuarta. 



The Trumpets fcund. 
the King, Prince efffaiel, Lord hbn cf Lancafier, 
Earle of rfeftmcrland, *itb Mrctfier & 
xJernon Prijoners. 

King. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 
111-fpirited Worccfter, did we not fend Grace, 
Pardon, and tearmes of Loue to all of you* 
And would'ft thou turne our offers contrary? 
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 
A Noble Earle,and many a creature clfe, 
Had becne aliue this houre, 
If like a Chriftian thoa had'ft truly borne 
Betwut out Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor. What I hauc done, my fafety vrg'd me to, 



And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be auoyded,it fals on mee. 

King. Bcirc Worcefter to death, and Verntn too ! 
Other Offenders wc will paufc vpon. 

Exit Worcefltr and Vemen. 

How goes the Field ? 

Pnn. The Noble Scot Lord Dvvglat, when hee faw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 
The Noble Percy (bine, and all his men, 
Vpon the foot of leare, fled with the reft } 
And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz'd 
That the purfuen tooke him. At my Tent 
The Diw/las is, and I befcech your Grace. 
I may difpofe of him. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother lobn of Lancafter, 
To you this honourable bounty mail bclung : 
Go to the Dcirr/jj,and deliucr him 
Vp to his plcaJure, ranfomk-fle and free: 
His Valour Ihewne vpon our Crcfts to day, 
Hath taught vs how to cheriih fuch high deeds, 
Euen in the bofome of our Aduerlaries. 

King. Then this rema'tnes : that we diuide our Power. 
You Sonne /c/»r,and my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke (hall bend you, with your deereft fpced 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who(as we heare)are bufily in Artnes. 
My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendcver, tnd the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this Land (hall lofe his way, 
Meeting the Checke of fuch another day : 
And ftnee this BufinelTc fo fairc is done, 
Let vs not leaue till all our ownc be wonne. Exeunt. 
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zAftus Primus. Scana 'Prima. 


Indvction. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Rumour. 

MWW Pen your Eares : For which of you will ftop 
fn&Bf&'H-* » ent '•»' Hearing, when loud Rumor Ipeake*? 
flVWA I, from the Orient, to the drooping Weft 
HM| (Making the winde my Poft-horfe) ftill vnfold 
The Ach commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slander* ride, 
The which, in eucry Language, I pronounce, 
Stuffing the Earc* of them with falfe Report*: 
I fpeake of Peace, while coucrt Enmitie 
(Vnder the fmile of Safety) wounds the World : 
And who but Rumour, who but onely I 
Make fearfoll Muftert, and prepar'd Defence, 
Whil'ft the bigge yeare, fwolne with fome other griefes, 
It thought with childe, by the fterne Tyrant, Warre, 
And no fuch matter? Humour, is a Pipe 
Blowne by Surmifet, leloufies, Coniechires; 
And of fo eafie, and fo plaine a ftop, 
That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted head*, 
The ftill difcotdant, wauering Multitude, 
Can play vpon it. But what neede I thus 
My well-knowne Body to Anathomiae 
Among my houlhold t Why it Rumour heerc ? 
I run before King Harries victory, 
Who in a bloodie field by Shrewtburie 
Hath beaten downe yong Hotfiurre, aud hit Troopct, 
Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 
Euen with the Rebels blood. But what meane I 
To fpeake fo true at firft t My Office it 
To noyfe abroad, that Harry eMonmoutb fell 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpurrn Sword t 
And that the King, before the 'Doxrglas Rage 
Stoop' J hit Annotated head, at low at death. 
This haue I rumour'd through the peafant-Townes, 
Betwcene the Royall Field of Shrewtburie, 
And this Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hotfturret Father, old Northumberland, 
Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftet come tyring on, 
And not a man of them brings other newet 
Then they haue learn'd of Me. From Rumouri Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe then True- 
wrongs. Exit. 


Enter Lord Hardolfe, and the Porter. 

L.'Bar. Who keepe* the Cate heere hoa ? 
Where is the Earle ? 

Por. What lhall I fay you are ? 

Bar, Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardo/fe doth attend him heere. 

Por. Hit Lordfltip it walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Pleafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
And he himfelfe will anfwer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

L.'Bar. Heere comet the Earle. 

Nor. What newet Lord Bardelft} Eu'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem; 
The Times arc wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe, 
And beares downe all before him. 

L Bar. Noble Earle, 
1 bring you certaine newet from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good, and heauen will. 

L.Bar. At good at heart can wifli : 
The King it almoft wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrie flaine out-right : and both the Blumtt 
Kill'd by the hand of Dvu-gUt. Yong Prince lobn, 
And Wcftmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harrie Menmoutb'i Brawne (the Hulke Sir Iobn) 
Is prifoner to your Sonne. O.fuch a Day, 
(So fought, fo follow'-, and fo fairely wonne) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Time* 
Since Car/an Fortune*. 

Nor. How is this deriu'd? 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury? 

L.Bar. I fpake with one (my L.)that came ft6 thence, 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good name, 
That freely rendcr'd me thefe newet for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Trauert, whom I fent 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 

Enter Trauert. 

L.'Bar. My Lord, I ouer-rod him on the way, 
And he is furniftYd with no certainties, 
More then he (haply)may retaile from me. 

Ner.Sow Trauert, what good tidings comet fVS you? 

Tree. 
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Tr„. My Lord,Sir hbn Vmfrtuill turn'd me backc 
With ioyfull tydings; and (being better hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came fpurring head 
A Gentleman (almoft fare-fpent with fpeed) 
That ftopp'd by me, to breath his bloodied horfe. 
He ask'd the way to Chcfter : And of him 
] did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
And that yong Harry PtrtUt Spurre wa» cold. 
With that he gaue his able Horfe the head, 
And bending forwards ftrooke his able hceles 
Againft the panting fide* of hit poore lade 
Vp to the RoweU head, and darting fo, 
He feem'd in running, to deuoure the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. 

North. Ha? Againe: 
Said he yong Harrit Ptreyti Spurre was cold ? 
(Of tf«-£twrr,cold-Spune?) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke f 

L.Har. My Lord : He tell you what, 
If my yong Lord your Sonne, haue not the day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a filken point 
He giue my Barony. Neuer talke of it. 

M/.Why mould the Gentleman that rode by Traturt 
Giue then fuch inftances of LulTe i 

LSBar. Who, he? 
He was fome hielding Fellow, that bad ftolne 
The Horfe he rode-on : and vpon my life 
Speake at aduenture. Looke, here comes more Newes. 

Emitter c, 1 ft r t , n . 

Mr, Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume : 
So lookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witneft Vfurpation. • 
Say Aftrt»r! t did'ft thou come from Shrewsbury ? 

Afar. I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatcfull death put on his vglicft Maske 
To fright our party. 

Nonb. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thou trembl'ft; and the whitened? in thy Checke 
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Euen fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlcflc, 
So dull, fo dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priami Curtainc,in the dead of night, 
And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priam found the Fire,ere he hii Tongue : 
And I, my Ptrciti death, ere thou report'ft it. 
This, thou would'ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus: 
Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dvmglai, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 
But in the end (to flop mine Eare indeed) 
Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mer. < D«wglai is liuing,and your Brother,yet: 
But for my Lord, your Sonne. 

Ntrtb. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue Sufpition hath : 
He that but fcares the thing,he would not know, 
Hath by Inftindt, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard, is chane'd. Yet fpeake(Afw-/o«) 
Tell thou thy Earle.his Diuination Lies, 
And I will take it, as a fweet Difgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mar. You are too great, to be (by me) gainlaid : 
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Your Spirit is too true, your Feares too certaine. 

Nerib. Yet for all this, fay not that Ptrciti dead. 
I fee a ftrange Confcflion in thine Eye : 
Thou Ibak'ft thy head, and hold'ft it Feare, or Sinne, 
To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo : 
The Tongue offends not, that repotts his death : 
And he doth finne that doth belye the dead : 
Not he, which fayes the dead is not aliue : 
Yet the fir rt bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a looting Office : and his Tongue, 
Souods euer after as a fullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 

L.'Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)your fon is dead. 

Mar. I am forry, I mould force you to beleeue 
That, which 1 would to heiuen, I had not feene. 
But thefe mine eyes, fa w him in bloody ftate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance (wearied, and out-breath'd) 
To. titarit Monmouth, whole fwift wrath beate downe 
The neuer-daunted Ptrcit to the earth, 
From whrnce(with life)he neuer more fprung vp. 
In tew; his death ( whofe fpirit lent a fire, 
Euen to the dulled Peasant in his Campe) 
; Being bruited once, tooke fire and hcate away 
From the be ft tcmper'd Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle, was his Party fteel'd j 
Which once, in him abated, all the reft 
Turn'd on them (clues, like dull and heauy Lead : 
And as the Thing, that's heauy in it felt'e, 
Vpon enforcement, flyes with greateft fpeede, 
So did our Men, heauy in Hnjf>urrti loifc, 
Lend to this weight, fuch lightnefle with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers fayming at their fafety) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Wotcefter 
Too foone ta'ne prifoner : and that furious Scot, 
( The bloody Di*glai) whofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flaine th'appearance of the K.ing, 
Can vaile his ftomacke, and did grace the ftiamc 
Of thofe that turn'd their backes : and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. The fumme of all, 
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath fent out 
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 
Vndcr the Conduit of yong Lancafter 
And Weftmerland. This is the Newes at full. 

-Writ For this, I (hall haue time enough to mourne. 
In Poyfon, there is Phylieke i and this newes 
(Hauing beene wcll)that would haue made me ficke, 
Being ficke, haue in fome mcafure,made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whofe Feauer-weakned ioyntt, 
Like ftrengthlelTe Hindges,buckle vr.der life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbcs 
(Weak'ned with greefe) being now inrag'd with greefe, 
Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A fcalie Gauntlet now, with ioynts of Steele 
Mud gloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes, flefli'd with Conqueft,ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
The ragged'ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring 
To frowne vpon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heauen kitTe Earth s now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd : Let Order dye, 
And let the world no longer be a ftage 
To feedc Contention in a ling'ring Afl : 
But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Cain* 

g Reigne 
^ — 
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Reigne in all bofomcs, that each heart being fet 

On bloody Courfrs, the rude Scene may end, 

And darknede be the burier of the dead. (Honor. 

L.Bar. Sweet Earlc,diuorce not wifedom from your 

Afar. The liues or* alt your louing Complied 
Leane.on your health, the which if you giue-o're 
To ftormy Padion, mud perforce decay. 
You caft th'cuent of Warre(rny Noble Lord) 
And fumm'd the accorapt of Chance, before you (aid 
Let vs make head : It wit your prefurmise, 
That in the dole of blowei,your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're peiils, on an edge 
More likely to fall in, then to get o're : 
You were aduis'd his flefh wai capeable 
Of Wound*, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moll trade of danger rang'd, 
Yet did you fay go forth : and none of thi* 
(Though ftrongly apprehended) could redraine 
The diffe-borne Aftion : What hath then beralne? 
Or what hath this bold entcrprize bring forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be ? 

L.Bar. We all that are engaged to this loiTe, 
Knew that we ventur'd on Inch dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one : 
And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd, 
Choak'd the refpeG of likely perill fear'd, 
And fince we are o 're-fet, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth} Body,and Goods, 

Mer.Ta more then time : And (my moft Noble Lord) 
I heare for certaine, and do fpeake the truth : 
The gentle Arch-bifhop of Yorke is »p 
With well appointed Powres : he is a man 
Who with a double Surety bindes hit Follower!. 
My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes, 
But (hadowes, and the (hewes of men to fight. 
For that fame word(Rebetlion) did diuide 
The a£lion of their bodies, from their (oules, 
And they did fight with queafinede, conftrain'd 
As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our fide : but for their Spirits and Soules, 
This word (Rebellion)it had frote them vp, 
As Fifli are in a Pond. But now the Bi<hop 
Tumet Infurrcction to Religion, 
Suppos'd iincere.and holv in his Thoughts: 
He's follow'd both with Body.and with Minde : 
And doth enlarge his Riling, with the blood 
Of faire King Richard, fcrap'd from Pomfret ftones, 
Deriues from heaucn.his Guarrell,and his Caufe : 
Tels them, he doth br ft ride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for life, vnder great Bullingbmh, 
And mure, and lede,do ftocke to follow him. 

Ntrtb. I knew of this before. But to fpeake truth, 
This prefent greefe had wip'd it from my minde. 
Go in with me, and councell euery man 
The apteft way for tafcty, and reuenge : 
Get Portland Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, 
Neuer fo few, nor neuer yet more need. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 



Enter Fatfiaffe ,and Page. 

F<r/.Sirra,you giant, what fiics the Dofl.to my water? 

Pag. He fiid fir, the water it felfe was a good healthy 
water:but for the party that ow'd it, he might haue more 
difetfes then he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at meet the 

— . _ 



braine of this foolilh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to inuont any thing that tends to laughter, more then I 
inuent,or is indented on me. I am not onely witty in my 
felfe, but the caufe that wit is in other men. 1 doe heere 
walke before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
uice for any other reafon, then to fetmeeoff, why then I 
haue no Judgement. Thou horfon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my heelet. I 
was neuer mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will fctte 
you neyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in Tilde apparcll,and 
fend you backe againe to your Mailer, for a lewell. The 
Iuaenall(xY\c Prince your Mafter) whofe Chin is not yet 
riedg'd, 1 will fooner haue a beard grow in the Palme of 
my hand, then he Anil get one on his cheeke : yet he will 
not fticke to fay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heauen may 
finifti it when he will, it is not a haire amide yet ! he may 
keepe it dill at a Face-Royall , for a Barber Ihill neuer 
earne fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if 
he had writ man euer fince his Father was a Batchellour. 
He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoft out of 
mine, I can allure him. What faid M.Donbledon, about 
the Satten for my fhort Cloake,and Slops T 

Pag. He Paid fir.you fiSould procure him better A du- 
rance, then 'Bardclft : he wold not take his Bond tc yours, 
he lik'd not the Security. 

FaJ. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue be hotter, ! horfon Aebitephel\ a Rafcally-yea- 
forfooth-knaue,to beare a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ftand vpon Security ? The horfon fmooth-pates doe now 
wcare nothing but high dices, and bunches of Keyes at 
their girdles t and if a man is through with them in ho- 
ned Taking-vp, then they muft ftand vpon Securitie : I 
had as liefc they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to doppe it with Security. I look'd hee Ihould haue 
Tent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as 1 am true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may deep in 
Security, for he hath the home of Abundance : and the 
lightnede of his Wife mines through it, and yet cannot 
he fee, though he haue hit owne Lanthorne to light him. 
Where's <Bardt>!ft> 

Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worflup 
a horfe. 

Fal. I bought him in Paules.and hee'l buy mee a horfe 
in Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the Stewes, I 
were Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiu'd. 

Safer Chief e In/tiee.and Servant. 

Tag. Sir, heere comet the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for driking him, about Hardelfe. 

Fal. Wait dofe, I will not fee him. 

Cb.hfl. What't he that goes there i 

Ser. Fa!jtjffty*n&'t pleafe your Lorddiip. 

Jufl. He that was in quedion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord, but he hath fince done good feruice 
at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare) is now going with fome 
Charge, to the Lord hhn ef Laneafttr. 

IuSl. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

Ser. Sir hhn Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am deafe. 

Pag. You mud fpeake lowder.my Mafteris deafe. 

lujt. I am fure he is, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Co plucke him by the Elbow.I muft fpeake with him. 

Ser. Sir hhn. 

Fd/.Whatf a yong knaue and beg? Is there not wars?!* 
there not imploymentfDoth not the K.lack fubicAt? Do 
not the Rebels want Soldicrs?Though it be a flume to be 

on 
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on any fide but one, it is worfe flume to begge, then to 
be on the word fide, were it worfe then the name of Re- 
bellion can tell how to make it. 
Str. You miftake mc Sir. 

Fat. Why fir? Did I fay you were an honed man?Set- 
ting my Knight-hood, and my SouldierfiSip afide, I had 
lycd in my throat, if I had faid fo. 

Str. I pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
your Souldier-fhip afide, and giue mec leaue to tell you, 
you lye in your throat, if you fay I am any other then an 



Fal. I giue thee leaue to tell me fo ? I lay a-fide that 
which growes to me? If thou get"ft any leaue of me,hang 
mc: if thou tak'ft leaue, thou wer't better be hang'd:you 
Hunt-counter, hence : Auant. 

Str. Sir, my Lord would fpeake with you. 
luff. Sir Itbn Falftafft t » word with you. 
Fal. My good Lord: giue your Lordlhip good time of 
the day. I am glad to fee your Lordlhip abroad : I heard 
fay your Lord (hip was ficke. I hope your Lordlhip goes 
abroad by aduife. Your Lordlhip (though not clean pad 
your youth)hath yet fome fmack of age in you: fome rel- 
lifh of the faltnefle of Time, and I molt humbly befeech 
your Lordfl»ip,to haue a reuerend care of your health. 

Iuft. Sir Itbn, 1 fent you before your Expedition, to 
Shrewsburie. 

Fal. If it pleafe your Lordlhip, I heare hit Maieftie ii 
return'd with fome difcomfort from Wales. 

Iuft. I talkc not of his Maiefty : you would not come 
when I fent fur you ? 

Fal. And I heare moreouer,his HighnclTe is falne into 
this fame whorfan Apoplexie. (y ou - 
/■/f.Well, heaucn mend him. I pray let me fpeak with 
Fal. This Apoplexie is(as I take it)a kind of Lcthar- 
gie, a deeping of the blood, a horfon Tingling. 
Iuft. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. 
Fal. It hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy 
and perturbation of the braine. I haue read the caufc of 
his efFcas in Gait*. It is a kinde of dcafenefle. 

Iuft. I thinke you are falne into the difcafe : For you 
heare not what I fay to you. 

Fal. Very well(my Lord)vcry well : rather an't pleafe 
you) it is the difcafe of nut Liftning, the malady of not 
Marking, that I am troubled withall. 

Iuft. To punifh you by the heeles, would amend the 
attention of your eares,& 1 care not if I be your Phyfitian 
Fal. I am as poo re as let, my Lordjbut not fo Patient: 
your Lordlhip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment 
to mc,in rcfpe& of Pouertie : but bow I mould bee your 
Patient, to follow your prefcriptions, the wife may nuke 
fome dram of a fcruple,or indeede,a fcruple it felfe. 

Iuft. I fent for you (when there were matters againft 
you for your life) to come fpeake with me. 

Fal. As I was then aduiled by my learned Councel.in 
the lawes of this Land-fcruice, I did not come. 

Iuft. Wei, the truth is (fir /einjyou liue in great infamy 
Fal.Ht that buckles him in my beIt,c£not liue in lelTe. 
Iuft.YoMt Meanes is very (lender, and your waft great. 
Fal. I would it were otherwife i I would my Meanes 



were greater, and my wafte llendercr. 

Iuft. You haue milled the youthfull Prince. 
Fal. The yong Prince hath milled mee. I am the Fel- 
low with the great bclly.and he my Dogge. 

Iiift.V/eU,l am loth to gall a new-heal'd wound: your 
daies feruice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded ouer 
your Nights exploit on Gads-hill. "You may thanke the 
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vnquiet time, for your quiet o're-pofling that Action. 

Fal. My Lord t (Wolfe. 

Iuft. But fince all is wel,keep it fo: wake'not a fieeping 

Fal. To wake a Wolfe, is as bad as to fmell a Fox. 

/a.What'you are as a candle, the better part burnt out 

Fal. A Waflell-Candle, my Lord} all Tallow : if 1 did 
fay of wax, my growth would approue the truth. 

Iuft. There is not a white haire on your face, but fliold 
haue his efTecx of grauity. 

Fat. His effect of grauy, grauy, grauy. 

Iuft You follow the yong Prince vp and downe, like 
his euill Angell. 

Fat. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I 
hope, he that lookes vpon mee, will take mee without, 
weighing: and yct.in fome refpecb I grant,! cannot go : 
I cannot tell.Vcrtue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor- 
mongera,that true valor is turn'd Beare-hcard. Prcgrun- 
cie is made a Tapfter, and hath his quickc wit wafted in 
giuing Recknings : all the other gifts appertinent to man 
(as the malice of tbis Age ftiapes them) are not w north a 
Goofebcrry. You that are old, confider not the capaci- 
ties of vs that are yong : you meafure the heat of our Li- 
tters, with the bittcrnes of your gals: Sc we that are in the 
vaward of our youth, I muft confcn*e,are wagges too. 

Iuft. Do you fet downe your name in the fcrowle of 
youth, that are written downe old, with all the Charrac- 
ters of age?Haue you not a nioift eye ? a dry hand? a yel- 
low cheeke'a white beard? a dccrealing leg? an increfing 
belly? Is not your voice brokenfyour winde fliort?your 
wit fingle? and euery part about you butted with Ami- 
quity?and wil you cal your felfe yong? Fy,fy,fy, fir hbn. 

Fal. My Lord, I was borne with a white head, & fom- 
thing a round belly. For my voice, I haue loft it with hal- 
lowing and finging of Anthemes. To approue my youth 
farther, I will not: the truth is, I am oncly olde in judge- 
ment and vnderftanding: and he that will caper with mee 
for a thoufand Markcs,let him lend me the mony,4e haue 
at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince gauc you, 
he gauc it like a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a fenfi- 
ble Lord. I haue checkt him for it.and the yong Lion re- 
pents : Marry not in j flits and lacke-cloath, but in new 
Silke,and old Sacke. 

aV/».Wel,heauen fend the Prince a better companion. 

Fal. Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince : I 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Iuft. Well, the King hath feuer'd you and Prince Har. 
ry,l heare you are going with Lord lebn of Lancafter, a- 
gainft the Archbifliop.and the Earle of Northumberland 

Fal. Yes,I thanke your pretty fwect wit for it : but 
looke you pray, (all you that kifTe my Ladie Peace, at 
home)that our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for it 1 take 
but two fliirts out with me,and I meane not to fweat ex- 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day, if I brandifli any thing 
but my Bottle, would I might neuer fpit white againe : 
There is not a daungerout Aclion can peepe out his head, 
but I am thruft vpon it. Well, I cannot laft euer. 

Iuft. Well.be honeft,be honeft,and heauen blefle your 
Expedition. 

Fal. Will your Lordlhip lend mee a thoufand pound, 
to furnilh me forth ? 

Iuft. Not a peny , not a peny : you are too impatient 
to beare croflcs. Fare you well. Commend mee to my 
Cofin Weftmerland. 

Fal. If 1 do, 111 lop me with a rhrce-man-Beetle. A man 
can no more feparatc Age and Couetoufncfie,then he can 
part yong limbes and letchery : but the Gowt galles the 
g 2 one , 



Digitized by Google 



7» 



The fecondTart offing Henry the Fourth. 



one, and the pox pinches the other ; and fo both the De- 
greet preuent my curie*. Boy ? 
Pagi. Sir. 

Fat. What money is in my purfe ? 

Page. Seuen groats, and twopence. 

Fat. I can get no remedy againft thi» Confumption of 
the purfe. Borrowing onely linger*, and lingers it out, 
hut the difeafe U incureable. Go beare this letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Vrfula, whome I 
haue weekly fworne to marry, fince I perceiu'd the firft 
white hairc on my chin. About it s you know where to 
finde me. A pox of this Cowt, or a Cowt of this Pose : 
for the one or th'othcr playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matter, if 1 do halt, I haue the warres for my 
colour, and my Penfion (hill fee me the more reafonable. 
A good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- 
esfes to commodity. Exeunt 

Scena Quart a. 



Enter tArcbk 'tjbtp , HafttHgl , zMovhray, aid 
Lord c Barddfe. 
y*r.Thus haue you heard our caufes,& kno our Means : 
And my mod noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinion* of our hopes, 
And firft (Lord Marfhall)what fay you to it? 

Mrrn. 1 well allow the occafion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better fatUfied, 
How (in our Meanest we Ihould aduance our felue* 
To looke with forhcid bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of (he King. 

Haft. Our prefent Muftert grow vpon the Hie 
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice : 
And our Supplies, liue largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofome bumes 
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries. 

L.Bar.The queftion then(Lord Haffi»gt)(k»nitth thus 
Whether our prefent fiue and twenty thoufand 
May hold-vp-hrad, without Northumberland: 

Haft. With him, we may. 

L.'Bar. I marry, there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought to feeble, 
My iudgement is, we mould not ftep too farre 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 
For in a Theame fo bloody fac'd,as this, 
ConieCrure, Expectation, and Surmife 
Of Aydcs incertaine, Ihould nor be admitted. 

Arcb. "Hi very true Lord c Bardo!fe,foi indeed 
It was yong Hvtjpurra cafe, at Shrewsbury. 

L.Bar. It was(my Lordjwho lin'd himtelf with hope, 
Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply, 
Flatt'ring himfelfc with ProieCt of a power, 
Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of hit Thoughts, 
And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men ) led his Powers to death, 
And f° winking) leap'd into destruction. 

Haft. But (by your leaue)it neuer yet did hurt, 
To lay downe likely- hoods, and formes of hope. 

L. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of warrc, 
Indeed the inftant action: a caufe on foot, 
Liue* lb in hope : As in an early Spring, 
We fee th'appearing buds, which to proue fruite, 
Hope giues not fo much warrant, as Difpairc 
That Frofts will bite them. When we mcane to build, 
We firft furuey the Plot,then draw the ModeU, 
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And when we fee the figure of the houfe, 
Then muft we rate the coft of the Erection, 
Which if we finde out-weighe* Ability, 
What do we then, but draw a new the Modell 
In fewer offices? Or at leaft, defift 
To builde at all? Much more, in thi* great 
(Which U(almoft) to plucke a Kingdomc 
And fet another vp)fhould we furuey 
The plot of Situation.and the Modell ; 
Confent vpon a fure Foundation : 
Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate, 
How able fuch a Worke to vndergo, 
To weigh againft his Oppolite? Or elfe, 
We fortifie in Paper,and in Figures, 
Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men : 
Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houfe 
Beyond his power to builde it; who(halfe through) 
Giues o're,and leaue* his part-created Coft 
A naked fubieCt to the Weeping Cloud*, 
And wafte, for churlifh Winter* tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes(yct likely of fair* byrth) 
Should be ftill-borne . and that we now pofleft 
The vtmoft man of expectation : 
I thinke we arc a Body ftrong 
(Eucn as we are) to equall with the King. 

/..•Aw. What is the King but fiue & twenty thoufand ? 
Haft. To v* no more : nay not fo much Lord 'Bardolf. 
For his diuifions (as the Times do braul) 
Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French, 
And one againft Glendexttr : Perforce a third 
Muft take vp vs : So is the vnfirme King 
In three diuided : and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pouerty,and Emptinefle. 
.yiV.That he would draw his fcucrall ftrengths togither 
And come againft vs in full puiffance 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haft. If he Ihould do fo, 
He leaue* his backe vnarm d, the French, and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles : ncuer feare that. 

L.Bar. Who is it like Ihould lead his Force* hither r 
Haft. The Duke of Lancafter.and Weftmerland : 
Againft the Welih himfclfc, and Harrie Mommeutb. 
But who is fubftitufed 'gainft the French, 
I haue no certaine notice. 

Artb. Let vs on : 
And publifh the occafion of our Armes. 
The Common -wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their ouer-greedy loue hath furfetted : 
An habitation giddy, and vnfure 
Hath he that builde: h on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe 
Did'ft thou beate heauen with bleffing 



Before he was, what thou would'ft haue him be? 
And being now trimm'd in thine owne defircs, 
Thou fbeaftly Feeder)art fo full of him, 
That thou prouok'ft thy felfe to caft him vp. 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge) did'ft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Ricbard, 
And now thou would'ft eate thy dead vomit vp, 
And howl'ft to finde it. What truft is in thefe Times ? 
They,that when Ricbard liu'd, would haue him dye, 
Are now become cnamour'd on his graue. 
Thou that threw'ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighing on, 
After th'admired heeles of s Bnllmgl>ree{e, 
Cri'ft now.O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine, 

And 
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And take thou this (O thoughts of men accurs'd) 
" Pafl^nd to Comt,Jeemrt •' >!:tbingt Present, xror ft. 

Mm. Shall we go draw our numbert,and fet on ? 

/faff. We are Time* fubiedb,and Time bids, be gon. 



ABusSecundus. Sctma c Prima. 



Enter Ihftcjfe ,w\tb two Officert, Fang, and Snare. 
Holiejfe. Mr./ r dR^,haue you entred the Action ? 
Fang. It is enter'd. 

Hoflejftt. Wher's your Yeoman/ Is it a lufty yeoman? 
Will he ftand to it ? 

Fang. Sirrah, where'j Snort t 
HoJlefe. I, I, good M. Smart.. 
Snare. Heere,heere. 

Fang. Snare, we muft Arreft Sir hbn Falftajfe. 

Ihft. I good M.Wr.I haue enter'd him, and all. 

S».It may chance coir fome of vs our liues:he wil ftab 

Hoftejpt. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd me 
in mine owne houfe, and that mod beaftly : he cares not 
what mifcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will 
fbyne like any diuell, he will fpare neither man, woman, 
nor childe. 

Fang. If I can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft. 
HoReffe. No, nor I neither : lie be at your elbow. 
Fang. If I but fift him once:if he come but within my 
Vice. 

Hoft. I am vndonc with his goingtl warrant he is an 
infinitiue thing vpon my fcorc. Good M.Fang hold him 
furetgood M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
antly to Py-Corner(fauing your man hoods) to buy a fad- 
die, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubhars head in 
Lombardftreet,to M.Smoetbei the Silkman.I pra'ye,fince 
my Exion is enter'd, and my Cafe fo openly known to the 
world, let him be brought in to hisanfwer:A loo.Marke 
is a long one, for a poore lone woman to beare: Se I haue 
borne, and borne, and borne, and haue bin fub'doff, and 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a fhame to 
be thought on.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnles 
a woman (hould be made an Affe and a Beaft, to beare e- 
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Falftajfe and Bardolfe. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefcy-Nofe Bar- 
dolfe with him. Do your Offices, do your offices: M.Fang, 
tt M.Snare,do me.do me.do me your Offices. 

Ftf/.How now/whofe Mare's dead?what's the matter ? 

Fang. Sir / I mi, i arreft you, at the fuit of M\H. Quic{ly. 

Falft. Away Varlets,draw 'Bardolfe : Cut me oft" the 
Vlllaines head: throw the Queane in the Channel. 

Hoft. Throw me in the channell? He throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt fhou^thou battardly rogue-Murder, mur- 
der,0 thou Hony-fuckle vi'laine, wilt thou kill Gods of- 
ficers,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou art 
a honyfeed,a Man-queller,and a woman-queller. 

Falft. Keep them oft', Bardolfe. Fang.A refcu,a refcu. 

Ihft. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not? Do.do thou Rogue; Do thou Hempfeed. 

Page.Avny you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Futtil- 
lirian:Ile tucke your Cataftrophe. Enter. Cb.luftue. 

luft. What's the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 

Hoft. Good my Lord be good to mee. I befeech you 
ftand to me. 

Qb.luft.How now fir 7sfc»?What are you brauling here? 
Doth this become your place, your time,and bufinelTe? 
You (hould haue bene well on your way to Yorke. 
Stand from him Fellow } wherefore hang'ft vpon him t 

__ 



Hoft. Ohmy moft worftiipfull Lord,and't pleafe your 
Grace, I am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre- 
tted at my fuit. Cb. Juft.For what fumme ? 

Hoft. It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for all: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out of houfe and home; hee hath 
put all my fubftance into that fit belly of his : but I will 
haue fome of it out againe, or I will ride thee o'Nights, 
like the Mare. 

Falft. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue 
any vantage of ground, to get vp. 

Chxluft. How comes this, Sir Itbnf Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of ciclamation ? 
Are you not afham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to fo 
rough a courfe,to come by her owne i 

Falft. What is the grofle fumme that I owe thee? 

Heft. Marry (if thou wcr't an honcft man)thy felfe,& 
the mony too. Thou didft fwcjre to mee vpon a parcell 
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table, by a fea-cole fire, on Wednefday in Whitfon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for lik'ning him to a fin- 
ging man of Wind for; Thou didft fweare to me then(as I 
was wafhing thy wound)to marry me, and make mee my 
Lady thy wife.Canft y deny it ? Did not goodwife Kirch 
the Butchers wife come in then, and cal me goffip f^Wc ^> 
ly* comming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs, 
fhe had a good difti of Prawnes:whereby y didft defire to 
eat fome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft not thou ( when fhe was gone downe 
ftaires)defire me to be no more familiar with fuch poore 
people, faying, that ere long they fhould call me Madam ? 
And did'ft y not kifTe me.and bid mee fetch thee 30.S ? I 
put thee now to thy Book-oath, deny it if thou canft? 

Fa/. My Lord, this is a poore mad foule:and fhe fayes 
vp tc downe the town, that her ddeft fon is like you. she 
hath bin in good cafe, A: the truth is, pouerty hath diffra- 
cted her : but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech you, I 
may haue redrefTe againft them. 

luft. Sir hbn, fir / I • I am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,the falfe way.lt is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
with fuch (more then impudent )fawcines from you, can 
thruft me from a leuell confidcration.l know you ha' pra- 
cYis'd vpon the eafic-yeclding fpirit of this woman. 

Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord. 

/■/.Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 
vnpay the villany you haue done her:the one you may do 
with fterling mony,& the other with currant repentance. 

Fal.My Lord, I will not vndcrgo this fncape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnea, impudent SawcinefTe: 
If a man wil curt*fie,and fay nothing, he is vertuous : No, 
my Lord(your humble duty rem?bred)I will not be your 
futor.I fay to you, I defire deliu'rance from thefe Officers 
being vpon hafty employment in the Kings Affaires. 

luft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong : But 
anfwer in the effect of your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
poore woman. 

Falft. Come hither Hoftcfle. Enter M. Giver 

Cb.Iuft. Now Mafter Giver; What newes? 
Ctw.The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Arc ncere at hand: The reft the Paper telle*. 
Falft. As I am a Gentleman. 
Heft. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. As I am a Gent1eman.Come,no more words of it 
Hoft. By this Heauenly ground I tread on, I mutt be 

fainc to pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiftry of my dy- 

ning Chambers. 

g 3 Falft, 
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you at fup- 



FaL GlalTet,glafles, if the onely drinking i and for 
thy walles a pretty flight Drolle»y, or the Storie of the 
Prodigall, or the Germane hunting in Waterworke, ii 
worih a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe Fly- 
bitten Tapiftrie*. Let it be tenne pound (if thou canft.) 
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there it not a better 
Wench in England. Go, wafh thy face, and draw thy 
AGion : Come, thou mult not bee in this humour with 
me, come, 1 know thou wa*'t fet on to this. 

Heft. Prethee (Sir Jehu) let it be but twenty Noble*, 
I loath to pawne my Plate, in good carneft la. 

FmJ. Let it alone, lie make other ihift : you'l be a fool 

Heft. Well, you ftull haue it although I pawne my 
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper: YouT pay me al- 
together ? 

Fal. Will I Hue* Go with her, with her 
hooke-on. 

Heft. Will you haue Dell Teare-fbcet 
per/ 

Fal. No more wordi. Let i haue her. 
Cb.IuB. I haue heard bitter newei. 
Fal What i the newe* (my good Lord?) 
Qb.In. Where lay the King laft night? 
Mef. At Baling/joke my Lord. 

Fa/. I hope ( my Lord ; all « well. What it the newe* 
my Lord ? 

Cb.Iuft. Come all hit Force* backe ' 

Mef. No: Kir i erne hundred Foot, fiue hundred Horfe 
Are march'd vp to my Lord of Lancafter, 
Againft Northumberland, and the Archbifltop. 

Fal. Comet the King backe from Wale*, my noble L? 

Cb.Imft. You flwll haue 
Come, go along with 

Fal. My Lord. 

Cb.Iuft. What's the matter ? 

Fal. Mafter Gvvre, (hall I entreate you with mee to 
dinner ? 

Gew. I mult waite vpon my good Lord heere. 
I thanke you, good Sir lebn. 

Cb.IuJi. Sir Iebn,you loyter heere too long, being you 
arc to take Souldiert vp, in Countries a* you go. 

Fal. Will you fup with me, Mailer Gtvre* 

Cb.Iuft. What foolilh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sir I. in ? 

Fal. Mafter Gewer, if they become mee not, hee was a 
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord) rap for bp, and fo part faire. 

Cb.Iuft. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou 
Foole. 
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s Letters of me prefently. 
good M. Govrrf. 



art a great 



Scena Secunda. 



Prime* Henry, Point*, 'Bardelfe, 
and Pagt. 

Prin. Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 

Par*. Is it come to that? I had thought wearine* durft 
not haue attach'd one of fo high blood. 

Prin. It doth me: though it difcolours the complexion 
of my Greatnefle to acknowledge it. Doth it not fliew 
vildery in me, to defire fmall Beere ? 

Pein. Why,* Prince ftiould not be fo loofely ftudied, 



as to remember fo weake a Compofition. 

Prince. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 
got I for (in troth) I do now remember the poore Crea- 
ture, Small Beere. But indeedc thefe humble con&dera- 
tiont make me out of loue with my Greatnefle. What a 
difgrace it it to me, to remember thy name ? Or to kno w 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note how many paire of 
Silk flocking* y haft* (Vit.thefe.and thofe that were thy 
peach-colour'd one*:) Or to bcarc the Inuentoric of thy 
fhirt*, a* one fbr fuperfluity, and one other, for vfc. But 
that the Tenni*-Court-keeper knowe* better then I, for 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kept'ft 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, be- 
caufe the reft of thy Low Countries, haue made a Ihift to 
eate vp thy Holland. 

Pein. How ill it folio wes, after you haue labour'd fo 
hard, you Ihoutd talke fo idlely? Tell me how many good 
yong Prince* would do fo, their Father* lying fo fickc, at 
your* it ? 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Point* i 

Pein. Ye* : and let it be an excellent good thing. 

Prin. It Hull ferue among witte* of no higher breed- 
ing then thine. 

Tain. Go to : I Hand the pulh of your one thing, that 
you'l tell. 

Prin. Why, I tell thee, it i* not meet, that I would be 
fad now my Father it fickc : albeit I could tell to thee (a* 
to one it pleafes me, for fault of a better, to call my friend) 
1 could be lad, and fad indeed too. 

Pein. Very hardly, vpon fuch a fubiecl. 

Prin. Thou think'ft me a* farre in the Diuels Booke, aa 
thousand Falftaffe, for obduracie and perfiflencic. Let the 
end try the man. But I tell thee, my hart bleeds inward- 
ly, that my Father i* fo fickc : and keeping fuch vild com- 
pany a* thou art, bath in reafon taken from me, all often- 
tation of forrow. 

Pein. The reafon t 

JV,».Wbat would'ft thou think of me, if I Ihold weep ? 

Pom. I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite. 

Prin. It would be cuery man* thought : and thou art 
a blefled Fcllow,to thinke as cuery man thinkes : ncuer a 
mam thought in the world, keepe* the Rodc-way better 
then thine : cuery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in- 
deedc. And what accites your moft worfliipful thought 
to thinke fo ? 

Pein. Why,bec*ufc you haue beene fo lewdc, and fo 
much ingrafted to Falftaffe. 
Prin. And to thee. 

Point*. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can heare it with 
mine owne earcs:the worft that they can lay of me it, that 
I am a fecond Brother, and that 1 am a proper Fellowe of 
my handt : and thofe two thing* I confelTe I canot helpe. 
Looke,looke, here come* 'Bardtl/e. 

Prince. And the Boy that I gaue Faiftaffe, he had him 
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain haue not trana 
form'd him Ape. 

Enter Bardelje. 
'Bar. Siue your Grace. 
Prin. And yours,moft Noble 'Bardel/e. 
Pein. Come you pcrnitious AfTc.you baftifull Foole, 
mult you be blulhing ? Wherefore blolh you now 7 what 
a Maidenly man at Armet are you become ? Is it fuch a 
atter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head 7 
Pagt. He call'd me euen now (my Lordjthrough a red 
ittice, and I could difcerne no part of hi* race from the 

window : 
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window : at laft I fpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had 
made two holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee- 
ped through. 

Prw. Hath not the boy profited ? 

*Bar. Awry, you horfon vpright Rabbet, a way. 

Page. Away, you rafcally Alibtat drcame,away. 

Prm. Inflruel vsBoy : what dreame, Boy t 

Page. Many (my Lord) • V.thta dream 'd, (he wis de- 
liuer'd of a firebrand, and therefore I call him hir dream. 

Prince. A Crownes- worth of good Interpreution i 
There it is, Boy. 

Poin. O that this good Bloflbme could bee kept from 
Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to preferue thee. 

'Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowrs Hull be wrong'd. 

Princt. And how doth thy Matter, Bardeltb t 

"Bar. Well, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you. 

Toin. Deliuer'd with good rcfpeft: And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Mafter ? 

'Bard. In bodily health Sir. 

Poin. Marry, the immortall part ncedes a Phyfirian i 
but that moues not him : though that bee ficke, it dyes 
not. 

Prince. I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
me.as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 

Poin.Letrer. Iobn Falftaffe Krigbt : (Euery man mud 
know th.it, « oft as hce hath occafion to name himfelfe:) 
Euen like thole that arc kinne to the King, for they neuer 
pricke their finger, but they fay, there is fom of the kings 
blood fpilr. How comes that ( /ayes he) that takes vpon 
him not to conceiue? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed cap : I am the KJngs poor c Cofin,Sir. 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to vs, but they wil fetch 

it from Iapbet. But to the Letter: Sir Itbn Falftaffe, 

Kniglt, to the Seme of tbe King, neereft bu Father, Harrie 
Princt ef Vales, greeting. 

Poin. Why this is a Certificate. 

Prin. Peace. 
/ will imitate tbe btnourablc Remainei in brettitie. 

fain. Sure he tneane* breuity in breath:(hort-winded. 
/ commend me to tbee, I commend t bet, and I leant tbte. Btt 
not toi familiar with Pointx, for bet trifujts tby Fauouri fo 
much, that btj'nu-artt thou art to marrit bu Sifter Nell. Re- 
pent at idle timet ai then mayft,and fo farertell. 

Thine, by yea and no : vbicb a at nuch at to Jay, at tbcu 
t'ftft him. lacke Fj lft.; lie vitb my Famiitari; 
Iohn vitb my 'Brothers and &fter:&Sir 
Iohn,*jfi> all Europe. 
My Lord, I will fteepc this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eate it. 

Prin. That's to make him eate twenty of his Words. 
But do you vfe me thus AW? Muft I marry your Sifter? 

toin. May the Wench haue no worfe Fortune. But I 
neuer faid fo. 

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time,* 
the fpirits of the wife, fit in the clouds, and mocke vs : Is 
your Mafter heere in London ? 

'Bard. Yes my Lord. 

Prin. Where fuppes he? Doth the old Bore, feede in 
the old Franke? 

'Bard. At the old pUce my Lord, in Eaft-cheapc. 
Trin. What Company ? 
Page. Ephefians my Lord.of the old Church. 
Prtn. Sup any women with him ? 

___ 



Page. None my Lord, but old Miftrii Quic{[y,*n4 M. 
Dell Teart-jbeet. 

Prin. What Pagan may that be ? 

Page- A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Mafters. 

Trin. Euen fuch Kin, at tbe Parifli Hey ton arc to the 
Towne-Boll ? 

Shall wefteale vpon them (Ned) at Supper? 

Pain. I am your (had jw, my Lord, lie follow you. 

Prin. Sirrah, you boy, and 'Bardelpb, no word to your 
Mafter that I am yet in Towne. 
There's for your filence. 

Bar. I haue no tongue, fir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it. 

Prin. Fare ye well: go. 
This Doll Teare-Jheet ftiould be fome Rode. 

Poin. I warrant you,aa common as the way betwecne 
S.Albans,and London. 

Prin. How might we fee Falftafft beftow himfelfe to 
night, in his true colours, and not our felues be feenef 

Poin. Put on two Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

Prin. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It 
was Ioues cafe. From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low ctj re- 
formation, that (hall be mine: for in euery thing, the pur- 
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me Med. Extant 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Northumberland bu Ladk,amd Harrie 
Ptreitt Ladit. 

North. I prcthee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter, 
Giue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires: 
Put not you on the vifage of the Times, 
And be like tbem to Percie, troublefome. 

Wife. I haue giuen ouer, 1 will fpeik no more. 
Do what you will : your Wifedome, be your guide. 

North. Alas(fweet Wife) my Honor is at pawne, 
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 

La. Oh yet,fur heauens lake, go not to thefe Warn; 
The Time was { Father) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer'd to it, then now, 
When your owne Percy, when my heart- deere -Warry, 
Threw many a Northward looke, to fee his Father 
Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in vaine. 
Who then perfwaded you to (lay at home ? 
There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonne*. 
For Yours, may heauenly glory brighten itt 
For Hit, it ftucke vpon him, as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light 
Did all the Cheualrie of England moue 
To do braue A els. He was (indeed )the GblTe 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did drefie themfclucs. 
He had no Legges, that pradie'd not his Gate : 
And fpcaking thicke (which Nature made bis blemilh) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. 
For thofe that could fpeake low, and tardily, 
Would turne their owne Perfection, to Abufe, 
To feeme like him. So that in Speech, in Gate, 
In Diet, in Afteclions of delight, 
In Militarie Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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He was the Mar ke, and Clifle, Coppy,aod Booke, 
That fawion'd othen. And him, O wondrous! him, 

0 Miracle of Men ! Him did you leaue 
(Second to none) vn-feconded by you, 
To looke vpon the hideout God of Warn, 
In dif-aduantage,to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the found of Hotftiurt Name 
Did feeme defensible : fo you left him. 
Neuer,0 neuer doe hit Ghoft the wrong, 
To hold your Honor more precife and nice 
With others, then with him. Let them alone : 
The Marfhall and the Arch-bishop are ftrong. 
Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, 
To day might I (hanging on Hotjpurt Necke) 
Haue talk'd of cMinmtutb's Graue. 

Nenb. Befttrew your heart, 
(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Ouer-fights. 
But I muft goc,and meet with Danger there, 
Or it will fceke me in another place, 
And finde me worfe prouided. 

Wtft. O flye to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 
Haue of their Puiffance made a little tafte. 

Lady If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then toyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
To make Strength ftronger. But, for all our loues, 
Firft let them trye thcmfelues. So did your Sonne, 
He was fo fuffer'd ; fo came 1 a Widow : 
And neuer lhall haue length of Life enough, 
To raine vpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
That it may grow, an J fprowt,a$ high as Heauen, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

iVe/7/>.Come,comc,go in with me:'tis with my Minde 
As with the Tyde,fweU'd vp vnto his height, 
That makes a ftill-ftand, running neyther way. 
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bilhop, 
But many thoufand Reafons hold me backe. 

1 will relolue for Scotland : there am I, 

Till Time and Vantage craue my company. Extunt. 



Sccena Quarta. 



Enter twt Drawers. 

I. Drawer. What haft thou brought there? Apple- 
Iohnt ? Thou know'ft Sir lebn cannot endure an Applc- 
lohn . 

z.Druv Thou fay 'ft true : the Prince once fet a Dish 
of Applc-Iohns before him, and told him there were fun- 
more Sir hbns: and,pu((ing oft his Hat, (aid, I will now 
take my leaue of thefe fixe drie, round, old-wither'd 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart : but hee hath for- 
got that. 

t. Draw. Why then couer, and fet them downe : and 
fee if thou canft finde out Smokes Noyfe } Miftris Ttart- 
jbtet would faine haue fome Mufique. 

a. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Matter 
JWj.anon: and they will put on two of our lerkins, 
and Aprons, and Sir lebn muft not know of it I Hardelpb 
hath brought word. 

I . Draw. Then here will be old Vtu i it will be an ex- 
cellent ftraugem. 



a . Draw. He fee if I can finde out S»ta{e. Exit, 
enter HefteJJe, and t Dol. 

Heft. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperalitic : your Pulfidge beatet as ex- 
traordinarily, as heart would desire ; and your Colour 
(I warrant you) is as red as any Rofe : But you haue 
drunke too much Canaries, and that's a marucllous fear- 
ching Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere wee can fay 
what's this. How doe you now ? 

Del. Better then 1 was : Hem. 

Heft. Why that was well faid : A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir lebn. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Falft. Wbtn Arthur ftrfl in Court —{tm p itie the lordan) 
and was a wurtby King : How now Miftris Deli 

Heli. Sick of a Calme : yea, good-footh. 

Falft. So is all her SeQ : if they be once in a Calme, 
they are fick. 

Del. You muddie Rafcall.is that all the comfort you 
giue me t 

Falft. Vou make fat Rafcalls, Miftris 'Del. 

/' .'. 1 make them t Gluttonie and Difeafes make 
them, I make them not. 

Falft. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie.you helpe to 
make the Difeafes ('Do/) we catch of you {Dei) we catch 
of you : Grant that.my poorc Vert ue, grant that. 

'Del. 1 marry, our Chaynes.and our lewels. 

Falft. Your Brooches, Pcarles, and Owches : For to 
feme brauely,is to come halting off: you know.to come 
oft' the Breach, with his Pike bent brauely, and to Surge- 
tie brauely ; to venture vpon the ciurg'd -Chamber* 
brauely. 

Heft. Why this is the olde fa/hion : you two neuer 
mectc,but you fall to fome difcord : you are both (in 
good troth) as Rheumatike as two drie Toftes, you can- 
not one beare with anothers Confirmitics. What the 
good-yere ? One muft beare, and that muft bee you : 
you are the weaker Veflell ; as they fay, the emptier 
VeiTcll. 

Del. Can a weake emptie VetTell beare fuch a huge 
full Hogs-head T There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Stuffe in him : you haue not feene a Hulkc 
better ftufft in the Hold. Come, He be friends with thee 
Iatkj : Thou art going to the Warres, and whether I 
wall cuer fee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
cares. 

Enter 'Drawer. 

Drawer. Sir, Ancient PilitJl it below, and would 
fpeake with you. 

"Del. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not 
come hither $ it it the foule-mouth'dft Rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Heft. If hee fwagger, let him not come here : I muft 
liue amongft my Neighbors, He no Swaggerers : I am 
in good name, and fame, with the very beft i shut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I haue not 
liu'd all this while, to haue fwaggering now: ftiut the 
doore, I pray you. 

Falsi. Do'ft thou heare,HofteiTc ? 

Heft.'Vny you pacific your felfe(Sir Zoiw)there cornea 
no Swaggerers hceie. 

Falft.Do'ft 
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FalSl. Do'ft thou heare? it is mine Ancient. 

HeSt. TiIly-falIy(Sir lebn inciter tell me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my doores. I was before Matter 
Tifir( the Deputie, the other day : and a* hee faid to me, 
it was no longer agoe then Wednefday laft : Neighbour 
Qicijy (fayes hee;) Mafter £Wir,our Miniftcr,was by 
then: Neighbour Qui.l.'f ,\..y:> hec) receiue. thofe that 
are Ciuill ; for (fayth hee) you are in an ill Name: now 
hee faid fo, I can tell whereupon : for(fayes hee) you are 
an honeft Woman, and well thought on j therefore take 
hcede what Cucfts you receiue : Receiue (fayes hee) no 
fw.iggering Companions. There < omes none hecre. You 
would bleffc you to hcare what hee Cud. No, He no 
Swaggerers. 

Faift. Hee's no Swaggerer(Hoft<iTe: )a tame Cheater, 
hee: you may ftroake him as gsntly, as a Puppie Grey- 
hound : hee will not fwaggcr with a Barbarie Henne, if 
her feathers turne backe in any ftvew of rcfiftance. Call 
him vp (Drawer.) 

Heft. Cheater, call you him ? I will barre no hone ft 
man my houfe, nor no Cheater I but I doe not loue fwag- 
gering ; I am the worfe when one fayes, fwagger : Feele 
Mafters,how 1 ftialce: lookc you, I warrant you. 

Dot. So you doe, HoftelTe. 

heft. Doc I ? yea, in very truth doe I, if it were an Af- 
pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Pift„l,and <Bardolpb and bu By. 

Pifl. 'Saue you, Sir lebn. 

Falfl. Welcome Ancient Pifiol. Here(Pj/?c/)I charge 
you with a Cup of Sacke: doe you difcharge vpon mine 
HoftelTe. 

Pifl. I will difcharge vpon her (Sir lebn) with two 
Bullets. 

Ft/ft. She is Piftoll-proofe (Sir) you Hull hardly of- 
fend her. 

Heft. Come,Ilc drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets: I 
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
plcafurc, I. 

Pifl. Then to you (Miftris Doretbie) I will charge 
you. 

fDol. Charge me ? I fcorne you (fcuruie Companion) 
what? you poorc, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linncn- 
Mate : away you moutdie Rogue.away ; I am meat for 
your Mafter. 

Pifl. I know you,Miftris Deretbit. 

Del. Away you Cut-purfe Rafcall, you filthy Bung, 
away : By this Wine, He thruft my Kjiife in your mouldie 
Chappcs,if you play the fiwcic Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle- Ale Rafcall.you Basket-hilt ftale Iugler,you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two Points on 
your fhoulder ? much. 

Tift. I will murther your Ruffe, for this. 

Heft. No, good Captaine Piflol : not hecre, fweete 
Captaine. 

Del. Captaine ? thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, 
art thou not afham'd to be call'd Captaine ' If Captaines 
were of my minde.they would tmnchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names vpon you, before you hauc earn'd them. 
You a Captaine? you flaue.for what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfc? Hee a Captaine? hang 
him Rogue, hec Hues vpon mouldie ftew'd-Pruines, and 
dry'de Cakes. A Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make 
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 
neede looke to it. 
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Bard. Pray thee goe downe, good Ancient. 
Tali. Hearke thee hither, Miftris Dot. 
Pi*. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporall <B*rd*lf>b t I 
could teare her ) He be reueng'd on her. 
Part. 'Pray thee goe downe. 

Pifl. He fee her damn'd firft : to Pluto'i damn'd Lake, 
to the Infernal! Drcpe, where Ertbm and Tortures vilde 
alio. Hold Hooke and Line, lay I : Downe : downe 
Dogges,downe Fates: hauc wee not Hirtn here? 

Heft. Good Captaine Pet/tl be quiet, it is very late : 
I befeeke you now,aggrauate your Cholcr, 

Pifl. Thefe be good Humors indecde. Shall Pack- 
Horlcs, and hollow-pamper'd lades of Alia, which can- 
not goe but thirtie miles a day, compare with Orjar, and 
with Caniballs,and Troian Grcekes? nay, rather damne 
them with King GrArrju.and let the Welkin roate: lhall 
wee fall foule for Toyes? 

Htfl. By my troth Captaine, Uiefe are very bitter 
words. 

'Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 
Brawle anon. 

Pifl. Die men, like Doggesjgiue Crownes like Pinnes: 
Haue we not Hirtn here ? 

Ihfl, On my word (Captaine) there's none fuch here. 
What the good-yere,doe you thinke 1 would denye her ? 
I pray be quiet. 

PiSl. Then feed, and be fat (my faire £<»/7pfl/i.)Come, 
giue me fume Sack, 67 fortune mt urmtnte, Jperate mt tcn- 
tentt. Feare wee broad-fides T No, let the Fiend giue fire: 
Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
Come wee to full Points here, and are tt cetera' i no- 
thing ? 

Fal. PiDct, I would be quiet. 

Pin. Sweet Knight,! kiffe thy Neaffe: what' wee haue 
feene the feuen Startes. 

Del. Thruft him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch 
a Fuftian Rafcall. 

Ptfl. Thruft him downe ftayres ? know we not Gallo- 
way Nagges T 

Fal. Quoit him downe {Bardtlpb) like a fl>oue-groat 
milling : nay.if hee dot nothing but fpeake nothing, hee 
lhall be nothing here. 

'Bard. Come, get you downe ftayres. 

Ptft. What ? fliall wee haue Incifion ? lhall wee em- 
brcw ? then Death rockc me afteepc, abridge my dolcfull 
dayes: why then let gricuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, 
vntwin'd the Sifters three: Come Atrcfej,l fay. 

Huff. Here's good ftuffe toward. 

Fal. Giue me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. I prethee lac^, 1 prethee doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayres. 

Htfl. Here's a goodly tumult: He forfweare keeping 
houfe, before He be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur- 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas, put vp your naked Wea- 
pons, put vp your naked Weapons. 

Do/. I prethee lac( be quiet, the Rafcall is gone : ah, 
you whorfon little valiant Villaine,you. 

Hell. Are you not hurt i'th'Groyne ? me thought hee 
made a fttrcwd Thruft at your Belly. 

Fal. Haue you turn'd him out of doores i 

Bard. Yes Sir : the Rafcall's drunke : you haue hurt 
him (Sir) in the moulder. 

Fal. A Rafcall to braue mc. 

Dsl. Ah, you fweet little Rogue, yon : alas, poore Ape, 
how thou fweat'ft? Come,lct me wipe thy Face: Come 
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,! loue thee: Thou 
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art as valorous as Htlhr of Troy, worth fiue of Agamtm- 
dm, and tenne times better then the nine Worthies : ah 
VtDiiae. 

Fat. A rafcally Slaue.I will tofle the Rogue in a Blan- 
ket. 

DA. Doe,if thou dar'rt for thy heart: if thou doo'ft, 
He canuas thee betwecne a paire of Shectcs. 

Enttr dtfufijue. 

Part. The Mufique is come, Sir. 

Fal. Let them play : play Sirs. Sit on my Knee.ZW. 
A Rafcall, bragging Slauc : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. 

Del. And thou followd'ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Borc-pigge, when wilt 
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights.and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Heauen ? 

Enttr fbt Princt and Puina disgutid. 

Fat. Peace (good DA) doe not fpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doc not bid me remember mine end. 

Del. Sirrha.what humor is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good (hallow young fellow : hce would haue 
made a good Pantler, hec would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Del. They fay Points hath a good Wit. 

Fal. Heeagood Wit T hang him Baboone.his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksburie Muftard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him, then is in a Mallet. 

Dot. Why doth the Prince loue him fo then ? 

Fal. Bccaufe their Legges are both of a bignefle: and 
hee playes at Quoits well, and eates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off" Candles ends for Flap-dragont,and rides 
the wilde-Mare with the Boyes,and iumpei vpon loyn"d- 
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and wearts his 
Boot very fmooth,likc vnto the Signe of the Lcgge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of difcreete ftorics: and fuch 
other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that ihew a weake 
Minde,and an able Body, for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene their 
Habtr-dt-pou. 

Princt. Would not this Naue of a Wheele haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Pom. Let vi beat him before his Whore. 

Princt. Looke, if the withcr'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'd like a Parrot. 

Pcin. Is it not ftrange, that Defire fhould fo many 
yeeres out-liue performance ? 

Fal. KifTe me Del. 

Princt. Saturnt and Vtma this ycerc in Coniundtion ? 
What fayei the Almanack to that ( 

fcin. And looke whether the fierie TW^ow.his Man, 
be not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note- Booke, 
hi* Councell-keeper ? 

Fal. Thou do'ft giue me fbtt'ring Buflcs. 

Del. Nay trucly, 1 kiffe thee with a mod conftant 
heart. 

Fal. I am olde, I am olde. 

Dal. I loue thee bettcr.then I loue ere a fcuruie young 
Boy of theni all. 

Fal. What Stuffe wilt thcu haue a Kirtlc of? I mall 
rcceiue Money on Thurfday : thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late, 



wee will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when I am 
gone. 

Del. Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou fay'fl fo : 
prouc that cuer I drcfle my felfe handfome, till thy re- 
turne : well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, From*). 

Trin.Pcsn. Anon,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha ? a Baftard Sonne of the Kings? And art not 
thou Points, his Brother ? 

Princt. Why thou Globe of fmfull Continents, what 
a Life do'ft thou lead 7 

Fal. A better then thou : I am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. 

Princt. Very true, Sir : and I come to draw you out 
by the Earei. 

Hofl. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good Grace: Wel- 
come to London. Now Heauen blefTc that fweete Face 
of thine: what,are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieftie : by 
this light Flefh,and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

Del. How?you fat Foolr, I fcorne you. 

Pcin. My Lord, hee will driue you out of your re- 
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 
heat. 

Princt. You whorfon Candle mync you, how vildly 
did you fpeake of me eucn now, before this honeft, ver- 
tuous,ciuil1 Centlewoman? 

Heft. 'Blcffing on your good heart, and fo fhec is by 
my troth. \. 

Fal. Didft thou heare me ? 

Trinct. Yes: and you knew me,ai you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, 
and fpoke it on purpofe,to trie my patience. 

Fal. No,no,no : not fo : I did not thinke, thou waft 
within hearing. 

Princt. I fhall driue you then to confefTe the wilfull 
abufc, and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abufc [Hall) on mine Honor, no abufe. 

Princt. Not to difprayfc mc? and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abufe(/fc/J 

Pcin. No abufe? 

Fal. No abufc (Ntd) in the World : honeft Ntd none. 
I difprays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him : In which doing, I haue 
done the part of a careful! Friend, and a true SubieQ, and 
thy Father is to giue me thankes for it. No abufe (Hal :) 
none (AW) none ; no Boyes,none. 

Princt. See now whether pure Feare.and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman, to clofe with vs? It fhee of the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoftefle heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked? Or honeft Bardelfb (whofe Zeale burncs in his 
Nofe)of the Wicked? 

Toin. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere. 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe t Bardolf>b irrecoue- 
rable, and hit Face is Luciftrf Priuy-Kjtchin, where hee 
doth nothing but roft Mault-Worme* : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out- 
bids him too. 

Princt. For the Women ? 

Fal. For one of them, fhee is in Hell alreadie, and 
burncs poore Soules : for the other , 1 owe her Mo- 
ney j and whether fhee bee damn'd for that, I know 

not. 

Heft. No,l warrant you. 

Fal. No, 
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Fal. No, I thinke thou art not : I thinke thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there ii another Indictment vpon thee, 
for fuffering fleui to bee eaten in thy houle, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hcff. All Viaualler* doe fo : What it a loynt of 
Mutton, or two,in a whole Lent/ 

Prince. You, Gentlewoman. 

'Dill. What faye« your Grace? 

Falfi. Hi. Grace fayes that , which his flelh rebells 
againft. 

Hoft. Who knock* fo lowd at doorc ? Looke to the 
doore there, Franca ? 

£ii/fr Pelt. 

Prince. Ptto, how now ? what newel ? 

Pcto. The King, your Father, it at Weftminfter, 
And there are twentie weake and wearied Poftes, 
Come from the North : and at I came along, 
1 met,and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, 
Bare-headed, fwcating, knocking at the Tauernes, 
And asking euery one for Sir hbn Fatfiaffe. 

Prince. By Hcauen (Aim ) I feele me much to blame, 
So idly to prophane the precious time, 
When Tempeft of Commotion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads. 
Giue me my Sword, and Cloake : 
Falfijfie,good night. Exit. 

Falii. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfell of the 
night, and wee muft hence, and leaue it vnpickt. More 
knocking at the doore? How now ? what's the mat- 
ter ? 

'Bard. Vou muft away to Court, Sir, prefently, 
A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you. 

Falfi. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha : farewell HoftefTe, 
farewell Dd. You fee (my good Wenches) how men of 
Merit are fought after : the vndeferuer may fleepe.whcn 
the man of Aclion is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
if I be not fent away pofte , I will fee you againe, ere I 
goe. 

Del. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
to burft— Well ( fweete lac(e ) haue a care of thy 
felfe. 

Falfi. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

HlM. Well, fare thee well : I haue knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time : but an 

honcfter , and truer-hearted man Well , fare thee 

well. 

Bard. Miftris Teare-Jbeet. 
Hifi. What's the matter ? 

Bard. Bid Miftris Teare-jbeet come to my Mafter. 
Htft. Oh runne *X)e/, runne : runne, good '.Do/. 



a 
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Enter the King, with a Tage. 

fCirg. Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, an J of Warwick s 
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade thefe Lettcri, 
And well confider of them : make good fpecd. Exit. 
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How many thoufand of my pooreft Subiecls 

Are at this howre afieepe ? O Sleepe,0 gentle Sleepe, 

Natures foft Nurfe, how haue I frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 

And fteepe my Sencei in Forgetful neflc ? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Cribs, 

Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee, 

And huifht with bulling Night, flyes to thy (lumber, 

Then in the perfum'd Chamber* of the Great ? 

Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull'd with founds of fweeteft Melodic ? 

O thou dull God, why lyeft thou with the vilde, 

In loathfome Beds, and leau'ft the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-cafe, or a common Lamm-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maft, 

Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes, and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the vifitation of the Windes, 

Who take the Ruman Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monftrout heads, and hanging them 

With deafT ning Clamors in the (lipp'ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley, Death it felfe awakes? 

Canft thou (O partiall Sleepe) giue thy Repofe 

To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude : 

And in the calmeft.and moft ftilleft Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to booie, 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe, lye downe, 

Vneafie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne. 

Enter Warwicht and Surrey. 

War. Many good-morrowes to your Maieftie. 
King. Is it good-morrow, Lords? 
War. 'Tis One a Clock, and part. 
King.V/hy then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you read o're the Letters that I lent you t 
War. We haue (my Liege.) 

King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome, 
How foule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow, 
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it ? 

War. It is but as a Body, yet diftcmper'd, 
Which to his former ftrength may be reftor'd, 
With good aduice,and little Medicine : 
My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool'd. 

King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the reuolution of the Times 
Make Mountaines lcucll,and the Continent 
( Wearie of folide fjrmenefl"c)melt it felfe 
Into the Sea : and other Times, to fee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Nep tunes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diucrs Liquors. Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard, and Nsrtbumbtrland, great friends, 
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeres after, 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres fince, 
This Ptrcit was the man, neereft my Soule, 
Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my Affaires, 
And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot : 
Yea, for my fake.euen to the eyes of "Richard 
Gaue him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin AW/,as I may remember) 
When /c;fA(jrYJ',with his Eye,brim-full of Teares, 
(Then check'd.and rated by Northumberland) 
Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:) 
Nortbumbtrland,xboa Ladder, by the which 

My 
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My Coufin Hultingbrookf afcendt my Throne : 

(Though then, H <• .men known, I had no fitch intent, 

But that neceflirie fo bow'd the State, 

That I and GreatnefTe were com pel I'd to IcilTe:) 

The Time (hall come (thus did hce follow it) 

The Time will come, that foule Sinne gathering head, 

Shall breake into Corruption : fo went on, 

Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, 

And the diuifion of our Amitie. 

War, There is a Hiftorie in all mens Liues, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deccat'd : 
The which obferu'd, a man may prophecie 
With a neere ayme,of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seedes 
And wrake beginnings lye entreafured : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time ; 
And by the neceflarie forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gucflc, 
That great Ntrtbumberland,then falfe to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falfenefle, 
Which fhould not tindc a ground to roote vpon, 
Vnlefle on you. 

King. Are thefe things then Necefflties i 
Then let vs mecte them like NccelTities ; 
And that fame word,euen now cryes out on vs: 
They fay, the Bifhop and Northumberland 
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. 

War. It cannot be (my Lord:) 
Rumor doth double,like the Voice.and Eccho, 
The numbers of the reared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goe to bed, vpon my Life ( my Lord ) 
The Pow'rt that you alreadie haue fent forth, 
Shall bring this Priie in very ealily. 
To comfort you the more, I haue receiu'd 
A certaine inftance,that Glendeur is dead. 
Your Maieftic hath beene this fort-night ill, 
And thefe vnfeafon'd howres perforce mull adde 
Vnto your Sickneflc. 

King. I will take your counfaile : 
And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would ( deare Lor dsj vnto the Holy-Land. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter SivlLn and Silence : with Meutdie,Sb*dew, 
Wart, Feeble, <Bull-tatft. 

Sbal. Come -on, come-on, come-on : giue met your 
Hand, Sir ; giue mee your Hand, Sir: an early ftirrer, by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence f 

SI. Good-morrow, good Coufin Shall**. 

Sbal. And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? 
and your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter 
Elltn T 

Sit. Alas,a blacke Ourell (Coufin Shall**.) 

Shal.Ky yea and my, Sir, I dare fay my Coufin William 
is become a good Scholler ' hee is at Oxford {till, is hce 
not ? 

SI. Indeede Sir, to my coft. 

Sbal. Hee muft then to the Innes of Court fhortly : I 
was once of Qementt Inne ; where (I thinke) they will 
talke of mad Shalhw yet. 



Sil. You were calPd luftic Sbalk* then(Coufin.) 

Sbal. I was call'd any thing : and I would haue done 
any thing indeede too,and roundly too. There was I, and 
little Iaba Doit of Staffordfhire, and blacke George 'Bare, 
and Franci Pic^-btne,»nd Will Squtlt a Cot-fal-man, you 
had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklert in all the Innes of 
Court againe : And I may fay to you, wee knew where 
the 'Rzna-fyb.i' ■ were, and had the bed of them all at 
commandemcnt. Then was latltt Faljlaffe(navi Sir hhn) 
a Boy , and Page to Thorn** cXfirbray, Duke of Nor- 
folk e. 

Sil. This Sir John (Coufin) that come* hither anon a- 
bout Souldiers? 

Sbal. The fame Sir Iohn, the very fame : I faw him 
breake Seoggan't Head at the Court-Gate, when hee wa» 
a Crack, not thus high : and the very fame day did I fight 
with one Samp/en Soe{-fJb, a Fruiterer, behinde Greyct- 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue fpent ! and to fee 
how many of mine olJe Acquaintance are dead t 

Sil. Wee fhall all follow ( Coufin.) 

Sbal. Certaine: 'tis cettaine : very fure, very fure : 
Death is certaine to all, all fhall dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fayre? 

Sil. Truly Coufin, I was not there. 

Sbal. Death is certaine. Is old Double of your Towne 
lining yet ? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Sbal. Dead T See, fee : hee drew a good Bow : and 
dead ? hee fhot a fine fhoote. Iohn of Gaunt loued 
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? 
hee would haue dapt in the Clowt at Twelue-fcore.and 
carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foute- 
tcene and a halfc, that it would haue done a mans heart 
good to fee. How a fcore of Ewes now T 

Sil. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewes 
may be worth tenne pounds. 

Sbal. And is oldc Double dead ? 

Enter Hards! ft and hi Bey. 

Sil. Heere come two of Sir Lbn Falftaffet Men (at I 
thinke.) 

Sbal. Good-morrow,honeft Gentlemen. 

Ward. I befeech you, which is luftice Sbalhv? 

Sbal. I am Robert Sballi.v(S\t )a poore Efquire of thii 
Countie, and one of the Kings lufix.es of the Peace : 
What is your good pleafure with me ? 

Bard. My Captaine (Sir) commends him to you : 
my Captaine.Sir lehn Falflaffe : a tall Gentleman, and a 
mod gallant Leader. 

Sbal. Hee greetes me well : ( Sir) I knew him a 
good Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? 
may I aske,how my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda- 
ted, then with a Wife. 

Sbal. It is well faid.Sir; and it is well faid, indeede, 
too: Better accommodated? it is good, yea indeede it 
it : good phrafct are iurtly.and euery where very com- 
mendable. Accommodated , it comes of Aciommsde : 
very good, a good Phrafe. 

Ward. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phrafe 
call you it ' by this D)y, I know not the Phrafe : but 
I will miintaine the Word with my Sword, to bee a 
Souldier-likc Word, and a Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is 
(as they fay ) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 

whereby 

_ 
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whereby he thought to be accommodated , which it an 
excellent tiling. 

Enur Falfl aft. 

Sbal. It is very iuft : Lookc, hecre comet good Sir 
Itbu. Giue me your hand, giue me your Worlhips good 
hand : Truft me, you looke well : and beare your yearea 
very well. Welcome, good Sir lob*. 

Fal. I am glad to lee you well, good M. Robert Sbal- 
hw. Mailer Sure-tar J ai 1 thinkc? 

Sbal. No fir lob*, it it my Cofin Sileatt: in Commifli- 
on with mee. 

Fat. Good M. Slentt, it well befit* you mould be of 
the peace. 

SI. Your good Worlhip it welcome. 

Fal Fye, this it hot weather (Gentlemen) haue you 
prouided me hecre halt'e a dozen of fufikicnt men? 

Sbal. Marry haue we fir : Will you lit ? 

Fat. Let me fee them, I befeech you. 

SbaL Where't the Roll* Where't the Roil ? Where't 
the Roll ' Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee : fo,fo, fo, fo : 
yea marry Sir. Raphe At -.'J,,-, let them appears at 1 call: 
let them do fo, let them do fo : Let mee fee, Where it 
Mouldie? 

Maul. Heere.if it pleafe you. 

Sbal. What thinke you (Sir Itbm) a good limb'd fel- 
low: yong,ftrong, and of good friends. 

Fal. It thy name Mouidie ? 

c/!iW. Yea , if it pleafe you. 

Fal. 'Tit the more time thou wert vt'd. 

Sbal. Ha, ha, ha, molt excellent. Things that are moul- 
die, lacke vfe : very lingular good. Well faide Sir I. in, 
very well faid. 

Fal. Pricke him. 

Msul. I wat prickt well enough before, if you could 
haue let me alone : my old Dame will be vndone now, for 
one to doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 
not to haue prickt me, there are other men fitter to goe 
out, then I. 

Fal. Go too: peace Mouidie, you mail goe. cAUuldie, 
it it time you were fpent. 
Msul. Spent? 

Sbalhw. Peace, fellow, peace; Hand afide : Know you 
where you are? For the other fir hbn : Let me fetiSmem 
Shadow. 

Fal. I marry, let me haue him to fit vnder : he'l like to 
be a cold fouldier. 

Sbal. Where's Shadow ? 
Shad. Hecre fir. 

Fal. Shadow, whofe fonne art thou f 
Skad. My Mothers fonne, Sir. 

Falfl. Thy Mothers fonne s like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers fhadow : fo the fonne of the Female, it the lhadow 
of the Male : it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers 
fublhnce. 

Sbal. Do you like him, fir hbn ? 

Falfl. Shadow will feme for Summer : pricke him : For 
wee haue a number of Ihadowes to fill vppe the Mufter- 
Booke. 

Sbal. Thomas Wart ? 

Falfl. Where's he? 

Wart. Heere fir. 

Falfl. It thy name Wart ? 

Wart. Yea fir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart. 



Sbal. Shall I pricke him downe, 
Sir hbn ? 

Falfl. It were fuperfluoui: for his apparrel it built vp- 
on his backe, and the whole frame Hands vpon pins:prick 
him no more. 

Sbal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it fir : you can doe it t I 
commend you well. 
Frantii Fettle. 

Feeble. Heere fir. 

Sbal. What Trade art thou Feeble ? 

Feeble. A Womins Taylor fir. 

Sbal. Shall 1 pricke him, fir? 

Fal. You may I 
But if he had beene a mans Taylor, he would haue prick'd 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an enemies Bat- 
tailc, as thou haft done in a Womans pctticote? 

Feeble. I will doe my good will fir, you can haue no 
more. 

Falfl. Well faid, good Womans Tailour : Well fayde 
Couragiout Feeble : thou wilt bee at valiant at the wrath- 
ful I Doue,or moft magnanimous Moufe. Pricke the wo- 
mans Taylour well Mailer Sbalhw, deepe Maifter Shal- 
low. 

Feeble. I would Wart might haue gone fir. 

Fal. I would thou wert a mant Tailor, that y might'ft 
mend him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot put him to 
a priuate fouldier, that it the Leader of fo many thou- 
knds. Let that fufrkc.moft Forcible Feeble. 

Feelle. It fliall fufEce. 

Falfl. I am bound to thee, reuerend Fttblt. Who is 
the next ? 

Sbal. Peter Bultalfe of the Greene. 
Falfl. Yea marry, let vs fee 'Bultalfe. 
Bui. Heere fir. 

Fal. Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me e B»l- 
talft till he roarc againe. 

'Bui. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 

Fal. What? do'ft thou roare before th'art prickt. 

Bui. Oh fir, I am a difeafed man. 

Fal. What difeafe haft thou ? 

Bui. A whotfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
with Ringing in the Kings aftayres, vpon his Coronation 
day, fir. 

Fal. Come, thou (halt go to the Warret in a Gowne : 
we will haue away thy Cold, and I will take luch order, 
that thy friends Jhall ring for thee. It heere all ? 

Sbal. There is two more railed then your number : 
you muft haue but foure heere fir,and fo I pray you go in 
with me to dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will goe drinkc with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to fee you in good troth, Mafter 
Sbal law. 

Sbal. O fir hbn, doe you remember fince wee lay all 
night in the Winde-mill.in S Georges Field. 

Falftaffe. No more of that good Mafter Sbalhw : No 
more of Jut. 

Sbal. Ha/ it wat a merry night. And is lane Nigbt- 
werbj aliue ? 

Fal. She liucs, M Sbalhw. 

Sbal. She neuer could away with me. 

Fal. Neuer, neuer : Ihe would alwayes fay (hee could 
not abide M. Sbalhw. 

Sbal. I could anger her to the heart : (hee was then a 
Btma-Roba. Doth Ihe hold her owne well. 

Fal. Old.old, M. Shallow. 

Sbal. Nay.fhe muft be old, (he cannot choofe but be 
g g old: 
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HaH. Wee haue fent forth alreadie. 

Uijb. Til well done. 
My Friends, and Brethren (in thefe great Affaires) 
I muft acquaint you, that 1 haue receiu'd 
New-dated Letter* from Ncrtbvmbtrland: 
Their cold intent,tenure,and fubftance thui. 
Here doth hee wifli hi* Perfon.with fuch Power* 
A* might hold fortance with hi* Qualitie, 
The which hec could not leuie : whereupon 
Hee it retyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and concludes in heartic prayers, 
That your Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard, 
And fearefull meeting of their Oppolite. 

M'.vi. Thus do the hope* we haue in him, touch ground, 
And dafti themfeluc* to pieces. , 

Enter a MtJJenger. 

Haft. Now ? what newe* ? 

Mtff. Weft of this Forreft.fcarcely off" a mile, 
In goodly forme, come* on the Enemie : 
And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
V pan, or necre, the rate of thirtie thoufand. 

M :<■. The iuft proportion that we gauc them out. 
Let v* fway-on,and face them in the field. 

Enter Weftmerland, 

2J#b.What well-appointed Leader fronts v* here? 

mar. I thinke it i* my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Weft. Health, and faire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord /oZ>w,and Duke of Lancaftcr. 

Uijb. Say on ( my Lord of Wcftmerland) in peace : 
What doth concerne your comming ? 

WeR. Then (my Lord) 
Vnto your Grace doe I in chiefe addreffe 
The fubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like itfelfe,in bafc and abie£t Routs, 
Led on by bloodie Youth, guarded with Rage, 
And countenane'd by Boyes,and Beggerie ; 
I fay, if damn'd Commotion fo appeare, 
In his true, natiue, and moft proper {hape, 
You ( Reuerend Fathcr,and thele Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here, to drefle the ougly forme 
Of bafe,and bloodie InfurreGion, 
With your faire Honor*. You, Lord Arch-biftiop, 
Whofe Sea i* by a Ciuill Peace maintain'd, 
Whofe Beard, the Silucr Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd, 
Whofe white Inueftments figure Innocence, 
The Doue,and very bleffed Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you fo ill tranflatc your felfc, 
Out of the Speech of Peace, that bcarcs fuch grace, 
Into the harfti and boyftrous Tongue of Warre ? 
Turning your Bookes to Grauet, your Inke to Blood, 
Your Penne* to Launces,and your Tongue diuine 
To a lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Warre. 

'Bib. Wherefore doc I thii? fo the Queftion ftand*. 
Brietely to this end : Wee are all difeas'd, 
And with our furfetting,and wanton howres, 
Haue brought our felue* into a burning Fcucr, 
And wee muft bleede for it : of which Difeafe, 
Our late King Richard [ being infefted) dy'd. 
But (my moft Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
I take not on me here as a Phyfician, 
Nor doe I, as an Enemie to Peace, 
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Troope in the Throng* of Militarie men : 

But rather (hew a while like fearefull Warre, 

To dyet rankc Mindcs,ficke of happincfte, 

And purge th'obftrucYions, which begin to ftop 

Our very Veines of Life : hejre me more plaincly. 

I haue in equall baliance iuftly weigh'd, 

What wrongs our Arms may do, what wrong* we fufTer, 

And finde our Criefe* heauier then our Offence*. 

Wee fee which way the ftreame of Time doth runne, 

And are enfore'd from our moft quiet there, 

By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 

And haue the fummarie of all our Griefe* 

(When time flull ferue) to (hew in Article*; 

Which long ere this, wee oftcr'd to the King, 

And might, by no Suit, gay ne our Audience : 

When wee are wrong'd.and would vnfold our Griefe*, 

Wee are deny'd accede vnto hi* Perfon, 

Euen by thofe men, that moft haue done vs wrong. 

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone, 

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth 

With yet appearing blood ; and the example* 

Of cucry Minutes in fiance (prcfent now) 

Hath put vs in thefe ill-bcfceming Armest 

Not to break e Peace, or any Branch of it, 

But to cftabliih here a Peace indeede, 

Concurring both in Name and Q^alitie. 

Weft. When euer yet wa» your Appeale deny'd ? 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King T 
What Pccre hath beene fuborn'd,to grate on you, 
That you mould feale this lawlcflc bloody Booke 
Of forg'd Rebellion, with a Scale diuine? 

Bijb. My Brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my Quarrell.in particular. 

Weft. There is no neede of any fuch redreflc: 
Or if there were,it not belongs to you. 

Afiir. Why not to him in part, and to v* all, 
That feele the bruizes of the dayes before, 
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 
To lay a heauie and vnequall Hand vponour Honors? 

H'ift. O my good Lord cslfc*hrdy t 
Conftrue the Times to their Necemties, 
And you ftull fay (indeede) it i* the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you iniurics. 
Yet for your part, it not appcares to me, 
Either from the King, or in the prelent Time, 
That you ftiould haue an ynch of any ground 
To build a Griefe on : were you not rcftor'd 
To all the Duke of Norfolke* Seignories, 
Your Nobie.and right well remem bred Fathers? 

A/ttr. What thing.in Honor, had my Father loft, 
That need to be rcuiu'd ( and breath'd in me? 
The King that lou'd him, as the State flood then, 
Was fore'd, perforce compcll'd to banlfh him : 
And then, that Henry Bullingbrooly and hee 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seates, 
Their neighing Courfer* daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staues in charge,their Beauers downe, 
Their eye* of fire,fparkling through fights of Steele, 
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together: 
Then, then, when there was nothing could haue ftay'd 
My Father from the Breaftof 'Bu/lingtrae^e ; 
O, when the King did throw hi* Warder downe, 
(His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw) 
Then threw hee downe himfelfe.and all their Liuc*, 
That by !ndi£tmcnt,and by dint of Sword, 
Haue fincc raif-carryed vnder 'Bullingkrtelfe. 

gg z fTeft.You 
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Weft. You fpeak(Lord Movbray) now you know not what. 

The Earle of Hereford wn reputed then 

In England the mod valiant Gentleman. 

Who knowes.on whom Fortune would then haue frail'd? 

But if your Father had beene Viflor there, 

Hee ne're had borne it out of Couentry. 

For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, 

Cry'd hate Tpon him : and all their prayers, and loue, 

Were fet on HrrforJ,whoxn they doted on, 

And blcfs'd,and grac'd,and did more then the King. 

But this is mecre digreflion from my purpofe. 

Here come 1 from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Grides; to tell you, from his Grace, 

That hee will giue you Audience : and wherein 

It (hall appeare,that your demands are iuit, 

You Ihali enioy them,euery thing fet off, 

That might fo much as thinke you Enemies. 

Mm. But hee hath fore'd vs to compell this Offer, 
And it procecdes from Pollicy.not Loue. 

fftfi. c%fewbray,you ouer weene to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fcare. 
For loe, within a Ken our Army lyes, 
Vpon mine Honor, all too confident 
To giue admittance to a thought of fcare. 
Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the vfe of Armcs, 
Our Armor all as ftrong,our Caufe the bell ; 
Then Reafon will,our hearts fltould be as good. 
Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd. 

Matr. Well, by my will, wee (hall admit no Parley. 

Wtit. That argues but the frame of your offence: 
A rotten Cafe abides no handling. 

Haft. Hath the Prince hbn a full CornmiiTion, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To heare.and abfolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee mail ftand vpon ? 

rVtft. That is intended in the Generals Name : 
I mule you make fo (light a Queftion. 

Bijh. Then take(my Lord of Vtfeftmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containes our generall Grieuances: 
Each feuerall Article herein rcdrefs'd, 
All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewcd to this Action, 
Acquitted by a true fubftantiall forme, 
And prefent execution of our wills, 
To vs,and to our purpofes confin'd, 
Wee come within our awfull Banks againe, 
And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace. 

fVtft.TKa will I (hew the Generall. Pleafc you Lords, 
In fight of both our Battailes, wee may meete 
At either end in peace : which Heauen fo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which mud decide it. 

'Bijb. My Lord, wee will doe fo. 

.' f - - 1 h< is a thing within my Bofome tells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can (land. 

Hall. Feare you not, that if wee can nuke our Peace 
Vpon fuch large lermej,and fo abfolute, 
As our Conditions (hall confift vpon, 
Our Peace (hall ftand as firme as Rockie Mounuines. 

e/W«ir. I, but our valuation (hall be fuch, 
That euery (light,and falfe-deiiued Caufe, 
Yea.eucry idle, nice.and wanton Reafon, 
Shall, to the King.ttfte of this Action : 
That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue, 
Wee (hall be winnowed with fo rough a winde, 



That euen our Corne (hall feeme as light at Chaffc, 
And good from bad finde no partition. 

Bijb. No,no(my Lord) note this: the King is 
Of uainric,and fuch picking Grieuances : 
For hee hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Reuiues two greater in the Heires of Life. 
And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane, 
And kcepe no Tell-tale to his Memorie, 
That may repeat, and Hiftorie his lode, 
To new remembrance. For full well hee knowes, 
Hee cannot fo precifely weede this Land, 
As his mif-doubri prefent occafion : 
His foes are fo en-rooted with his friends, 
That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie, 
Hee doth vnfaHen fo,and (hake a friend. 
So that this Land, like an offendue wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ftrokes, 
As he is (hiking, holds his Infant vp, 
And hangs refolu'd Correction in the Armc, 
That was vprear'd to execution. 

Haft. Befides,the King hath wafted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke 
The very Inftrumcnts of Chafticcment : 
So that his power, like to a Fangleffe Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 

'Bijb. *Tis very true : 
And therefore be affur*d (my good Lord Marihal) 
If we do now make our attoncment well, 
Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe vnited) 
Grow ftronger,for the breaking. 

Maw. Be it fo : 
Heere is return'd my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Enttr H'tftmtrland. 
tt'r/r.The Prince is here at hand:pleafcth your Lordfliip 
To meet his Grace, iuft difrancc'twccne our Armies? 

Maw. Your Grace of Yorke, in hcaucn'i name then 
forward. 

'Bijb. Before, and greet his Grace(my Lord) we come. 

Enttr Prince John. 
/sit*. You are wel encountred herr(my cofin Mowbray) 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbiftiop, 
And (o to you Lord ILiftingt ,and to all. 
My Lord of Yorke, it better (hew'd with you, 
When that your Flocke (affcmbled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuerence 
Your expofition on the holy Text, 
Then now to fee you heere an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 
And ripens in the Sunne (hine of his fauor, 
Would heeabule the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what Mifchiefes might hee fet abroach, 
In (hadow of fuch Greatneffe? With you, Lord Bifliop, 
It is euen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken, 
How deepe you were within the Bookcs of Heauen * 
To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament; 
To vs,th'imagine Voyce of Heauen it felfe : 
The very Opener, .inJ Intelligencer, 
Betweene the Grace, the Sanctities of Heauen, 
And our dull workings. O.who (hall beleeue, 
But you mif vfe the reuerence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance,and Grace of Heauen, 
As a falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name, 
In deedes dif-honorablc T You hauc taken vp, 
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Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heauen, 
The Subiecls of Heiuens Subftitutc, my Father, 
And both againft the Peace of Heauen, and him, 
Hauc here vpfwarmcJ them. 

Btjb. Good my Lord of Lancafler, 
I am not here Jgiinft your Fathers Peace : 
But (at I told my Lord of Weftmerland) 
The Time (mif-order'd J doth in common fence 
Crowd vs,and crufh vs,to this monftrous Forme, 
To hold our fafetie vp. I fent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Criefe, 
The which hath been with fcorne fliou'd from the Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Sannc of Warre is borne, 
Whofe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd afleepc, 
With graunt of our moft iuft and right defires; 
And true Obrdicnce,of this MadncfTe cur'd, 
Stoope tamely to the ffwt of Maieftie. 

Mcrr. If not, wee readie are to trye our fortunes, 
To the 1 j it man. 

Haft. And though wee here fall downe, 
Wee haue Supplycs, to fecond our Attempt : 

1 If they mif-carry, theirs (lull fecond them. 

■ And fo,fucce(Te of Mifchicfe (hall be borne, 
And Heire from Heire fh ill hold this Quarrell vp, 

i Whiles England fhall haue generation. 
hbn. You are too mallow [ftaftingi) 
Much too (hallow, 

To found the bottome of the after-Times. 

Afi/J.PIeafcth your Gracc,to anfwere them direclly, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles. 

Iain. I like them all, and doe allow them well : 
And fweare here,by the honor of my blood, 
My Fathers purpolct haue beene miftuoke, 
And fome, about him, haue too lauifhly 
Wreftcd his meaning, and Authoritie. 
My Lord,thcfe Griefes mall be with fpeed redreft: 
Vpon my Life, they mall. If this may pleafe you, 
Difcharge your Powers vnto their feucrall Counties, 
As wee will ours: and here, betweene the Armies, 
Let's drinke together fiiendly.and embrace, 
That all their eyes may bearc thofe Tokens home, 
Of our reftored Loue,and Amitic. 

Bijb. I take your Princely word, for thefe redrtffes. 

I.ln. I giue it you, and will maintaine my word: 
And thereupon I drinke vnto your Grace. 

Haft. Goc Capraine,and deliuer to the Armie 
This newes of Peace : let them hauc pay, and part : 
I know, it will well pleafe them. 
High thee Captaine. Exit. 

t Bift>. To you, my Noble Lord of WeAmerland. 
freJt. I pledge your Grace : 
And if you knew what painei I haue beftow'd, 
To brccde this prefent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my loue to ye, 
Shall (hew it felfe mote openly hereafter. 

Bijb. I doe not doubt you. 

fVeft. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin cAfcvtray. 

Mcrr. You wifn me health in very happy fealon, 
For J am, on the fojaine, fomething ill. 

'Bijb. Againft ill Chances, men are euer merry, 
But heauinelTc fore-runnrs the good euent. 

tfeft. Therefore be merry (Cooze) fincc fodainc forrow 
Serues to fay thus : fbme good thing comes to morrow. 

Bijb. Beleeue me, 1 am palling light in fpirit. 

Aftir. So much the worfe,if your owne Rule be true. 
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hbn. The word of Peace is rendcr'd : hearke how 
they fhowt. 

M.tr. This had been chearefull, after Vi&orie. 

Bijb. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueft : 
For then both parties nobiy are fubdu'd, 
And neither partie loofer. 

hbn. Goe (my Lord) 
And let our Army be difcharged too : 
And good my Lord (fo pleafe you) let our Traincs 
March by vs,that wee may perufe the men Exit. 
Wee mould hauc coap'd withall. 

BJh. Goc, good Lord Haftingi : 
And ere they be difmifs'd, let them march by. Exit. 

hbn. 1 truft( Lords) wee mall lye to night together. 
Enttr Weftmerland. 
Now Coufin, wherefore ftandi our Army ftill? 

IFeff.The Leaders hauing charge from you to (land, 
Will not goc off, vntill they hearc you fpeake. 

hln. They know their duties. Enttr Haftingi, 

Haft. Our Army is difpers'd : 
Like youthfull Steeres,vnyoak'd, they tookc their courfc 
Eaft,Weft, North, South: or like a Schoole, broke vp, 
Each hurryes towards his home, and fporting place. 

Weft. Good tidings(my Lord Haftingi) for the which, 
I doe arreft thcc(Traytor) of high Treai'on: 
And you Lord Arch-biihop, and you Lord M-vbray, 
Of Capitall Treafon.l attach you both. 

M.v. Is this proceeding iuft, and honorable ? 

IVtft. Is your AlTembly fo? 

'Bijb. Will you thus breake your faith ? 

hbn. I pawn'd thee none : 
I promis'd you rcdrelTc of thefe fame Grieuances 
Whereof you did complaine; which, by mine Honor, 
I will perform e, with a moft Chriftian care. 
But for you(Rebeli,)lookc to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and fuch A£h as yours. 
Moft (hallowly did you thefe Armes commence, 
Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence. 
Strike vp our Drummes,puriuc the fcatter'd ftray, 
Heauen, and not wee, haue fafcly fought to day. 
Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treafons true Bed. and yeelder vp of breath. Exeunt. 
Enter Fa/flafe and Cclleuile. 

Falft. What's your Name, Sir? of what Condition are 
you ? and of what place, 1 pray f 

Col. I am a Knight. Sir: 
And my Name is O.lttuiU of the Dale. 

FalH. Well then, CMeuile is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. O.lleuile mall 
ftill be your Name, a Traytor your Degrce,and the Dun- 
geon your Place, a place deepe enough : fo (hall you be 
ftill Celleuile of the Dale. 

Col. Are not you Sir hbn Falftaffe ? 

Falft. As good a man as he fir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yeeldc fir, or ihall I fwcate for you? if I doe fweate, they 
are the drops of thy Louers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowte vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
uance to my mercy. 

Cel. I thinke you are Sir hbn Falftaffe ,&in that thought 
yeeld me. 

Fal. I hauc a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fprakes anie other 
word but my name : and I had but a belly of any indifte- 
rencie, I were fimply the moft acliuc fellow in Europe : 
my worn be, my worn be, my wombe vndoes mee. Heerc 
comes our General!. 

6_gJ £n!tr 
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Enter Prince hbn % andWtflmerla*d. 

hbn. The heat is paft, follow no farther now : 
Call in the Powers, good Coufin fr , eiimtrla"J. 
Now Faljfaffe,where hauc you beene ill this while ? 
When cuery thing it ended, then you come. 
Thefe tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life) 
One lime, or other, breake fome Gillowcs back. 

Falfl. I would bee forry (my Lord) but it mould bee 
thus : I neuer knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Hauc I, in my poore and oldc Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I haue fpceded hither with 
the very extremeft ynch of poflibilitie. I haue fowndred 
nine fcore and odde Poftcs : and heere ( trauell-tainted 
as I am) haue, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir hbn dlteuite of the Dale, a moll furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemie : But what of that ? hee faw mee, and 
yeelded : that I may iuftly fay with the hookc-nos'd 
fellow of Rome, I camc,faw,and ouer-came. 

hbn. It was more of his Courtefie, then your defer- 
uing. 

Fa/ft. I know not : heere hee is, and heere I yeeld 
: and I befeech your Grace, let it be book'd, with 
the reft of this dayes deedcs ; or I fweare, I will haue it 
in a particular Ballad, with mine owne Picture on the top 
of it ( Colleuile killing my foot : ) To the which courfc, if 
I be enfbrc'd, if you do not all fhew like gilt two-pences 
to me; and l,in the cleare Skie of Fame, o're-lhine you 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele- 
ment (which (hew like Pinnes-heads to her) bcleeue not 
the Word of the Noble : therefore let mee haue right, 
and let defert mount. 

hbn. Thine's too heauie to mount. 

Falfl. Let it (hine then. 

Iebn. Thine's too thick to mine. 

Falfl. Let it doe fomething(my good Lord) that may 
doe me good,and call it what you will. 
Itbrt. Is thy Name Cilleuilt > 
Col. It is (my Lord.) 

hbn. A famous Rebell art thou, Clleuile. 

Falfl. And a famous true Subieft tookc him. 

Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither : had they beene rul'd by me, 
You mould haue wonne them dearer then you haue. 

Falfl. I know not how they fold themfelues, but thou 
like a kinde fellow, gau'A thy felfe away ; and I thanke 
thee, fur thee. 

Enter Weflmerland. 

hbn. Haue you left purfuit > 

Weft. Retreat is made, and Execution ftay'd. 

lob*. Send Qclltu'ilt,^'^ his Confederates, 
To Yorke.to prefent Execution. 
'Blunt t Icadc him hence, and fee you guard him fure. 

£arif with O.lltuilt. 
And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords,; 
I heare the King, my Father, is fore ficke. 
Our Newes (hall goe before vs,to his Maieftie, 
Which (Coulin) you (hall brare.to comfort him : 
And wee with fuber (peede will follow you. 

Falfl. My Lord, 1 befeech you, giue mc leaue to goe 
through Gloucefterfhire : and when you come to Court, 
(bind my good Lor J, 'pray, in your good report. 

hbn. Fare you well , Falfiaffe : I, in my condition, 
Shall better fpeake of you.then you deferue. Exit. 



Falfl. I would you had but the wit : 'twere better 
then your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fo- 
ber-blooded Boy doth nor loue me , nor a man cannot 
make him laugh : but that's no maruaile, hee diinkes no 
Wine. There's neuer any of thefe demure Boyea come 
to any proofe : for thinne Drinke doth fo oucr-eoole 
their blood, and making many Filh-Mealet, that they 
fall into a kinde of Male Grecnc-ficknefle : and then, 
when they marry, they get Wenches. They are generally 
Fooles,and Cowards , which fome of vs mould be too, 
but for inflamation. A good Shems-Sack hath a two- 
fold operation in it : it afcends me into the Braine, dryea 
me there all the foolifh, and dull, and cruddie Vapours, 
which enuiron it : makes it apprchenfiue, quicke, forge- 
tiue, full of nimble, fierie, and delectable wipes; which 
dcliuer'd o're to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the 
Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The fecond propertie of 
your excellent Shcrris, is, the warming of the Blood : 
which before (cold, and felled) left the Liuer white, and 
pale ; which is the Badge of Pufillanimitie, and Cowar- 
dize : but the Sherris wirmes it, and makes it courfe 
from the inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminatcth 
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning to all the 
reft of this little Kingdome (Man) to Arroe : and then 
the Vitall Commoners, and in land pettie Spirits, mufter 
me all to their Cagtainc, the Heart; who great.and pufft 
vp with his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage: and this 
Valour comes of Shcrris. So, that skill in the Weapon 
is nothing, without Sack (for that lets it a-worke:) and 
Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a Deuill, till 
Sack commences it, and fets it in act, and vfe. Hereof 
comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood 
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hath, like 
leane, ftirrill, and bare Land, manured, husbanded, and 
tyll'd, with excellent endeauour of drinking good, and 
good ftore of fertile Sherris, that hee is become very hot, 
and valiant. If I had a thoufind Sonnrs.the firft Principle 
I would teach them, mould be to forfweare thinne Pota- 
tions, and to addicl themfelues to Sack. Enter Bardolpb. 
How now 'Bardolpb ? 

'Bard. The Armie is difcharged all, and gone. 

Falfl. Let them goe : He through Gloucefterfhire, 
and there will 1 vifit Maftcr Rtbert Sbalhrr, Efquire : I 
haue him alrcadic tempering betweene my finger and my 
thombc,and fliortly will I feale with him. Come away. 

Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter King, ffanric^e, Clarence, Chueefler. 
King. How Lords.if Heauen doth giue fuccefTefull end 
To this Debate, that bleedeth at our doores, 
Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are fanftify'd. 
Our Nauie is addrefTed.our Power collected, 
Our Substitutes, in abfence, well inuefted, 
And euery thing lyes leuell to our wifh ; 
Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength : 
And pawfe vs, till thefe Rebels, now a-foot, 
Come vnderneath the yoake of Gouernment. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Maieftie 
Shall foone enioy. 

King. Hum- 
194 
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King. Humphrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where is 
the Fnncc, your Brother? 

Glo. 1 thinke hee's gone to hunt (my Lord)it Wind- 
for. 

King. And how accompanied ? 
C/c. I doe not know (my Lord.) 

King, Is not hi* Brother, ThomM of Clarence, with 
him ? 

Glo. No (my good Lord) hee i» in prefence heere. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father? 

King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
Hee loucs thec,and thou do'ft neglect him(T6c«<w.) 
Thou haft a better place in hit Affection, 
Then all thy Brother* : eherifh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Office* thou may'll effect 
Of Mediation (after 1 am dead) 
Bctweene his Grcatncffe,and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not hi* Loue, 
Nor loofe the good aduantage of hi* Grace, 
By feeming cold, or careleffe of hi* will. 
Fur hee i* gracious, it hee be obfcru'd : 
Hee hath a Tcare for Pitie,and a Hand 
Open (as Djy ) lor melting Charitie : 
Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, hee's Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and a* fudden, 
As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 
Hi* temper therefore muft be well obfcru'd : 
Chide him for faults.and d^e it rcuerently, 
When you perceiue hi* blood enclin'd to mirth: 
But being moodie,giue him Line, and fcopc, 
Till that his palfions (like a Whale on ground) 
Confound themfelues with working. Learne thit Thomas, 
And thou (halt proue a (belter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of Gold, to binde thy Brother* in: 
That the vnited Vcffell of their Blood 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggcftion, 
As force, perforce, the Age will powre it in) 
Shall neuer leake, though it doe worke at ftrung 
At j1ceniium,0T ralh Gun-powder. 

Clar, 1 (hall obferue him with all care, and loue. 

King. Why art thou not at Windfor with him (Tho- 
mas?) 

Oar. Hee i* not there to day : hee dines in Lon- 
don. 

King. And how accompanycd ? Canft thou tell 
that? 

Clar. With Print* , and ether hit continuall fol- 
io wers. 

King. Mod fubiedt is the fattcft Soyle to Weede* : 
And hee (the Noble Image of my Youth) 
Is ouer-fpread with them : therefore my gricfc 
Stretches it felfe beyond the howre of death. 
The blood weepe* from my heart, when I doe fttape 
(In forme* imaginaric) th'vnguided Dayet, 
And rotten Times, that you (hall looke vpon, 
When I am deeping with my Anceftor*. 
For when his hcad-ftrong Riot hath no Curbe, 
When Rage and hot-Blood are his Counfailors, 
When Meane* and lauifh Manners mccte together ; 
Oh, with what Wing* (hall his Affections fiye 
Toward* fronting Peiill,and oppos'd Decay ? 

War. My graciuus Lord, you looke beyond him quite : 
The Prince but ftudie* his Companions, 
Like a ftrange Tongue : wherein, to gaine the- Language, 
Tis needful 1, that the mod immodeft word 
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Be look'd vpon, and learn'd : which once attayn'd, 
Your Highneffe knowe*,comc* to no farther vfe, 
But to be knowne,and hated. So,likc groffe tenncs, 
The Prince will, in the perfectneffc of time, 
Cait off his followers : and their memorie 
Shall as a Patterne,or a Mcafure,liue, 
By which his Grace muft mete the liuct of others, 
Turning paft-euill* to aduantage*. 

KingM \* feldome.when the Bee doth leaue her Combe 
In the dead Carrion. 

Enter Wtftmerland. 
Who's heere ? Weftmerlandf 

Weft. Health to my Soucraignc.and new happineffe 
Added to that, that 1 am to deliuer. 
Prince /ciw.your Sonne.doth kiffc your Graces Hand : 
<&foirhraj, the Bifhop, & to / e,Hafti*gt t *n& all, 
Arc brought to the Correction of your Law. 
There is not now a Rebels Sword vnuSeath'd, 
But Peace put* forth her Oliue euery where : 
The manner how thi* Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyfure) may your Highneffe reade, 
With euery courfe,in hi* particular. 

King. O Weftmtrland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which euer in the haunch of Winter ling* 
The lifting vp of day. 

Er.ttr Harcourt. 
Looke, heere'* more newes. 

hart. From Enemies, Heauen keepe your Maieftie : 
And when they ftand againft you, may they fall, 
As thofc that I am come to tell you of. 
The Earlc Northumberland, and the Lord Bardtlft, 
With a great Power of Englifh.and of Scot*, 
Are by the Sherile of Yorkeftiire ouerthrowne : 
The manner, and true order ot the light, 
Thi* Packet (pleafe it you)containcs at large. 

King. And wherefore ftwuld thelie good newes 
Make me fickc ? 

Will Fortune neuer come with both hand* full, 
But write her faire words ftill in fouled Letters? 
Shee eyther giue* a Stomack, and no Foode, 
(Such are the poore,in health) or elfc a Feaft, 
And take* away the Stomack ^fuch are the Rich, 
That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.) 
I flsould reioy c now,ac thi* happy newes, 
And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine is giddie. 
O me, come neere me, now I am much ill. 

Glo. Comfort your Maieftie. 

Cla. Oh, my Royall Father. 

Weft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe, looke 
vp. 

War. Be patient (Princes) you doe know,thefe Fit* 
Are with hi* Highneffe very ordinarie. 
Stand from him, giue him ayrc : 
Hee'le ftraight be well. 

Clar. No, no, hee cannot long hold out: thefe pangs, 
Th'inceffant care, and labour of his Minde, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that mould confine it in, 
So thinne.that Life looke* through, and will breake out. 

Git. The people feare me : for they doe obferue 
Vnfather'd Hcires.and loathly Births of Nature s 
The Seafons change their manners, as the Yeere 
Had found fome Moneths aflrepe,and leap'd them ouer. 

C/<rr. The Riuer hath thrice Aow'd,no ebbe betweene: 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicle*) 
Say it did fo,a little time before 
That our great Grand-fire Edreard Gck'd.and dy'de. 

g g 4 War. Speake 



Digitized by Google 



94 The fecond 'Part of Kjng Henry the Fourth. 



War. Spcake lower ( Princcj ) for the King rcco- 
uers. 

Gh. This Apoplexic will (ccrtainc) be his end. 

King. 1 pray you take me vp,and bcare me hence 
Into fome other Chamber : Lofty 'pray. 
Let there be no noyfe made (my gentle friends) 
Vnlefle fome dull anJ fauourjble hand 
Will whifper Muflcke to my wearie Spirit. 

War. Call for the Muficke in the other Roome. 

King. Set me the Crowne vpon my Pillow here. 

Clar. His eye is hollow, and hee changes much. 

War. LefTe noyfe, lrffe noyfe. 

Enter friree Henry. 

P.Htn. Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? 
Clar. I am here (Brother) full of hcauinefle. 
P.Htn. How now? Raine within doom, and none 
abroad ? How doth the King ? 
GIc. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen. Heard hec the good newes yet ? 
Tell it him. 

Gh. Hee alter'd much, vpon the hearing it. 

P.Htn. If hee be ficke with loy, 
Hee'le recouer without Phylicke. 

War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince fpeake lowc. 
The King, your Father, is difpos'd to flcepe. 

Clar. Let vs with-draw into the other Roome. 

War. Wil't pleafe your Grace to goe along with n ? 

P. Hen. No: I will fit, and watch here, by the King. 
Why doth the Crowne lye there, vpon his Pillow, 
Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ? 
O pollifh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care ! 
That keep'ft the Ports of Slumber open wide, 
To many a watchful! Night : flcepe with it now, 
Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely fweete, 
As hee whofe Brow (with homely Bi^gcn bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieftie \ 
When thou do'ft pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ft fit 
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, 
That fcald'ft with fafcrie : by his Gates of breath, 
There lyes a dowlney feather, which ftirres not : 
Did hee fufpire.that light and weightlefTe dowlne 
Perforce mull moue. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This flcepe is found indeede : this is a fleepe, 
That from this Golden Rigoll hath diuore'd 
So many Englifli Kings. Thy due, from me, 
Is Teares,and heauie Sorrowes of the Blood, 
Which Nature, Loue, and filial! tenderncfle, 
Shall (O drare Father) pay thee plentcoufly. 
My due, from thee,is this Imperiall Crowne, 
Which(as immediate from thy Place and Blood) 
Deriues it felfe to me. Loe, heere it fits, 
Which Hcaucn mall guard : 

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 

It (hall not force this Lineall Honor from me. 

This, from thee, will I to mine lcaue, 

As 'tis left to me. Exit. 

Enter Warwic^e, Gkueefttr, Clarinet. 

King. Warwie\e,GUutefltr, Clarence. 
Clar. Doth the King call ? 

War. What would your Maieftie ? how fares your 
Grace f 



King. Why did you leaue me here alone(my Lords?) 

Cla.We left the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege) 
Who vndertooke to fit and watch by you. 

King. The Prince of Wales? where is hec? let mee 
fee him. 

War. This doore js open, hee is gone this way. 
Gh. Hee came not through the Chamber where wee 
ftayd. 

King. Where is the Crowne ? who tooke it from my 
Pillow ? 

War. When wee with-drew (my Liege J wee left it 
heere. 

King . The Prince hath ta'ne it hence : 
Goe feeke him out. 
Is hee lb haflie.that hee doth fuppofc 
My flcepc.my death ? Findc him(my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conioynes 
With my difcafe,and hclpes to end me. 
See Sonnes, what things you are : 
How quickly Nature hills into reuolt, 
When Gi>U becomes her Obiecl ? 
For this, the fuolilh oucr-carefull Fathers 
Haue broke their flcepes with thoughts, 
Their braincs with care, their bones with induftry. 
For this, they haue ingrolTcd and pyl'd vp 
The cankcr'd heipes of ftrange-atchieued Gold: 
For this, they haue beene thoughtful!, to inucft 
Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martiall Excrcifcs : 
When, like the Bee, culling from cuery flower 
The vertuous Sweetes.our Thighes packt with Wax, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it to the Hiue ; 
And like the Bees, arc murthcred for our paine*. 
This bitter taftc ycclds his engrofTements, 
To the ending Father. 

Enter Warwtekf. 
Now, where is hee, that will not Itay fo long, 
Till his Friend SicknefTc hath defcrmin'd me t 

War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Warning with kindly Tcares his gentle Cheekes, 
With fuch a decpe demeanure,in great forrow, 
That Tyranny, which neuer quafTt but blood, 
Would', by beholding him)haue wafli'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither. 

King.But wherefore did hee take away the Crowne ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Loe, where hee comes. Come hither to me{Harrj.) 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit. 

P. Hen. I neuer thought to heare you fpeake againe. 

Kmg.Thy wiih was Father(iV<rrryJto that thought: 
I ftay too long by thee, I wearie thee. 
Do'ft thou fo hunger for my emptie Chayre, 
That thou wilt needes inucft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre be ripe? O foolifh Youth ! 
Thou feeic'ft the Greatnefle, that will ouer-whelme thee. 
Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling, with fo wcake a winde, 
That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 
Thou haft ftolne that, which after fome few howres 
Were thine, without offence : and at my death 
Thou haft fcal'd vp my expectation. 
Thy Life did manifeft.thou lou'dftme not, 
And thou wilt haue me dye aflur'd of it. 
Thou hid'ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftonie heart, 
To ftab at halfe an howre of my Life. 
What' canft thou not forbeare me halfe an howre? 

Then 
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Then get thee gone, and diggc ray graue thy fcltc, 

And bid the merry Bels ring to thy care 

That thou art Crowned, not that 1 am dead. 

Let all the I V. res, that mould bedew my Hearfe 

Be drops of" Balmc, to fanftifie thy head : 

Onely compound me with forgotten duft. 

Giue that, which gaue tbee life, vnto the Wormes : 

Plucke duwne my Officers, brealce my Decrees ; 

For now a time is come, to mocke at Forme. 

Henry the fift is Crown'd : Vp Vanity, 

Downe Royall State : All you (age Councilors, bence I 

And to the Englilh Court, aflemble now 

From eu'ry Region, Apes ondlenefTc. 

Now neighbor-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 

Haue you a Ruffian that fwill lwcarc? drinke? dance/ 

Rcuell the night? Rob? Murder? and commit 

The oldeft finnes, the neweft kinde of wayes ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England, (hall double giil'd, his trebble guilt. 

England, (hall giue him Office, Honor, Might: 

For the Fift Harry, from curb'd Licenfe pluckes 

The muzzle of Rcftraint ; and the wiide Dogge 

Shall flcuH his tooth in euery Innocent. 

0 my poo rc Kingdome (ficke, with ciuill blowes) 
When chat my Care could not w-ith-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou do, when Ryot is thy Care ? 

O, thou wilt be a Wildemcfle againe, 
Peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. 

Prince. O pardon me (my Liege) 
But for my Teares, 

The mod Impediments vnto my Speech, 

1 had fore-ftall'd this deere, and deepc Rebuke, 
Ere you (with greefe) had (poke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it fo farre. There is your Crowne, 
And he that weares the Crowne immortally, 
Long guarJ it yours. If I affc& it more, 

Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Let me no more from this Obedience ri(e, 
Which my molt true, and inward duteous Spirit 
Teacheth this proftrate, and extcriour bending. 
Hcauen witnefle with me, when I hecre came in, 
And found no courfe of breath within your Maicftie, 
How cold it ftrookc my heart. If I do fainc, 

0 let me, in my prefent wildenelTc, dye, 
And neucr liue, to (hew th'incredulous World, 
The Noble change that I haue purpofed. 
Comming to lookc on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almo(i(my Liege) to thinke you were) 

1 fpake vnto the Crowne (as hauing fenfc) 

And thus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 

Hath fed vpon the body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou bed of Gold, art worft of Gold. 

Other, lelfe line in Charracl, is more precious, 

Prefeming life, in Med'cine potable : 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour'd, moft Renown'd, 

Haft eate the Bearer vp. 

Thus (my Royall Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Enemie, 

That had before my face murdred my Father) 

The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with Ioy, 

Or fwell my Thoughts, to any ftraine of Pride, 

If any Rebell, or vaine fpirit of mine, 

Did, with the leaft Affection of a Welcome, 

Giue entertainment to the might of it, 



Let heauen, for euer, keepc it from my head, 
And make me, as the pooreft VafTailc is, 
That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it. 

King. O my Sonne ! 
Hcauen put it in thy minde to take it hence, 
That thou might'ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely , in excufe of it. 
Come hither Harrit, (it thou by my bedde, 
And heare (I thinke, the very latrft Counfell 
That euer I (lull breath s Hcauen knowcs,my Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes 
I met this Crowne : and I my fclle know well 
How troublefomc it fate vpon my head. 
To thee, it (hall defcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the foyle of the Atchicucment goes 
With me, into the Lirth. It fcem'd in mce, 
But as an Honour fnatch'd with boyft'rous hand, 
And I had many liuing, to vpbraide 
My gaine of it, by their Afltftancct, 
Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-uSed, 
Wounding fuppofed Peace. 
All thefc bold Fearcs, 
Thou feeft (with peril'.) I haue anfwered : 
For all my Rcigne, hath beene but as a Scene 
A&ing that argument. And now my death 
Changes the Moode: For what in me, was purchas'd, 
Falles vpon thec, in a more Fayrcr fort. 
So thou, the Girland wcar'ft fucceffiucly. 
Yet, though thou ftand"ft more Aire, then I could do, 
Thou art not firme enough, fince greefes arc greene : 
And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends 
Haue but their ftings,and teeth, newly tak'n out, 
By whofe fell working, I was firft aduane'd, 
And by whole power, I well might lodge a Feare 
To be againe difplac'd. Which to auoyd, 
I cut them off : and had a purpofe now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Leaft reft, and lying (till, might make them looke 
Too neere vnto my State. 
Therefore (my Harrit) 
Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 
With Forraignc Quarrels : that Action hence borne out, 
May wafte the memory of the former dayes. 
More would I, but my Lungs arc wafted fo, 
That ftrength of Speech is vtterly deni'de mee. 
How I came by the Crowne, O hcauen forgiue : 
And grant it may, with thec, in true peace liue. 

Vrinct. My gracious Liege : 
You wonne it , wore it : kept it, gaue it me, 
Then plaine and right muft my pofleffion be ; 
Which I, with more, then with a Common painc, 
'Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 

Enter LcrJ hbn of Laneaftir, 
and fVanric^e. 

King. Looke, looke, 
Heere comes my hhn of Lancafter 

hbn. Health, Peace, and Happ'inefle, 
To my Royall Father. 

King. Thou bring'ft me happinelTc and Peace 
(Sonne hln ; 
But health (alacke) with youthful! wings is flowne 
From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpon thy fight 
My worldly bufmefle makes a period. 

Where 
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Where it my Lord of Warwicke t 

Trim. My Lord of Warwicke. 

King. Doth any name particular, belong 
Vnto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon'd ? 

War. "Tis call'd hrufaltm, my Noble Lurd. 

King. Laud be to hcaucn : 
Euen there my life mud end. 
It hath beene ; .rfi'de to me many ycares, 
1 (hould not dye, but in hrufaltm : 
Which (vainly) I fuppos'd the Holy-Land. 
But beare me to that Chamber, there lie lye : 
In that Itrujaltm, (hall Harry dye. Extant. 


Dauy. I graunt your Wor(hip, that he is a knaue Sir :) 
But yet heauen forbid Sir, but a Knaue (hould haue fome 
Countenance, at his Friends rc^ucft. An honed man fir, 
is able to fpeike for hirafclfe, when a Knaue is not. I haue 
feru'd your Wor(hippe truely fir, thefe eight yea res : and 
if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knaue, 
againd an honed man, I haue but a very litle credite with 
your Worlhippe. The Knaue is mine honed Friend Sir, 
therefore 1 befeech your Worlhip, let him bee Counte- 
nane'd. 

Sbal. Go too, 
1 fay he (hill haue no wrong : Looke about Dauy. 
Where are you Sir hbn } Come, off with your Boots. 
Giue me your hand M. -Barddft. 

Bard. 1 am glad to fee your Worfhip. 

Sbal. 1 thanke thee, with all my heart, kinde Mafter 
'Bardolft : and welcome my tall Fellow : 
Come Sir Um. 

Falfiafft. lie follow you, good Mader Rabtrt Shallow. 
'Bardolft, looke to our HorlTes. If I were faw'de into 
Quantities, I (hould make foure dozen of fuch bearded 
Hermites daues, as Mader Sbalhrr. It is a wonderfull 
thing to fee the femblablc Coherence of his mens fpirits, 
and his : They, by obferuing of him, do beare themfelue* 
like foolilh luftices : Hec, by conuerfing with them, is 
turn'd into a luftke-like Scruingman. Their fpirits are 
fo married in Coniunclion, with the participation of So- 
ciety, that they flocke together in confent, like fo ma- 
ny Wilde- Geefe. If I had a fuite to Mayftcr Sbalh-* % I 
would humour his men, with the imputation of becing 
ncere their Mayftcr. If to his Men, 1 would currie with 
Maifter Sbalhrr, that no man could better command his 
Seruants. It isccrtainc, that cither wife bearing, or ig- 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take dilcafes, one of 
another: therefore, let men take heede of their Compa- 
nic. 1 will druife matter enough out of this Sballcre, to 
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tearmcs) or two Ac- 
tions, and he (hall laugh with .Intcruallums. O it is much 
that a Lye (with a (light Oath) and a left (with a fadde 
brow) will doc, with a Fellow, that ncuer had the Ache 
in his fhouldcrs. O you (hall (ee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp. 

Sbal. Sir hbn. 

Falft. I come Mafter Sball I come Mafter Sbilh*. 


ABus Quintus. Sccena 'Prima. 


Bnttr Sba/hw, Si/tnct, Falfiafft, Bardolft, 
Page, and Dauit. 

Sbal. By Cocke and Pye,you wall not away to night. 
What Dauy, I fay. 

Fal. You muft excufc me, M. Rcbtrt Sbalhw. 

Sbal. I will not excufc you : you flull not be excufed. 
Excufes mill not be admitted : there is no excufc (hall 
fcrue : you (hall not be excus'd. 
Why Dauit. 

Dauit. Hecre fir. 

Sbal. Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, let me fee {Dauy) let me fee : 
William Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Iobn,you (hit 
not be excus'd. 

Dauy. Marry fir, thus: thofe Precept* cannot bee 
fcru'd : and agiine fir, (hall we fowc the head-land with 
Wheate i 

Sbal. With red Wheate Dauy. But for Wiir,am Cook: 
arc there no yong Pigeont ? 

Dauy. Yes Sir. 
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Sbal. Let it be cad, and payde : Sir ltbn, you (hall 
not be excus'd. 

Dauy. Sir, a new linke to the Bucket mud n redes bee 
had : And Sir, doc you meane to ftoppe any of Williams 
Wages, about the Sackc he loft the other day , at Htnckjty 
Fayre ? 

Sbal. He (hall anfwer it : 
Some Pigeons Dauy, a couple of (hort-legg'd Henncs : a 
ioynt of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickfhawes, 
tell William Cooke. 

Dauy. Doth the man of Warrc.ftay all night fir? 

Sbal. Yes Dauy : 
I will vfe him well. A Friend i'th Court, is better then a 
penny in purfe. Vfe his men well 'Dauy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaucs, and will backe-bite. 

'Dauy No worfe then they are bitten, fir : For they 
haue marvellous fowlc linnen. 

Sbalkw. Well conceited 'Dauy : about thy BufincfTc, 
Dauy. 

Dauy. I befeech you fir, 
To countenance William Vifor of Woncot, againft Clt- 
mrnl Ptr^ts of the hill. 

Sbal. There are many Complaints Dauy, againft that 
Ltyer, that Vijsr is an arrant Knaue, on my know- 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter tbt EarltcfWantUkf, and tbt herd 
Cbiffe Iufiitt. 

Wanmtikt. How now, my Lord Chiefe luAiee, whe- 
ther away ? 

Cb.h/l. How doth the King? 

IIV*. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Cb.Iufi. I hope, not dead. 

liar*. Hce's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpofes, he liues no more. 

Cb.Iufi. I would his Maicdy had call'd me with him, 
The ieruicc, that I truly did his life, 
Hath left mc open to all injuries. 

War. 
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War. Indeed I thinke the yong King loues you not. 

Cb.Iuft . I know he doth not, and do arme my felfe 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot loolce more hidroufly vpon 
Then I haue drawnc it in my fan t a lie. 



Er.ttr Iobn e. 



<bn of l^ircjfitr, GUuctfler, 
and Clarinet. 



War. Heere come the heauy Iffue of dead Harriet 
O, that the liuing Harrie had the temper 
Of him.thc worft of thefe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then, rtiould hold their places, 
That mull ftrike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort? 

Qb.luft. Alas, I ("care, all will be ouer-turn'd. 

fobn. Good morrow Cofin Warwick, good morrow. 

Glou. Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. 

Iobn. We meet, like men, that had forgot to fpeake. 

H'ar. We do remember : but our Argument 
Is all too heauy, to admit much talke. 

/;i>.Well: Peace be with him,that hath made vs 

Cb.Iuft. Peace be with vs, leaft we be lieauier. 

Gleu.O, good my Lord, you haue loft a friend indeed: 
And I dare fwcare.you borrow not that face 
Of fceming forrow, it is fure your owne. 

Um. Though no man be affur'd what grace to finde, 
You ftand in coldeft expectation. 
I am the forricr, would 'twere otherwife. 

GU.Wel,you muft now fpeake Sir Lbn Faliiaffc faire, 
Which fwimmes againft your ftrrame of Quality. 

Qb.luft. Sweet Princes: what I did, 1 did in Ijonor, 
Led by th'Imperiall Conduct of my Soule, 
And neuer fliall you fee, that I will begge 
A ragged, and forc-ftill'd RemifTion. 
If Troth, and vpright Innocency fayle me, 
lie to the King (my Mafter) that is dead, 
And tell li=m, who hath fent me after him. 

fVar. He:re comes the Prince. 

Enttr Prince Htnrit. 

Cb.Iuft. Good moircw: and heauen faue your Maiefty 

Prince. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixe your Sadncffe with fUme Feare : 
This is the Englilh, not the Turkifti Court : 
Not sfmvreb, an Amurab fucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
For (to fpeake truth) it very well becomes you: 
Sorrow, io Royally in you appcares, 
That 1 will deeply put the Fafliion on, 
And weare it in my heart. Why then be fad, 
But enteruine no more of it (good Brothers) 
Then a ioynt burthen, laid vpon vs all. 
For me, by Heauen (I bid you be aiTur'd) 
lie be your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let me but beare your Loue, He bcarc your Cares; 
But weepe that Ihrrie'i dead, and fo will L 
But Harry lines, that fttall conuert thofe Tearcs 
By number, into houres of Happineffe. 

/si»>,C" c. We hope no other from your Maiefty. 

Prin. You all looke ftrangely on me : and you mod, 
You are (I thinke) affur'd, 1 loue you not. 

Cb.Iuft. I am affur'd (if 1 be mcafur'd rightly) 
Your Maiefty hath no iuft caufe to hate mee. 

/V.No? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you Laid vpon me .' 



What? Rare? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Prifon 
Th 'immediate Heire of England / Was this eafie? 
May this be waih'd in Ltibe, and forgotten i 

Cb.Iuft. I then did vfe the Perfon of your Father: 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And in th'adminiftration or his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
Your HighnclTc plcafed to forget my place, 
The Maiefty, and power of Law, and luftice, 
The Image of the King, whom I prefented, 
And ftrooke me in my very Seate of ludgement: 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I glue bold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. If ti e deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To haue a Sonne, fct your Decrees at naught ? 
To plucke downe luftice from your awcfull Bench? 
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and farety of your Perfon ? 
Nay more, to fpurne at your moft Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings, in a Second body? 
Quertion your Royall Thoughts, make the cafe yours: 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Sonne : 
Hcare your owne dignity fo much propnan'd, 
See your moft drcadfull Lawes, fo loolely flighted} 
Behold your fclfe, fo by a Sonne dildaincd: 
And then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne : 
After this cold confiderance, fentencc me; 
And, as you are a King,fpeake in your State, 
What 1 haue done, that misbecame my place, 
My perfon, or my Lieges Soucraigntie. 

Prin. You arc right Iuftice,and you weigh this well t 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And 1 do witli your Honors may encreafe, 
Till you do tiue, to fee a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So mall 1 liue, to fpeake my Fathers words: 
Happy am I, that haue a man fo bold, 
That dare* do luftice, on my proper Sonne ; 
And no lelTc happy, hauing fuch a Sonne, 
That would dchuer vp his GreatneiTc fo, 
Into the hands of luftice. You did commit me: 
For which, I do commit into your hand, 
Th'vnftained Swurd that you haue vs'd to bcarc: 
With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame 
With the like bold, iuft, and impartiall fpirit 
As you haue done 'giinft me. There is my hand, 
You fliall be as a Father, to my Youth : 
My voice fliall found, as you do prompt mine care. 
And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents, 
To your well-praflis'd, wife Directions. 
And Princes all, bcleeuc me, 1 befeeth you: 
My Father is gone wilde into his Graue, 
(For in his Tombe,lye my Affections) 
And with his Spirits, fadly 1 furuiue, 
To mocke the expectation of the World ; 
To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my fecming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity, till now. 
Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 
Where it fliall mingle with the ftate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal! Maiefty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let vs choofe fuch Limbcs of Noble Counfaile, 

That 
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That the great Body of our State may go 

In equ.il) ranke, with the belt gouern'd Nation, 

That Warrc, or Peace, or both at once may be 

At things acquainted and familiar to vi, 

In which you (Father) mall haue formoft hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(At I before remembred) all our Sure, 

And heauen (configning to my good intent*) 

No Prince, nor Pccrc, fliall haue iuft caufe to £ay, 

Heauen fhorten Harriet happy life, one day. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Falftafe, Skill. v. Stent t, Barddft, 
Tage^nd PiJIcll. 



Sbal. Nay, you fliall fee mine Orchard : where, In an 
Arbor we wilt cate a laft ycarej Pippin of my owne graf- 
fing, with a difli of Carrawayes,and fo forth (Come Co- 
fin Sfattr,and then to bed. 

FaL Vou haue hecre a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Sbal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggen all, beggert all 
Sir hbn: Marry, good ayre. Spread Da igr, fpread Dauit : 
Well faid Dauit. 

Faifi. This Dauit femes you for good vlis; he is your 
Seruingman,and your Huiband. 

Ski!. A good Varlet,a good Varlct,a very good Var- 
let, Sir hbn: 1 haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A 
good Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit downe : Come 
Cofin. 

Sil. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fliall doe nothing but eatc, 
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merrie 
ycere: when fleflj it cheapo, and Female* deere, and luftic 
Ladt rome heere,and there : fo merrily, and euer among 
fo merrily. 

Fal. There'* a merry heart, good M.Siltntt, lie giue 
you a health for that anon. 

Ski/. Good M.'Bardctfe: fome wine, Dauit, 

Da. Sweet fir, fit: He be with you anon : moA fweete 
fir, fit. Mafter Page, good M .Page, fit: Preface. What 
you want in meatr,wee'l haue in drinke : but you bcare, 
the heart'* all. 

Sbal. Be merry M.Bardtlft, and my little Souldiour 
there, be merry. 

Si. Be merry, be merry, my wife ha't all. 
For women arc Shrewes, both fhorr.and tall : 
Tl* merry in Hall, when Beardt waggc all ; 
And welcome merry Shrouelide. Be meny.be merry. 

Fal. I did not thinkc M.Silrnct had bin a man of this 
Mettle. 

Si. Who If I haue beene merry twice and once, ete 
now. 

Dauy. There it a difli of Lether-coat* for you. 
Skit. Dauit. 

Dau. Your Worfliip : He be with you ftraight. A cup 
of Wine, fir f 

Si. A Cup of Wine, that's br'uke and fine, & drinke 
»nto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liue* long-a. 
Fal. Well faid.M.SW. 

Si. If we fliall be merry, now come* in the fweete of 
the night. 

Fai. Health.and long life to you,M.SfW. 



Si. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come, lie pledge you a 
mile to the bottom*. 

Sbal. Honeft Bardolfe, welcome : If thou want'ft any 
thing, and wilt not call, beflirew thy heart. Welcome my 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too : lie drinke to 
MsBardtlft^wi to all the Cauilcroet about London. 

Dau. 1 hope to fee London, once ere I die. 

Bar. It I might fee you there, Dame. 

Sbal. You'l cracke a quart together/ Ha, will you not 
M.BarMfet 

'Bar. Yes Sir.in a pottle pot. • 

Sbal. I thanke thee : the knaue will fticke by thee, I 
can afliire thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. 
'Bar. And He flicke by him, fir. 

SfW.Why there fpoke a King: lack nothing, be merry. 
Looke,who'* at doorc there, ho : who knockct? 

Fal Why now you haue done me right. 

St. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Santiago. It't 
not fo ? 

Fat. 'Tisfo. 

5t/.I»*t fo? Why then fay an old man can do fomwhat. 
Dau. If it pleafc your Worfhippe, there'* one Tifis.ll 
come from the Court with newes. 

Fal. From the Court? Let him come in. 

Snttr Piftoll. 

How now Piftoll ? 

I'ii). Sir / in, 'faue vou fir. 
Fai. What winde blew you hither, Piftoll ? 

Pip. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, 
fweet KjMght : Thou art now one of the greatcft men in 
the Reamie. 

67/. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but Goodman Pufft of 
Barfon. 

PiB. Pufte?pufFe in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward 
bafe. Sir hbn, 1 am thy Piftoll, and thy Friend : helter 
(kelter haue I rode to thee.and tyding* do I bring, and 
luckie ioye*, and golden Time*, and happie Newes of 
price. 

Fal. I prcthee now deliuer them, like a man of this 
World. 

Pift. A footra for the World,and Worldlings bafe, 
I fpeake of A(rrica,and Golden ioye*. 

Fal. O bafe AfTyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King Ctuitba know the truth thereof. 

Si. And Robin-hood, Scarier, and lohn. 

Pift. Shall dunghill Curres confront the UtllittMi* 
And fhall good newes be baffel'd ? 
Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Sbal. Honeft Gentleman, 
1 know not your breeding. 

Pift. Why then Lament therefore. 

Sbal. Giue me pardon, Sir. 
If lir, you come with news from the Court, I rake it, there 
it but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to conceal c 
them. I am Sir, vnder the King, in fome Authority. 

Pift. Vnder which King? 
'Bcunian, fpeake, or dye. 

Sbal. Vnder King Harry. 

Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Tift ? 

Sbal. Harry the Fourth. 

Pift . A footra for thine Office. 
Sir lebn, thy tender Lamb-kin , now it King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, I fpeake the truth. 
When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-roe, like 

The brag*'"* S P">»"»- 

Fal. 
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Fal. What. is the old King dead > 

Pifi. As naile in doore. 
The thing* I fpcake, are iuft. 

Fal. Away Bardelfe, Sadie my Horfe, 
Mailer Rehert Shallow, choo(e what Office thou wilt 
In the Land, 'tis thine. Piftel, I will double charge thee 
With Dignities. 

Hard, O ioyfull day t 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 

Pifi. What? 1 do bring good newes. 

Fal. Carrie Mailer Silent* to bed t Mailer Shallow, my 
Lord Sballew, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes Steward. 
Get on thy Boots, wee'l ride all night. Oh fweet Piftoll : 
Away Bardelft : Come Piftoll, vtter more to mee : and 
withall deuile fomcthing to do thy felfe good . Boote, 
boote Mailer Shalkv I know the vouiw Kin? i< dele fur 

■.*«,,%., ktvmmi\iw , i miuw uic juun^ rvirig 15 lien 101 

mee. Let vj nice any mans HorlTes : The Lawes of Eng- 
land are at my command'ment. Happie are they, which 
haue beene my Friendes : and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe 
Iurticc. 

Pifi. Let Vultures vil'de feize on his Lungs alfo : 
Where is the life that late I led, lay they I 
Why heere it is, welcome thofe plcafant dayes. Exeunt 




Scena Quinta. 


Enter tiro Greomet. 
I .Grae. More Ruthes,more Ruihcs. 
i.Greo. The Trumpets haue founded twice. 
i.Gree. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come 
from the Coronation. Exit Gree. 

Enter Falflaffe, Shall*,, Piftell,'Bardelfe,and Page. 

Falftafft. Stand heere by me, M. Reiert Shallow, I will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leerc vpon him, as 
he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that hee 
will giue me. 

PM. BleiTe thy Lungs.good Knight. 

Falfi. Come heere Pifiel, ftand behind me. O if I had 
had time to haue made new Liueries, I would haue be- 
ftowed the thoufand pound I borrowed of you. But it is 
no matter, this poore ftiew doth better: this doth inferrc 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Shal. It doth ib. 

Falfi. It ftiewes my earneftnelTe in affection. 

Tift. It doth fo. 

Fal. My deuotion. 

Pifi. It doth.it doth.it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night, 
And not to deliberate, not to remember, 
Not to haue patience to thift me. 

Shal. It is moil ccrtaine. 

But to ftand ftained with Trauaile, and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all affayrcs in obliuion,as if there were nothing els to bee 
done, but to fee him. 

Pifi. Tis Jemfer idem : for abjque bee nihil ell. Til all 
in euery part. 

Shal. Til fo indeed. 

/'•••• : . My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liuer. and 
make thee rage. Thy £>o/,and Helen of thy noble thoghts 
is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon : Hall'd thi- 
ther by moil Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe 
Rcuenge from Ebon den, with fell Aleclo's Snake, for 
Del is in. Piftol, fpeake* nought but troth. 

Fal. I will deliuer her. 

Pifiel. There roar'd the Sea t and Trumpet Clangour 

Tht Trumfeti Jcund. Enter King Henrit the 
Fift, Brctbtn, Lord Qiiefe 
lufiiee. 

Falfi. Saue thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal! Hall. 
Tift. The heauens thee guard,and kcepe, moft royall 
Impc of Fame. 

Fal. 'Saue thee my fweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chiefe Iuftice, fpeake to that Taine 
man. 

Ch.Iuft. Haue you your wits ? 
Know you what 'tis you fpcake ? 

Falft. My King, my louc , I fpeake to thee, my heart. 

King. I know thre not, old man: Fall to thy Prayer*: 
How ill white haircs become a Foolc, and Ieflcr » 

I haue 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Hofteffe S^uickjj, Del Ttare-flxete, 
and 'Btjdla. 

Hofteffe. No, thou arrant knaue : I would I might dy, 
that 1 might haue thee hang'd : Thou haft drawne my 
fltoulder out of ioynt. 

Off. The Conftables haue deliuer'd her ouer to mee : 
and ihee ftull haue Whipping cheere enough, I warrant 
her. There hath beene a man or two (lately)kill'd about 
her. 

•Do/. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on, He 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-vifag'd Rafcall, if the 
Childe I now go with, do mifcarric, thou had'ft better 
thou had'ft ftrooke thy Mother, thou Paper fee'd Vil- 
laine. 

Hofi. 0 that Sir hhn were come, hec would make 
this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruitc 
of her Wombe might mifcarry. 

Officer. If it do, you (hall haue a dozen of Cushions 
againe, you haue but eleuen now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Pi- 
ftoll beate among you, 

'Del. He tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor; I 
will haue you as foundly fwindg'd for this, you blcw- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy familh'd CorredHoner, if you 
be not fwing'd, He forfweare halfe Kirtles. 

Off. Come, come, you ihee-Knight-arrant, come. 

Heft. O, that right ihould thus o'recome might. Wei 
of lufferance, comes eafc. 

Del. Come you Rogue, come : 
Bring me to a Iuftice. 

Heft. Yes, come you ftaru'd Blood-hound. 

Del. Goodman death, goodman Bones. 

Heft. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Del. Come you thinne Thing : 
Come you Rafcall. 

Off. Very well. Exeunt. 
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I haue long dream'd of fuch a kinde of man, 
So furfeit fwell'd, fo old, and fo prophane: 
But being awake, 1 do defpife my.drcame. 

leflie thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 



Leaue gourmandizing ; Know the Graue doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Fo -borne left, 
Pre fume not, that I am the thing I was, 
For heauen doth know (fo Hull the world percciue) 
That I haue turn'd away my former Selfe, 
So will I thofe that kept me Companie. 
When thou doft hcare I am, at I haue bin, 
Approach me, and thou malt be as thou was't 
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots : 
Till then, I baniflt thee, on paine of death, 
As I haoe done the reft of my Mifleaders, 
Not to come ncere our Perfon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, I will allow you, 
That lacke of meanes enforce you not to euill : 
And as we heare you do reforme your felues, 
We will according to your ftrength, and qualities, 
Oiue you aduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) 
To fee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. 

Exit King. 

Fal. Matter Sballev, I owe you a thou fan J pound. 
Sba/. I marry Sir lobn, which I befcech you to let me 
haue home with me. 

Fal.Thtt can hardly be, M.SfW/n», do not you grieue 
at this : I mall be fent for in priuate to him : Looke you, 
he mull feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance- 
: 1 will be the man yet, that fhall make you 



Sbai. I cannot well perceiue how, vnleflTc you fliould 
giue me your Doublet, and ftuffe me out with Straw. 1 
befeech you, good Sir lob*, let mee haue fiue hundred of 

my thoufjnd. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that you 
heard, was but a colour. 

Shall. A colour 1 feare, that you will dye, in Sir 

Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Piliel, come "Bar delft, 
I fiiatl be fent for foone at night. 

Cb.Iuft. Go carry Sir I<Asn Falftafe to the Flcete, 
Take all his Company along with him. 

Fat. My Lord, my Lord. 

Cb.Iuft. I cannot now fpeake, I will heare you 
Take them away. 

Pift. Sifertuna me termtnt*,j}>tta me (entente. 

Exit. eManet Laneafitr and Cbitft luftiet . 

lebn. I like this faire proceeding of the Kings s 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all be very well prouided for : 
But all are banilht,till their conuerlations 
Appeare more wife,and modeft to the world. 

Cb.Iuft. And fo they are. 

Ubn. The King hath call'd his Parliament, 
My Lord. 

Cb.Iuft. He hath. 

hbn. I will lay oddes,that ere this yeere expire. 
We beare our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire 
As faire as France. I heare a Bird fo ling, 
Whofe Muficke (to my thinking)pleas'd the 
Come, will you hence ? 



FINIS. 
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EPILOGVE. 

I1(S T, my Feare : then, my QttrtJU : last, my Speech. 
My Feare, is your Displeafure : My Curtfe, my T)utte : 
And my speech, to Begge your Far dons. If you looke for a 
good speech now, you vndoe me : For what Ihaue to fay, is 
of mine owne making : and what [indeed) I Jhou/d fay, will 
[Idoubf) prooue mine owne marring. But to the Furpofe, 
and fo to the Venture* Be it \nowne to you (as it is very 
VkII) I was lately beere in the end of a disp leafing Flay, to pray your Fatience 
forit,andtopromifeyouaBetter: Ididmeane (indeede) to pay you "with this, 
"which if (Jike an ill Venture) it come vnluc\ily home, Ibrea\ei and you, my gen* 
tie C r editors lofe. Heere Ipromijl you I would be, and beere I commit my Bodie 
to your Mercies : Bate me fome,andIwill pay you fome,and[as mojl Debtors do) 
promife you infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : "will you command me to vfe 
my Legges? And yet that were but light payment, toDance out of your debt: But 
a good Qonfcience,will make any pofsiblefatisfaSlion, and fo 'will I. All the Gem 
tlewomen beere, haueforgiuen me, if the Gentlemen 'will not, then the Gentlemen 
do not agree with the Gentlewowen, which Was neuer feene before, in fucb an Af* 
fembly. 

One word more, Ibefeechyou : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate, 
our humble Author will continue the Story (with Sir Iohn in it) and ma{e you 
merry, 'with faire Katherine of France : "where [for any thing Itydw) Fal- 
ftaffe Jhall dye of a fweat, vnlejje already be be kiltd with your bard Opinions : 
For Old- Cattle dyed a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is "wearie, 
when my Legs are too, I will bid you good night; and fo kneele downe before you: 
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene. 
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Enter Prologue. 



(1 Far a cAfufe of Fire, that would ajcend 

Tbt brightefi Heauen ef Inuenthu t 
A King Jim* for a Stage, Pr facet to AO, 
And tUfamanti to heboid the /wiling Scene. 
Then Jbeu/d the Warlike Harry, li\e bimjelfe, 
A/fume the Port of Mart, and at bit bet it % 
(LeaJht in, likj Heundt) Jbsuld Famine, Swird^tnd Fire 
Crouch for employment. 'But far den , Gent let all : 
The fat vnrayfed Spiriti, that batb dar'd, 
On tbu vnwortby Scaffold, to bring forth 
So great an Obieil. Can tbu Cat ^ Pit bold 
The vaftie feldt of France f Or may we cramme 
Within tbU Wooddtn 0, the very Caihft 
That did affright the Ayre at Agincourt T 
0 pardon : fine* a crooked Figure may 
Atteft in little place a Million, 
And let vt , Cypher i to tbie great Accimpt, 



On your imaginarie Forcet wor^e. 
Suppcjc within the Girdle of tbeje rVallt 
Are mw confn'd two might ie Mtnarc biet , 
WhoJe high, vp reared, and abutting Front t, 
The peri/loui narrow Ocean parti ajunder. 
Teece out our imperfecliont with your thought t : 
Into a tboujand partt diuide one Man, 
And ma\t imaginarie Puiffanc*. 
Tbinkf when wt talke of Hor Jet, that you fee tbem, 
Printing their prewd Hoofet i'tb' receiuing Earth t 
For 'tie your tbougbtt that new muft dec( our Kin 
Carry them here and there : lumping o're Timet j 
Turning tb'atccmplijbment of many yeertt 
Into an Hswre-glaffe : for the which fupplie, 
Admit me Chorus to tbu HiSorie j 
Who Prologue-like, your bumble patience pray, 
Gently to 



togue-litf,yeur bumou patience p 
beare, \indly t» iudge our Play. 



Exit. 



zAElus Primus. Sccena *Prima. 




Enter tbt two 'Bijbopt of Canterbury and Ely. 

'Bijb. Cant. 
Y Lord, He tell you, that felfc Bill 'a vrg'd, 
Which in th'cleueth yere of y lift Kings reign 
Was like, and had indeed againft vs paft, 
But that the fcambling and vnquiet time 
'Did pufli it out of farther queftion. 
'Bijb.Ely. But how my Lord Hull we refill it now? 
Hifb.Cant. It muft be thought on:if it parte againft ts, 
We loofe the better halfc of our PofTeffion : 
For all the Temporal! Lands, which men deuout 
By Teftareent haue giuen to the Church, 
Would they ftrip from vs ; being valu'd thus, 
As much as would maintaine,to the Kings honor. 
Full fift erne Earles,and fifteene hundred Knights, 
Sis thoufand and two hundred good Efquiret : 
And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age 
Of indigent faint Soules,paft corporal! toyle, 
A hundred Almts-houfes,right well fupply'd : 
And to the Coffers of the King befide, 
A thoufand pounds by th'yeere. Thus rant the Bill. 
'Bijb.Ely. VKn would drinke deepe. 
«B;/&.C*»/.Twould drinke the Cup and all. 
'Bijb. Ely. hat what preuention » 



Bijb. Cant. The King it full of grace , and faire re- 
gard. 

Bijb.Ely. And a true louer of the holy Church. 

Bijb dir.-. The courfes of hit youth promis'd it not. 
The breath no fooner left hit Fathers body, 
But that hit wildnefle, mortify 'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too : yea, at that very moment, 
Confideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'oftending AJam out of him ; 
Leauing nit body as a Paradife, 
Tinuelop and containe Celeftiall Spirits. 
Neuer wat fuch a fodaine Scholler made: 
Neuer came Reformation in a Flood, 
With fuch a heady currance fcowring faulta : 
Nor neuer ll'tdra- headed WilfulnefTe 
So foone did loofe his Seat j and all at once \ 
As in this King. 

Bijb.Ely. We are bleflfed in the Change. 

BiJb.Qant. Heare him but reafon in Diuinitie ; 
And all-admiring, with an inward wilh 
You wou Id defire the King were made a Prelate : 
Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires; 
You would fay, it hath been all in all his ftudy : 
Lift hit difcourfe of Warre ; and you flull heare 
A fearefull Battailc rendred you in Mufique. 

h Turne 
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Turne him to any Caufe of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe, 

Familiar at hit Carter : that when he Ipcskcs, 

The Ayr*, a Charter'd Libertine, is ftill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mem eares, 

To ftealc hit fweet and honyed Sentences: 

So that the Art and Praclique part of Life, 

Muft be the Miftrefle to thii Theorique. 

Which it a wonder how hit Grace mould gleane it, 

Since his addiction was to Courfes vaine, 

His Companies vnletter'd, rude .and shallow, 

His Houres fill'd vp with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 

And neuer noted in him any lludie, 

Any retyrement, any fequeftration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

B.Ely. The Strawberry growes vnderneath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriue and ripen belt, 
Neighbour'd by Fruit of bafer qualitie : 
And fo the Prince obfeur'd his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wildnefle, which (no doubt) 
drew like the Summer Grade, lifted by Night, 
Vnfeene, yet crefliue in his facultie. 

H.Cmnt. It muft be fo ; for Miracles are ceaft i 
And therefore we muft needes admit the meanes, 
How things are perfected. 

B. Ely. But my good Lord : 
How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg-d by the Commons ? doth his Maieftie 
Incline to it,or no? 

B. Qemt. He feemes indifferent : 
Or rather fwaying more vpon our part, 
Then cherishing th'exhibiters againft vt: 
For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, 
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 
And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I haue open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to giue a greater Summe, 
Then euer at one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his PredecelTors part withall. 

B.Ely. How did this offer feeme receiu'd,my Lord .' 

B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Maieftie t 
Saue that there was not time enough to heare, 
As I perceiu'd his Grace would faine haue done, 
The feueralls and vnhidden padages 
Of his true Titles to fome certaine Dukedomes, 
And generally, to the Crowne and Scat of France, 
Deriu'd from £<fW_ri/,his great Grandfather. 

_J..£/».What was th 'impediment that broke this off? 

'B.Cant. The French Em bad-dor vpon that inftant 
Crau'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
To giue him hearing : Is it foure a Clock ? 

€ B. Ely. It is. 

'B.Qant. Then goe we in, to know his Embaflie: 
Which I could with a ready guefte declare, 
Before the Frenchman fpeake a word of it. 

Ely. He wait vpon you,and I long to heare it. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Hum/rey, 'Bedford, Clarence , 
ffarvic^, }VeRmerland,a*d Exeter. 
King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury T 
Exeter. Not here in prefence. 
King. Send for him, good Vnckle. 
fftfim. Shall we call in th'Ambaffador,my Liege? 
King. Not yet, my Coufin: we would be refolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of fome things of weight, 
That taske our thoughts, concern! :i t ; vs and France. 



Enter tm c Biflxt>t. 

"B.Cant. Gad and his Angels guard your facred Throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King. Sure we thinke you. 
My learned Lord,wc pray you to proceed, 
And iuftly and religioufly vnfold, 
Why the Law Saline ,that they haue in France, 
Or mould or should not barre vs in our Chyme s 
And God forbid ,my deare and faithful! Lord, 
That you fhould fashion, wreft, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your vnderftanding Soule, 
With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right 
Sutes not in natiue colours with the truth : 
For Cod doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood , in approbation 
Of what your reuerence shall incite vs to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Person, 
How you awake our deeping Sword of Wane; 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed : 
For neuer two fuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltlefle drops 
Are euery one,a Woe,a fore Complaint, 
'Gainft him, whofe wrongs giues edge vnto the Swords, 
That makes fuch wafte in briefe mortalitie. 
Vnder this Conjuration, fpeake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeue in heart, 
That what you fpeake, is in your Confcience waflit, 
As pure as finne with Baptifme. 

"B.C-it.Then heare me gracious' Soueraign,& you Peers, 
That owe your felues,your Hues, and feruices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againft your Highncde Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pbaramcnd, 
In terrain Salicam Mulierti ne futcedanl, 
No Woman shall succeed in Salify Land t 
Which SalUe Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, and Pbaramond 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 
Yet their owne Authors faithfully afRrme, 
That the Land Salilte is in Germanie, 
Betweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elue : 
Where Cbetrlet the Great hauing fubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French : 
Who holding in difdaine the German Women, 
For some diftioneft manners of their life, 
Eftablilht then this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Saline Land : 
Which Satire (as I laid) 'twist Elue and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germanie, call'd Meijen. 
Then doth it well appeare, the Saline Law 
Wat not deuifed for the Realme of France : 
Nor did the French podicde the Saline Land, 
Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yeeret 
After tie function of King Pbaramond, 
Idly fuppos-d the founder of this Law, 
Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie fix : and Cbariet the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did feat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere 
Eight hundred fiue. Befides,their Writers lay, 
King Pepin, which depofed Cbilderi^e, 
Did as Heire General!, being defcended 
Of Blittild, which was Daughter to King Chtbair, 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France. 
Hugh Capet alfo, who vfurpt the Crowne 

° f 
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Of Cbarlti the Duke of Loraine, fole Heire male 
Of the true Line and Stock of Cbarlti the Great : 
To find hit Title with fome (hewe* of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Conuey'd hirofelfe as th'Heire to th' Lady Limgart, 
Daughter to Chirlemaint, who was the Sonne 
To Lnti the Emperour.and Lewa the Sonne 
OfCbarU, the Great: alio King Lrr/i the Tenth, 
Who was fole Heire to the Vlurper Caftt, 
Could not keepe quiet in his conscience, 
Wearing the Crowne of France,'till fatisfied, 
That faire Queene [fabel,h'u Grandmother, 
Was Lineall of the Lady Ermtngarr, 
Daughter to Cbarin the forefaid Duke of Loraine : 
By the which Marriage,the Lyne of Cbarlti the Great 
Was re-vnited to the Crowne of France. 
So, that as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, 
King Ttpias Title, and Hugh Capet t Clayme, 
King Ltwts his fatisfa&ion, all appeare 
To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 
So doe the Kings of France vnto this day. 
Howbeit.they would hold vp this Salique Law, 
To barre your HighnctTe clayming from the Female, 
And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, 
Then amply to imbarte their crooked Title*, 
Vforpt from you and your Progenitors. 
Ktrg.Mrj I with right and confcience make this claim ? 
Bijh.Cant.Tht finne vpon my head, dread Soueraigne : 
For in the Booke of Snmbtrt is it writ, 
When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Defcend vnto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne,vnwind your bloody Flagge, 
Looke back into your mightie Anccftors : 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tom be, 
From whom you clayme; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Vnckles,£ixW</ the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
Whiles hi* moft mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood fmiling,to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
Forrage in blood of French Nobilitie. 
O Noble Englifh, that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces, the foil pride of France, 
And let another halfe ftand laughing by, 
All out of worke, and cold for aOion. 

< Bijh. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats , 
You are their Heire, you fit vpon their Throne : 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veine*: and my thrice -puiflant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morne of hi* Youth, 



R,£ for Exploit, and 

ext. 



Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doe all expefr,that you mould rowfe your felfe, 
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might; 

ff ''.'>■ They know your Grace hath caufe, and meant, and 
So hath your HighnelTe : ncucr King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subiecls, 
Whofe hearts haue left their bodyes here in England, 
And lye pauillion'd in the field* of France. 
'Bft.Ca*. O let their bodyes follow my deare Liege 
With Bloods, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right : 
In ayde whereof.we of the Spirirualtie 
Will rayfe your HighnefTe fuch a mightie ! 
As neuer did the Clergie at one tim 
Bring in to any of your Anceftors. 



407 



King. We mud not onely arme tlnuade the French, 
But lay downe our proportions, 'to defend 
Againft the Scot, who will make roade vpon vs, 
With all aduantages. 

BiJb.Caa.They of thofe Marches, | 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering 1 

King. We do not meane the courfing fnatcher* onely, 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been ftill a giddy neighbour to vs; 
For you (hall reade, that my great Grandfather 
Neuer went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot, on his vnfurnifht Kingdome, 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach, 
With ample and brim folnelTc of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot AfTayes, 
Girding with gricuou* fiege,Caflles and Townes: 
That England being emptie of defence, 
Hath foooke and trembled at th'ill neighbourhood. 
B.Cam. She hath bin the more fear'd the harm'd, my Liege: 
For heare her but exampl'd by her felfe, 
When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 
And Ihee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots: whom Ihee did fend to France, 
To fill King EJnrardi fame with prifoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayfe, 
As is the Owfe and bottome of the Sea 
With funken Wrack, and fum-lefTe Treafurie*. 

BiJb.Eij. But there's a faying very old and true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland firR begin. 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, 
To her vnguarded Neft.the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes fneaking,and fo fucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 
To tame and hauockc more then foe can eate. 

Extt. It followcs theu, the Cat muft flay at home, 
Yet that "is but a crufh'd necefsity, 
Since we haue locke* to fa regard necefTaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues . 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th'aduifed head defends it felfe at home: 
For Government, though high, and low,and lower. 
Put into parts, doth keepe in one confent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural clolc , 
Like Muficke. 

Cant. Therefore doth heauen diuide 
The ftate of man in diners functions, 
Setting endeuour in continual motion: 
To which is fixed as an ayme or butt, 
Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The A& of Order to a peopled Kingdome. 
They haue a King, and Officers of forts, 
Where fome like Magiftrates corrrlt at home: 
Others, like Merchants venter Trade abroad: 
Others, like Souldiert armed in their flings, 
Make boote vpon the Summer* Veluet buddes: 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring 
To the Tent-royal of their Emperor : 
Who bufied in his Maieflies furueyes 
The tinging Mafons building roores of Gold, 
The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony ; 
The poorc Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 
Their heauy burthen* at hi* narrow gate : 

h > The 
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The fad-ey'd Iuflice with his furly humme, 

Deliuering ore to Executors pale 

The lazie yawning Drone : I this int'crrc, 

That many things hauing full reference 

To one confent,may worke contrarioufly, 

As many Arrowcs loofed feuerall waycs 

Come to one markc : as many wayes meet in one towne, 

As many freft ftreames meet in one fait fea ; 

As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center : 

So may a thousand actions once a foote, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well borne 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall mall make all Gallia make. 

If we with thrice fuch powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the doggc, 

Let vs be worried , and our Nation lofc 

The name of hardineffe and politic. 

King. Call in the MelTengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now are we well refolu'd, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble finewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
Or breake it all to peecet. Or there wee'l fit, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France, and all her (alrooft) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Vrne, 
TombleiTc, with no remembrance ouer them : 
Either our Hiftory mall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our Acts, or elfe our graue 
Like Turkish mute, (hall haue a tongucleiTc mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter AmbajTadcrt of Fraud. 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleafure 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin : for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amb. May't pleafe your Maieftie to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge : 
Or (hall we fparingly (hew you faiTe off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embaliie. 

King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is a* fubiect 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, 
Therefore with franke and with vncurbed pUinnefie, 
Tell vt the Dtlpbint minde. 

Amb. Thus than in few : 
Your Highncffe lately fending into France, 
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceflbr, King Edward the third. 
In anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Mailer 
Sayes, t hat you fauour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be aduis'd ; There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. 
He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treafurc; and in lieu of this, 
Dcfires you let the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you. This the Delphi* fpeakes. 

King. What Treafurc Vncle ? 

Ext. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin, We arc glad the Daptin is fo pleafant with vs, 
His Prefenf, and your paines we thanke you for : 
When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, 
Wc will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, 
Shall ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 
Tell him, he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 



That all the Courts of France will be dilrurb'd 

With Chaces. And wc vnderitand him well, 

How he comes o're vs with our wilder dayes, 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neucr valew'd this poo re feate of England, 

And therefore liuing hence, did giue our felfe 

To barbarous licenfe : As 'tis euer common, 

That men arc mcrrieft, when they arc from home. 

But tell the 'Dolphin, 1 will kecpe my State, 

Be like a King, and (hew my fayle of Greatnefle, 

When I do rowle me in my Throne of France. 

For that I haue layd by my Maieftie, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes : 

But I will rife there with fo full a gloric, 

That I will dailc all the eyes of France, 

Yea ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs, 

And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke of his 

Hath turn'd his balles to Cun-Aoncs, and his foule 

Shall (land fore charged, for the waftefoll vengeance 

That (hall flye with them : for many a thoufand widows 

Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer hnsbandsj 

Mocke mothers from their fonnes,mock Caftlea downc: 

And fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That (hal haue caufe to curfe the Delphi™ fcorne. 

But this lyes all within the wil of God, 

To whom 1 do appeale, and in whofe name 

Tel you the 'Delphin, t am comming on, 

To venge me as i may, and to put forth 

My rightful! hand in a wel-hallow'd caufe. 

So get you hence in peace : And tell the Dvlphin, 

His left will fauour but of shallow wit, 

When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at it. 

Conuey them with fafe conduct. Fare you well. 

Extunt Ambajaders. 

Ext. This was a merry Meflage. 

King Wc hope to make the Sender blufh at it s 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 
That may giue furth'rance to our Expedition: 
For we haue now no thought in vs but France, 
Saue thofe to God.that runne before our bufinetTe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres 
Be foone collected, and all things thought vpon, 
That may with reafonable fwiftnefTe adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Delphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 
That this faire Action may on foot be brought. Exeunt . 

Fhurijb. Enter CJxrta. 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes folely in the bread of euery man. 
They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, 
With winged heelcs,as EngtiJh Mtrenr'm. 
For now fits Expectation in the Ayre, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts vnto the Point, 
With Crownes Imperial!, Crownes and Coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry, and his followers. 
The French aduis'd by good intelligence 
Of this mod dread foil preparation, 
Shake in their fcarr,and with pale Pollicy 
Seeke to diuert the Engfilh purpofes. 
O England: Modell fo thy inward GreatnclTe, 
Like little Body with a mightie Heart: 

What 



Digitized by Google 



The Life of Henry the Fift. 



What mightft thou do, that honour would thee do, 

Were all thy children kinde and niturall : 

But fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 

A neft or' hollow bofomet, which he fiiles 

With treacheroui Crownes, and three corrupted men: 

One, Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the Second 

Henry Lord Scrtop* of cAfa/bam, and the third 

Sir Tbtwuu Grey Knight ot Northumberland, 

Haue for the Gilt of France ( O guilt indeed) 

Confirm'd Confpiracy with fearefull France, 

And by their hands, this grace of King* muA dye. 

If Hell and Treafon hold their promiles, 

Ere he take (hip ror France ; and in Southampton. 

Linger your patience on, and wec'l digeft 

Th'abule of diftance; force a play : 

The fummc it payde, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King it fct from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

There is the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 

And thence to France (hall we conucy you fafc, 

And bring you backe: Charming the narrow fcas 

To giue you gentle Parte : for if we may, 

Wee'l not offend one ftomacke with our Play. 

But till the King come forth, and not till then, 

Vnto Southampton do we fliir't our Scene. Exit 

Enter Ccrferall Nym, and Lieutenant Harddfe. 

'Bar. Well met Corporal! Nym. 

Nym. Good morrow Lieutenant 'Bardel/e. 

Bar. What, arc Ancient Pi/Ml and you friends yet ? 

Nym. For my part, 1 care not : I fay little : but when 
time wall feme, there mall be fmiles, but that Dull be as 
it may. I dare not fight, but 1 will winke and holde out 
mine yron : it is a fimple one, but what though ? It will 
tofte Cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
fword will : and there's an end. 

'Bar. I will bellow a break fa ft to make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three fwome brothers to France : Let't 
be fo good Corporall Nym. 

Ajm.Fjith, 1 will liue fo long «s I may,thaf*s the cer- 
taine of it : and when I canm-t liue any longer, I will doe 
aa I may : That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. 

'Bar. It is certaine Corporall, that he is marryed to 
Nell Q*ickjlt an <* certainly flie did you wrong, for you 
were troth -plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell. Things muft be as they maytmen 
may Ileepe, and they may haue their throats about them 
at that time, and fome lay, kniues haue edges : It muft 
be as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yet wee 
will plodde, there muft be Condufiona, well, I cannot 
tell. 

enter t ifttll, & Quickly. 
Bar. Heere comes Ancient Piftell and his wife: good 
Corporall be patient heere. How now mine Hoafte Pi- 

Pift. Bafe Tyke, cal'ft thou mee Hofte, now by this 
hand I fweare 1 fcorne the termc : nor Jhall my Nel keep 
Lodgers. 

Htft.So by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that liue 
honeftly by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee 
thought we keepe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O wclliday 
Lady, if he be not hewne now, we (hall fee wilful adulte- 
ry and murther committed* 

Bar. Good Lieutenant, good Corporal offer nothing 
heere. Nym. Pilh. 
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Piw for thee, Ifland dogge : thou prickeard cur 
of Ifland. 

Ihft. Good Corporall Nym (hew thy valor, and put 
vp your fword. 

Nym. Will you fhoggc off? I would haue you folus. 

Pift. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile ; The folus 
in thy moft meruailous race, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hateful) Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy ; and which is worfe, within thy naltie mouth. I 
do retort the folus in thy bowels, for I can take, and Pi- 
ft»lt cocke is vp, and flaming fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not 'Barbahn, you cannot coniure mee : I 
haue an humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piftull, I will fcoure you with my 
Rapier, as I may, in tayre tearmes. If you would walkc 
off, I would pricke your guts a little in good tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. 

Pift. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

'Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay: Hee that ftrikei 
the firft ftroake, He run him vp to the hilts, as I am a fol- 
dier. 

Pift. An oath of rnickle might,and fury wall abate. 
Giue me thy fift, thy fore-foote to me giue: Thy fpirites 
are moft tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. 

Piftt.lt. O.ufit agtrgt, that is the word. I defie thee a- 
gainc.O hound of Creet, think'ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
No, to the fpittle goc, and from the Poudring tub or in- 
famy, fetch forth the Laiar Kite of Crtjfldt kinde, Doll 
Teare-Jbeelt, the by name, and her efpoulc. I haue, and 1 
will hold the Qnendam Quitkjly for the oncly (hee : and 
Pauea, there's enough to go to. 

Enter tlx Bey. 

t B<y. Mine Hoaft tiflt.ll, you muft come to my May- 
fter, and your Hofteffe:He is very llcke,& would to bed. 
Good BardM, put thy face betwecne his fheets, and do 
the Office ot a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 

"Bard. Away you Rogue. 

Hifl. By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes: the King his kild his heart. Good Huf- 
band come home prefently. Exit 

Bar. Come, wall I make you two friends. Wee muft 
to France together:why the diuel would we keep kniues 
to cut one another* throats ? 

Pift. Let floods ore-fwell, and fiends for food howle 
on. 

Nym. You'l pay me the eight millings I won of you 
at Betting? 

Tift. Bafe is the Slaue that payes. 

Nym. That now 1 wil haue: that's the humor of it. 

Pifl. As manhood fhal compound:pufh home. Draw 

Bard. By this fword, hee that makes the firft thruft, 
He kill him 1 By this fword, 1 wil. 

Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths muft haue their courfe 

Bar. Coporall Nym,U thou wilt be friends be trends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre- 
thee put vp. 

Pift. A Noble (halt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor likewife will I giue to thee, and friendfhippe 
(hall combyne, and brotherhood. He liue by Nymme,Sc 
Nymme fhall liue by me, is not this tuft f For I fhal Sut- 
ler be vnto the Campe, and profits will accrue.Giue mee 
thy hand. 

hj Nym. 

— 
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Njm. I /hall haue my Noble? 

Pift. In caw, moft iuftly payd. 

Njm. Well, then that the humor oft. 

Enter Ihfteffe. 

Heft. At euer you come of women, come in quickly 
to fir Iebn : A poore heart, hee it fo ftuk'd of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it it moft lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Njm. The King hath run bad humort on the Knight, 
that's the eucn of it. 

fift. Njm, thou haft fpoke the right, hit heart it fra- 
Qcd and corroborate. 

Njm. The King is a good King, but it muft bee at it 
may : he partes fome humors, and carreeres. 

Pift. Let vt condole the Knight, for (Lambekint) we 
will liue. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, &" Weflmerland. 

Htd Fore God hit Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 
Ere. They ftiall be apprehended by and by. 
Wr^.How fmooth and euen they do bear themfclues, 
At if allegeance in their bofomet fate 
Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 

Ext. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious fauourt ; 
That he mould for a forraigne purfe, fo fell 
Hit Soueraignct life to death and treachery. 

Sound Trumpets, 
Enter the King, Screepe,Cambridge, and Graj. 

King. Now fits the win Je faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Mi/ham, 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres we bcarc with vs 
Will cut their paflagc through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the acte, 
For which we haue in head alTembled them. 

Sen. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his heft. 

King. I doubt not that, fince we are well pcrfwaded 
We carry not a heart with vt from hence, 
That growet not in a faire confent with ours: 
Nor leaue not one behinde, that doth not wifli 
Succefte and Conqueft to attend on vt. 

Cam. Neuer was Monarch better fear'd and lou'd, 
Then it your Maiefty ; there's not I thinke a fubiedt 
That fits in heart-greefe and vneafinefle 
Vnder the I weet wade of your gouernment. 

Kni. True : thofe that were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue fteep'd their gault in hony, and do ferae you 
With heartt create of duty, and of xeale. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thanicfolnes, 
And ftiall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthinefle. 

Sere. So feniice ftiall with fteeled finewet toyle, 
And labour ftiall refrefti it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceflant feruice*. 

King. We Iudge no lefle. Vnkle of€xeter, 
Inlarge the man committed yefterday, 
That rayl'd againft our perfon: We confider 
It was excefle of Wine that fet him on, 
And on his more aduicc, We pardon him. 

Sen. That's mercy, but too mueh fecurity : 
Let him be punifti'd Soueraigne, leaft example 
Breed (by hit fufFerance) more of fuch a kind. 

King. O let vtyet be merciful). 



Cam. So may your Highncfl*e,and yet punifli too. 

Grej. Sir, you ftiew great mercy if you giue him life, 
After the tafte of much correction. 

King. Alat, your too much loue and care of me, 
Are heauy Orilont'gainft this poore wretch: 
If little faults proceeding on diftempcr, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how (halt we ftretch our eye 
When capital! crimet, chew'd, fwallow'd. and digefted, 
Appeare before vt ? Wee'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Sereepe, and Graj, in their deere care 
And tender preferuation of our perfon 
Wold haue him punifh'd.And now to our French caufe*, 
Who are the late Commiflionert ? 

Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your Highncflc bad me atke for it to day. 

Sere. So did you me my Liege. 

Graj. And I my Royall Soueraigne. 

King.Then RiebardEttle of Cambridge, there it yours: 
There yourt Lord Sereefe cf &f a/bam, tnd Sir Knight : 
Graj of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Readc them, and know I know your worthinefle. 
My Lord of H^eftnurland, and Vnkle Exeter, 
We will aboord to night. Why how now Gentlemen ? 
What fee you in thofe papers, that you loofe 
So much complexion ? Looke ye how they change : 
Their cheeket are paper. Why, what reade you there, 
That haue fo cowarded and chae'd your blood 
Out of apparance. 

Cam. I do confefle my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your HighnetTc mercy. 

Graj. Sen. To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy that was quicke in ts but late, 
By your owne counfaile is fuppreft and kill'd : 
You muft not dare (for flume) to talke of mercy, 
For your owne reafons turne into your bofomet, 
At dogt vpon their maiftert, worrying you : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peere*, 
Thefe Engtifh monfter* : My Lord of Cambridge heere, 
You know how apt our loue was, to accord 
To fumifh with all appertinentt • 
Belonging to hit Honour j and this man, 
Hath for a few light Crownet, lightly confpir'd 
And fworae vnto the pradife* of France 
To kill vt heere in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight no lefle for bounty bound to Vt 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fwome. But O, 
What wall I fay to thee Lord &n»p*, thou cnicll, 
Ingratefoll, fauage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thou that didft beare the key of all my counfaile*, 
That knew'ft the very bottome of my foule, 
That (almoft j might'ft haue coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'ft thou haue pra&is'd on me, for thy vfe ? 
May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extract one fparke of euiU 
That might annoy my finger ?'Tit fo ftrange, 
That though the truth of it ftandt off at groffe 
At blacke and white, my eye will fcarfely fee it. 
Treafon,and murther, euer kept together, 
At two yoake diuelt fworne to eythert purpofe, 
Working fo groffely in an naturall caufe, 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 
But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on treafon, and on murther : 
And whatfoeuer cunning fiend it wat 
That wrought vpon thee fo prcporteroufly. 
Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence : 

And 
~ 410 
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And other diuels that fuggeft by treafons, 

Do botch and bungle vp damnation, 

With patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 

From glift'ring frmblances of piety : 

But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ftand vp, 

Gaue thee no inftance why thou fhouldft do treafon, 

Vnlefle to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 

If that fame Daemon that hath gull'd thee thus, 

Should with his Lyon -gate walke the whole world, 

He might returne to vafti« Tartar backe, 

And tell the Legions, I can neuer win 

A foule fo eafie as that Englifhmans. 

Oh, how haft thou with icaloufte infected 

The fweetneiTe of affiance? Shew men dutifull, 

Why fo didfl thou : feeme they graue and learned ? 

Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

Why fo didft thou.Seeme they religious ? 

Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in diet , 

Free from grade pafsion, or of mirth, or anger, 

Conftant in fpirit, not fweruing with the blood, 

Garnifh'd and deck'd in modeft complement, 

Not working with the eye, without the eare, 

And but in purged iudgement trufting neither, 

Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feeme : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of blot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beft indued 

With fome fufpition, I will weepe for thee. 

For this reuolt of thine, me thinkes is like 

Another fall of Man. Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law, 

And God acquit them of their pracVifes. 

Ext. I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridgt . 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Tbtnuu 
Lord Serttpt of tMarjbatH. 

I arreft thee of High Treafon by the name oiTbewuu 
Grey, Knight of N»rtbumb<rland. 

Sera. Our purpofes, God iuftly hath difcouer'd, 
And 1 repent my fiult more then my death, 
Which I befecch your HighneiTc to fbrgiue, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motiue, 
The fooncr to effect what I intended : 
But God be thanked for preuention, 
Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 
Befeeching God, and you, to pardon 
Gray. Neuer did raithfull fubiecl 



Exit. 



At the difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
Then I do at this houre ioy ore my fclfe, 
Preuented from a damned enterprise ; 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soucraigne. 

King. God quit you in his mercy: Hear your fentence 
You haue confpir'd againft Our Royal! perfon, 
loyn'd with an enemy proclaim*d,and from his Coffers, 
Receyu'd the Golden Earned of Our death : 
Wherein you would haue fold your King to (laughter, 
HU Princes, and his Peeres to feruitude, 
HU Subicib to opprefiion, and contempt, 
And his whole Kingdome into defolation : 
Touching our perfon, feeke we no reuenge, 
But we our Kingdomes fafety uiuft fo tender, 
Whofe ruine you fought, that to her Lawes 
We do deliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Poore miferable wretches )to your death: 
The taftc whereof, God of his mercy giue 



You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. 
Now Loids for France : the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you as vs,like glorious. 
We idoubt not of a faiie and luckie Warre, 
Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way, 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 
But cucry Rubbc is fmoothed on our way. 
Then forth, deare Countreymen : Let vs deliuer 
Our PuhTance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ftraight in expedition. 
Chearely to Sea, the fignes of Warre aduance, 
No King of England, if not King of France. F/curlJb. 
Enttr Pijle/J, Nim,'Bardsif>b t 'Boy , and Htji/Jfc. 

Hafltjji. 'Prythee honey fweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Piflell. No : for my manly heart doth erne. Harde/fib, 
be blythe: Mw.rowfc thy vaunting Veines: Boy, briMe 
thy Courage vp : for Falfiafft hee is dead, and wvc muft 
erne therefore. 

'Bard. Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is, 
eyther in Heaucn,or in Hell. 

Htfltfli. Nay fure, hce's not in Hell : hee's in Anburt 
Bofome,if euer man went to Ariburt Bofome : a made a 
finer end, and went away and it had beene any Chriftome 
Child: a parted eu'n iuft betweene Twelue and One,eu'n 
at the turning o'th'Tyde: for after I (aw him fumble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers, and fmile vpon his fin- 
gers end, 1 knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as fharpe as a Pen, and a Table of grcene fields. How now 
Sir hbn (quoth I T ) what man • be a good cheare : fo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times : now I, 
to comfort him, bid him a (hould not thinke of God ; 1 
hop'd there was no neede to trouble himfelfe with any 
fuch thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his 
feet : 1 put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they 
were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees, and (o 
vp-pcer'd,and vpward,and all was as cold as any ftone. 

Ntm. They fay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hofltjji. I, that a did. 

"Bard. And of Women. 

Hufltffi. Nay, that a did not. 

Bty. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deulcs incar- 
nate. 

Voman. A could neuer abide Carnation, 'twas a Co- 
lour he neuer lik'd. 

'Bey. A faid once, the Deule would haue him about 
Women. 

Hftcjjt. A did in fome fort (indeed) handle Women: 
but then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

'Bey. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpon 
Bardtlpht Nofe, and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the foell is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that"s all the Riches 1 got in his feruice. 

Nim. Shall wee fhogg? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pift. Come.let's away. My Loue.giue mc thy Lippcs : 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueablcs : Let Sences 
rule : The world is,Pitch and pay: truft none: for Oathes 
are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold -fart 
is the onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore Cautta bee 
thy Councilor. Goe , clrare thy Cbryftalls. Yoke- 
fellowet in Armcs , let vs to France , like Horfe- 
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leeches my Boyes, to fucke, to fuclce, the very blood to 
fucke. 

'Hoy. And that's but vnwholefome food, they fay. 
?ifl. Touch her foft mouth, and march. 
Bard, Farwell Hoftefle. 

Nim. I cannot kilTe , that U the humor of it : but 
adieu. 

Pifi. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepe clofe , I thee 
command. 

Ho/iefe. Farwell : adieu. Extunt 
Flourijb. 

Enter the Freed King, tbt Dolphin, the Du^ei 
of 'Berry and 'Brit time. 
King. Thus comes the Englifti with full power vpon ts, 
And more then carefully it vs concernes, 
To anfwer Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orlcance,(hall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin,with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant: 
For England his approaches makes at fierce, 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfc. 
It fits vs then to be as prouident. 
As feare may teach vs,out of late example* 
Left by the fatall and neglected Englilh, 
Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My moll redoubted Father , 
It is mod meet we arme vs 'gain ft the Foe : 
For Peace it felfe (hould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd,aflembled,and collected, 
As were a Warre in expectation. 
Therefore I fay, 'tis meet we all goe forth, 
To view the lick and feeble parts of France : 
And let vs doe it with no (hew of feare, 
No, with no more.then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance i 
For, my good Liege, (hee is fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne, 
By a vaine giddie (hallow humorous Youth, 
That feare attends her not. 

Ccrii. O peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miftaken in this King : 
Queftion your Grace the late Embifladors, 
With what great State he heard their Emhadic, 
How well fupply'd with Noble Councilors, 
How modeft in exception ; and withall, 
How terrible in conftant refolution : 
And you (hall find, his Vanities fore-fpent, 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly j 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That ih ill firft fpring.and be mod delicate. 

Dolphin. Well,'tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. 
But though we thinke it fo,it is no matter: 
In cafes of defence, 'tis bed to wrigh 
The Entmie more mightie then he fecmcs, 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd : 
Which of a weake and niggardly protection, 
Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat, with fcanting 
A little Cloth. 

King . Thinke we King Harry ftrong : 
And Princes, looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath beene fleflit vpon vs : 



And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine, 

That haunted vs in our familiar Pathcs : 

WitnelTe our too much memorable flume, 

When Crefly Battel) fatally was ftrucke, 

And all our Princes captiu'd,by the hand 

Of that black Name,£i/«.W, black Prince of Wales i 

Whiles that his Mount ainc Sire, on Mouncaine (landing 

Vp in the Ayre,crown'd with the Golden Sunne, 

Saw his Heroicall Seed,and fmil'd to fee him 

Mangle the Worke of Nature.and deface 

The Patternes,that by God and by French Fathers 

Had twentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem 

Of that Victorious Stock : and let vs feare 

The Natiue mightincfle and fate of him. 

Enter a iCMeffenger. 
cXfrJf. Embaftadors from Hairy King of England, 
Doe craue admittance to yo v r Maicftie. 

King. Wcclc giue them prcfent audience. 
Goe, and bring them. 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends. 

Dolphin. Turne head, and (lop purfuit:for coward Dogi 
Moft fpend their mouths,whe what they feem to threaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soueraigne 
Take vp the Englilh (hort,and let them know 
Of what a Monarchic you are the Head : 
Selfe-loue,my Liege, is not fo vile a finne, 
As felfc-neglccting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Ext. From him, and thus he greets your Maicftie : 
He wills you in the Name of God Alraightie, 
That you deueft your kilt, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heauen, 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations, longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne, 
And all wide-ftrctched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuftome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vnto the Crowne of France t that you may know 
'Tis no finifter,nor no awk-ward Chyme, 
Pickt from the worme- holes of long-vani(ht dayes, 
Nor from the duft of old Obliuion rakt, 
He lends you this moft memorable Lyne, 
In euery Branch truly demonftTatiue ; 
Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him euenly deriu'd 
From his moft fam'd, of famous Anceftors, 
Edward the third . he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome, indirectly held 
From him, the Natiue and true Challenger. 

King. Or clfe what followes ' 

Exe. Bloody conftraint: for if you hide the Crowne 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 
In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a lone t 
That if requiring faile,he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of die Lord, 
Deliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 
On the poore Soules,fbr whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie lawestand on your head 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood, the priuy Maidens Groanes, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Louers, 
That (hall be (wallowed in this Controuerfie. 
This is his Clayme,his Threatning,and my Meftage : 
Vnlefle the Dolphin be in prefence here j 
To whom exprellely I bring greeting to. 

King. For 
4ia 
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King. For vs.we will confider of this further: 
To marrow Hull you beare our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 

Dvlph For the Dolphin, 
I ftand here for him: what to him from England I 

Ext. Scorne and defiance, Aright regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not mil-become 
The mightie Sender, doth he prise you at. 
Thus (ayes my King: and if your Fathers HighnetTe 
Doe not, in graunt of all demand) at Urge, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent hit Maieftie; 
Hee'le call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it, 
That Caues and Wombie Vaulcages of France 
Shall chide your Trefpas,and returne your Mock 
In fecond Accent of hij Ordinance. 

Dolpb. Say: if my Father i 
It is againft my will : for I defire 
Nothing but Oddes with England. 
To that end, at matching to hU Youth and Vanitie, 
1 did prefent him with the Park-Bills. 

Ext. Hee'le make your Paris Louer (hake for it, 
Were it the Miftrefte Court of mightie Europe: 
And be a(Tur'd,you'le find a difference, 
As we hit Subie£b haue in wonder found, 
Betwecne the promifc of his greener dayes, 
And thefe he matters now: now he wcighea Time 
Euen to the vtmoft Graine: that you mall reade 
In your owne Lodes, if he (lay in France. 

King. To morrow lball you know our mind at full. 

Fienrijb. 

Ext. Difpatch vs with all fpeed, leaft that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay ; 
For he is footed in this Land already. 

King. You fhalbe foone difpatcht, with faire conditions. 
A Night is but fmall breathe,and little pawfe, 
To anfwer matter* of this confequence. Extant. 



iA5lus Secundus. 



Flourijb. Enttr Cborm. 
Thus with imagin'd wing our (wift Scene flyes, 
In motion of no lefTc celeritic then that of Thought. 
Suppofe, that you haue feene 
The well-appointed King at Doucr Peer, 
Embarke his Royaltie: and his braue Fleet, 
With filken Streimer*,the young Pbtbia fayning j 
Play with your Fancies : and in them behold, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; 
Heare the fhrill Whittle, which doth order giue 
To founds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayle*, 
Borne with th'inuifiblc and creeping Wind, 
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Bretting the loftie Surge. O,doe but thinke 
You (land vpon the Riuage,and behold 
A Citie on th'inconftant Billowes dauncing : 
For fo appeares thi* Fleet Maiefticall, 
Holding due courfe to Harttew. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to tternage of this Nauie, 
And Iraue your England as dead Mid-night, Ail!, 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes,and old Women, 
Eyther pad, or not arriu'd to pyth and puiflance : 
For who is he, whofc Chin it but enricht 



4H 



With one appearing Hayrc.that will not follow 
Thefe cull'd and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France f 
Worke.worke your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege : 
Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 
With fatal! mouthrs gaping on girded Harflew. 
Suppofe th'Embaflador from the French comet back : 
Tellt Harry, 1 Kit the King doth offer him 
Katbtrint his Daughter, and with her to Dowrie, 
Some petty and vnprofitable Dukedomes. 
The offer like* not i and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynflock now the diuellifh Cannon touches, 

Alar urn, jnd Cbambtrs got off. 
And downc goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit. 

Enttr tix King, Extttr, Bedford, and Gkuerpr. 
Alarum: Scaling Ladder, at Harfiar. 
King. Once more vnto the Breach, 
Deare fricnds,once more ; 
Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifh dead : 
In Peace,there's nothing fo becomes a man, 
As modeft rtiilnrfle, and humilitie : 
But when the blatt of Warre blowes in our care*, 
Then imitate the a&ion of the Tyger : 
Stiffen the (inewe*,commune vp the blood, 
Difguife faire Nature with hard fauour'd Rage : 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpeel : 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Brafle Cannon : let the Brow o'tewhelme it, 
As fearefully,a* doth a galled Rocke 
O're-hang and iutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swill'd with the wild and waftfoll Ocean. 
Now fet the Teeth, and ftretch the Notthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On,on,you Noblilh Englifh, 
Whofe blood it fet from Fathers of Warre-proofc : 
Fathers, that like fo many Altxandtrt, 
Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought, 
And (heath'd their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Difhonour not your Mothers : now attett, 
That thofe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of grolTer blood, 
And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whofe Lyms were midc in England ; (hew vs here 
The mettell of your Pafture : let *s fweare. 
That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not : 
For there is none of you fo meane and bafe, 
That hath not Noble lutter in your eye*. 
I fee you (land like Grey-hounds in the (lips, 
Straying vpon the Start. The Game'* afoot : 
Follow your Spirit ; and vpon this Charge, 
Cry,God for Harry, England,and S.Crer^r. 

Alarum, and Cbambtrs get off. 

Enttr Nim, Bardolfb, Pijhll.and Boy. 

*Bard. On, on, on, on, on, : the breach, to the breach. 

Nim. "Pray thee Corporal! (lay, the Knocks are too 
hot : and for mine owne part,I haue not a Cafe of Liuct: 
the humor of it it too hot, that is the very plaine-Song 
of it. 

Tift. The plaine-Song is mod iuft : for humors doe a- 
bound ; Knocks goc and come : Gods Vallals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth wione 
immortall fame. 

'Bey. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London , I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafetie. 

T//.And 
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Pifl. And I ! If wifhes would preuayle with me, my 
purpofe should not fayle with me ; but thither would I 

•Bey. A* duly, but not a* truly, as Bird doth fwg on 



bough*. 



Er.ur Flutllt*. 
the breach , you Doggei 



you 



en of Mould : a- 
i Kage ; abate thy Rage, 
bite thy Rage: vfe lenitie 



bad 



Flu. Vp t< 
Cullions. 

Pi/I. Be mercifull great Duke 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly 
great Duke. Good 
f'weet Chuck. 

Nim. Thefe be good humors: 
humors. Exit. 

'Bex. As young as I am , I haue obferu'd thefe three 
Swafhers : I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would feme me, could not be Man to me ; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount to a man: 
for 'BarMtb, hee is whire Uuer'd, and red-fae'd ; by the 
meanes whereof, a faces it out, but fights not: for Piftill, 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Nim, hee hath heard , that men of few 
Words are the belt men,and therefore hee fcornes to fay 
his Prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward : but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a neuer broke any mans Head but his owne, and that was 
againfla Port, when he was dninke. They will fteale any 
thing, and call it Purchafe. 'Bardolpb ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepence. 
Sim and Bardelfb are fworne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ftole a fire-fhouell. I knew by that peece 
of Seruicc f the men would carry Coales. They would 
hauc me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Cloues 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothcrs Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine pocketting vp of Wrongs. 
I muft lcauc them, and fceke fome better Seruicc : their 
Villany goes againft my weake ftomacke, and therefore 
I muft caft it vp. Exit. 

Enltr Gcwer. 

Giver. Captaine Fluetlen,yo\i muft come prefently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Gloucefter would Ipeake with 
you. 

Flu. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplines of the Warre;the con- 
cauities of it is not fufficicnt : for looke you, th'athuer- 
farie,you may difcuffe vnto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himfclfe foure yard vnder the Countermines : by Cbejbu, 
I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better directi- 
ons. 

Gcrrtr. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed by an Irifh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

micb. It is Captaine Ma^mcrrict, is it not ? 

Getter. I thinke it be. 

Welch By Cbtjbu he is an Afle, as in the World, I will 
verifie as much in his Beard : he ha's no more directions 
in the true difciplines of the Warres, looke you, of the 
Roman difciplines, then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Ma{morrict t *nd Captain lamy. 
Center. Here a comcs,and the Scots Captaine, Captaine 
lamy, with him. 

Welcb. Captaine lany is a maruellous falorous Gen- 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know- 



ledge in th'iunch'unt Wanes, vpon my particular know- 
ledge of his directions : by Cbtjbu he will mainraine his 
Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, in 
the difciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans. 

Scot. 1 fay gudday, Captaine Flutlltn. 

IVthb. Godden to your Worfhip , good Captaine 
lama. 

Getter. How now Captaine Maehnvrriee , haoe you 
quit the Mynes ( haue the Pioners giuen o're f 

Jri/b. By Chrifh Law tifh ill done : the Worke ifh 
giue ouer, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand 
I fweare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke ifh ill done : 
it ifh giue ouer : 1 would haue blowed vp the Towne, 
fo Chrifh faue me law,in an houre. O tifh ill done, tifh ill 
done: by my Hand tifh ill done. 

ffeleb. Captaine Matfymrritt, I befeech you now, 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few difputations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of 
the Warre,the Roman Warres, in the way of Argument, 
looke you, and friendly communication: partly to fatisfie 
my Opinion.and partly for the fitisfaaion, looke you, of 
my Mind : as touching the direction of the Militarie dif- 
cipline, that is the Point. 

Sect. It fall be vary gud,gud feith,gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leue, as I may pick occafion : 
that fall I mary. 

Irifb. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrifh faue me : 
the day is hot, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the 
King, and the Dukes : it is no time to difcourfe, the Town 
is befeech'd : and the Trumpet cill vs to the breech, and 
we talke, and be Chrifh do nothing, tis fhamc for vs all : 
fo God fa'me tis fhame to ftand ftill, it is fhame by my 
hand : and there is Throats to be cut, and Workes to be 
done.and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fa'me law. 

Sect. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them- 
fclucs to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or lie ligge i'th' 
grund for it ; ay, or goe to death : and He pay't as valo- 
roufly as I may, that fal I fuerly do, that is the breff and 
the long : mary, I wad full faine heard fome queftion 
tween you tway. 

tVelcb. Captaine eAfackmcrrieef I thinke, looke you, 
vnder your correction , there is not many of your Na- 
tion. 

Irifh. Of my Nation ? What ifh my Nation ? Ifh a 
Villaine, and a Bafterd, and a Knaue, and a Rafcall. What 
ifh my Nation ? Who talkes of my Nation? 

Wtlib. Looke you, if you take the matter otherwife 
then is meant, Captaine tMaekmcrrict , peraduenture I 



fhall thinke you doc not vfe me with that afrabilit>e,as in 
difcretion you ought to vfe me,looke you, being as good 
a man as your felfe, both in the difciplines of Warre, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth , and in other particula- 
rities. 

Irijb. I doe not know you fo good a man as my felfe : 
fo Chrifh faue me, I will cut off your Head. 

Giver. Gentlemen both, you will miftake each other. 

Sect. A, that's a foule fault. A Parley. 

Getter. The Towne founds a Parley. 

fVelcb. Captaine cMaefymrriee, when there it more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be 
fo bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines of Warre : 
and there is an end. £ar/f. 

Enter tbe King and all bit Traine btfert the Gain. 
King- How yet rcfblucs the Gouernour of the Towne? 
This is the lateft Parle we will adroit : 

There- 
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Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, 

Or like to men prowd of deftru&ion, 

Defie vs to our worft : tor at I am a Souldier, 

A Name that in my thoughts become* me beft ; 

If I begin the batt'rie once againe, 

I will not leaue the halfe-atchicued Harflew, 

Till in her afbe» flie lye buryed. 

The Gate* of Mercy fliall be all fliut vp, 

And the fltfh'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 

In libcrtie of bloody fund, ih ill raunge 

With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafle 

Your frclh /aire Virgins,and your Aowring Infant*. 

What i* it then to me, if impious Warre, 

Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 

Doe with hit fmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 

Enlynckt to waft and defolation t 

What is't to me, when you your felues are caufe, 

If your pure Maydens fall into the hand 

Of hot and forcing Violation ? 

What Reyne can hold licentious Wickcdnefle, 

When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere ? 

We may as bootlelTe fpend our vaine Command 

Vpon th'enragcd Souldier* in their fpoyle, 

As (end Precepts to the Leuiatban, to come alhore. 

Therefore, you men of Harflew, 

Take piety of your Towne and of your People, 

Whiles yet mp Souldier* arc in my Command, 

Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 

O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of headly Murther,Spoyle,and Villany. 

If not : why in a moment looke to fee 

The blind and bloody Souldier, with foulc hand 

Defire the Locks of your Ihrill-lliriking Daughters: 

Your Fathert taken by the filuer Beards, 

And their moft reuerend Heads daflit to the Walls : 

Your naked Infant* fpitted vpon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howle* confus'd, 

Doe breake the Clouds; as did the Wiues of Iewry, 

At Heredt bloody-hunting (laughter-men. 

What fay you ? Will you yeeld,and this auoydr 

Or guiltie in defence, be thus deftroy'd. 

Enter Gcuerneur . 

Geutr. Our expectation hath this day an end r 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Returnes vs,that his Power* are yet not ready, 
To rayfe Co great a Siege : Therefore great King, 
We yceld our Towne and Liues to thy fort Mercy : 
Enter our Gatet,difpofe of v* and ours, 
For we no longer are defenfible. 

King. Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter, 
Got you and enter Harflew ; there remaine, 
And fortifie it ftrongly 'gainft the French : 
Vfe mercy to them all for vi.deare Vnckle. 
The Winter comming on,and Sicknefle growing 
Vpon our Souldier*, we will retyre to Calis. 
To night in Harflew will we be your Gueft, 
To morrow for the March are we addreft. 

Fleuri/b, „d enter tkx Tewnt. 

Enter Katbtrint and an eld Gentlttreman. 
Katbe. Alice, tu at tfie en Angltttrre, & tu Hen farltv 
le Language. 

Alice. En pen Madame. 

Katb. It te frit m'enfignin, il /ant qut it affremd a far- 
ten : Centum affeilt vcus It main en Anglo* T 
Alict. Lt main il & affcllt dt Hand. 



Katb. 
Alice. 



Dt Hand. 
E U doytt. 



Kat . Lt deyts,ma fey It oublie, t dsyt map, it me foutmtray 
It dcyts it ftnft quilt ont affeilt dt fingrtt, ou dt JSngrtt. 

Alict. Lt main dt Hand, It deytt It Fingret, it ftnft qut it 
fun It ben tfcbelitr. 

Katb. Pay gaynit diux matt d" Angle* vifitmtnt, cement 
affeilt vtmt It eng'ies ? 

Alice. Lt onglet, Its a f fillers dt Nay la. 

Katb. Dt Naylet tfceutt : dittt may, $ it farlt bien : dt 
Hand,dt Fingrtt, t dt Nay It I. 

Alice. C'efi bitn die! Madame, il d" fort ben AnglJt. 

Katb. Ditts mey 1' Angle* few It brat. 

Alict. Dt Armt, Madam*. 

Katb. E dt coudet. 

Alice. D'Elkexr. 

Katb. D'Elbcw : Ie men fay It refiticie dt touts lei met, 
qut veut mavti,affrins dtt a frtjent. 

Alice. II <j tref dijfirile Madame,cemme It ftnft. 

Katb. Excufe mey %ATt(t tfceutt, cTHand, dt Fingrt, dt 
Naxlcs, cTArma, dt 'Bilbev. 

Alict. D'Elbive, Madamt. 

Katb. 0 Seigneur Ditu, it men eublu tTElbew, cement af- 
feilt veutltetl. 

Alice. Dt Ntdt_ , Madamt. 
Katb. Dt Nn{,t It mtnten. 
Alict. De Cbin. 

Katb. De Sin : le eel dt Nic^ , It mtnttn de Sin. 

Alice. Ouy. Sauf vefirt benneur en vtritt veut frenotut- 
titt lit melt aufi droit}, qut It Natift cT Anglettrrt. 

Katb. It nt doute faint tf a f prendre far dt gract dt Ditu, 
& en feu dt temft. 

Alice. N'aue vety defia oub'ie ce qut it vem a enfgnit. 

Katb. Neme ie recitera a veut prompt intent, d'Hand, dt 
Fingrt, dt Maylttt. 

Alict. De Nayltt, Madamt. 

Katb. Dt Nayles,de Arme, de liber,. 

*Alict. Sans vefirt beneut d'Elkm. 

Katb. Ainfi dt it d*Elbiw,dt Nic{, & dt Sin: cement af- 
feilt veut la fitd & dt reba. 

Alict. Lt Feet Madame, C" le Count. 

Katb. Lt Feet, CT It Count : 0 Stignitur Ditu, il font It 
melt de fen mam ait corruptible grcjje {Jr imfudiqut, df non 
pour It 'Dames de Hentur d" vler s Ie nt vtudray freneuncer ct 
met t deuant It Seigneurs de Franct,femr teutt it nwndt,ft It 
Feet (T It Count, ntant nuns, Ie recitera vn autrefeyt ma lean 
tn/tmbe, tTHand,de Ftngrt, dt Nay/,,, tT Armt, <T Elbert, dt 
Nict\, dt Sin,dt Feet, It Count. 

Alict. Excellent, Madame. 

Katb. Cejl ajfts four vnt /eyes, alons new a diner. 

Exit. 



the 



Enter the King of Franct, tbe Delfbin, 
Qenfiable ef Franct, and etbtrt. 
King. Tis certaine he hath paft the Riuer i 
Cenfl. And if he be not fought withall.my Lord, 

Let vs not liue in France : let v* quit all, 

And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 
Dolfb. 0 'Ditu viuant : Shall a few Sprayes of vs, 

The emptying of our Father* Luxurie, 

Our Syens,put in wilde and fauage Stock, 

Spirt vp fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 

And ouer-looke their Grafters? 

9rir. Normans, but baftard Normans, Norman 

Mart du ma vit, if they march along 

Vnfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedome, 



To 
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To buy a flobbrv and a durtie Farme 
In that nooke-fhotten He of Albion. 

Conft. *Ditu d* 'Battailet, where haue they this mcttell? 
It not their Clymate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, at in defpight, the Sunne loolcel pale, 
Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can foJden Water, 
A Drench for fur-reyn'd lades, their Barly broth, 
!>'-■. >cl their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ' 
And (hall our quick blood, fpiritcd with Wine, 
Seeme froftie t O,for honor of our Land, 
Let vi not hang like roping Ifyckles 
Vpon our Houfct Thatch, while* a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fieldi : 
Foore we call them, in their Natiue Lords. 

'Dolphin , By Faith and Honor, 
Our Madames mock at vs,and plainely fay, 
Our Mcttell is bred out. and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the Luft of Englifh Youth, 
To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit. They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Laualta't high,and fwift Carranto't , 
Saying, our Grace is oncly in our Heeles, 
And that we are moft lottic Run-awayes. 

King. Where is Mentioy the Heraldrfpced him hence, 
Let him greet England with our fharpe defiance. 
Vp Princes, and with fpirit of Honor edged, 
More (harper then your Swords, high to the field : 
Cbarltt De/atretb, High Conftable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleance t c Burbon t znA of Berry, 
tAlanfon ^Brabant, 'Bar, and Burganie, 
Iajuei Cbatttllitn , Ramburei, Vandemtnt , 
( Beument t Qrand Prtt t RouJ/i, and Faulccnbridge , 
Leys, Leftrale, B suciauall, and Cbaralcyes , 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great flumes : 
Barrc Harry England,that fweepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 
Rulh on his Hoaft,at doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Vallcyes, whofe low Vaflall Seat, 
The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 
Coe downe vpon him, you haue Power enough, 
And in a Captiue Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifbner. 

CctiQ. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, 
His Souldiers lick, and famiftit in their March: 
For I am lure, when he ftuli fee our Army, 
Hec'le drop his heart into the finck of feare, 
And for atchieuement, offer vs his Ranfome. 

King, Therefore Lord Conftable, haft on Mantioy, 
And let him fay to England, that we fend, 
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 
Prince DoJpbin,you fliall ftay with vs in Roan. 

Dilpb. Not fo,I doe befeech your Maieftic. 

King. Be patient, for you fliall remaine with vs. 
Now forth Lord Conftable, and Princes all, 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Extant. 

Enter Qaptainet, EngliJhanJ fPelcb t Gtwer 
and Flutllen. 

Cover. How now Captaine Flutllen, come you from 
the Bridge? 

Flu. I afTure you, there is very excellent Scruices com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Cover. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 



memnm, and a man that I loue and honour with my foulc, 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my liue, and my liuing, 
and my vttermoft power. He is not,God be prayfed and 
blcfted, any hurt in the World, but keepes tne Bridge 
moft valiantly, with excellent difcipline. There is an aun- 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge,l thinke in my very 
confeience hee is as valiant a man as Markj Anthony, and 
hee is a man of no eftimation in the World, but I did fee 
him doe as gallant feruice. 

Ctwer. What doe you call him ? 

Flu. Hee is call'd aunchient t.ftoll. 

Cower. I know him not. 

Enter Pijloll. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

fifi. Captaine, I thee befeech to doe me fauours: the 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flu. I, I prayfe Cod, and I haue merited fome loue at 
his hands. 

PiB. Bardolpb, a Souldier firme and found of heart, 
and of buxome valour , hath by cruell Fate, and giddie 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,lhat Goddelle blind, that 
ftandt vpon the rolling reftlefle Stone, 

Flu. By your patience, aunchient Tiftill : Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to fignifie 
to you, that Fortune is blinde ; and fhee is painted alfo 
with a Wheele, to fignifie to you, which is the Morall of 
it, that fhee is turning and inconftant, sad mutabiliric, 
and variation : and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpon a 
Spherical! Stone, which rowles, and rowles,and rowles : 
in good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent descripti- 
on of it : Fortune is an excellent Morall. 

Fortune is Bardolpbi foe, and frownes on him : 
for he hath ftolne a Pax, and hanged tnult a be : a damned 
death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe free, 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but Exeter 
hath giuen the doome of death, for Pax of little price. 
Therefore goe fpeake, the Duke will heare thy voyce } 
and let not 'Bardolpbi vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for 
his Life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient T.JUI, I doe partly vnderftand your 
meaning. 

Pifl. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flu. Certiinly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reioyce 
at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, 1 would defire 
the Duke to vie his good pleafure, and put him to execu- 
tion ; for difcipline ought to be vfed. 

Pifi. Dye,and be dam'd,and Figt for thy friendfhip. 

Flu. It is well. 

Pifi. The Figge of Spaine. Exit. 
Flu. Very good. 

Ge»fr. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcall, I 
remember him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. 

Flu. lie afTure you, a vtt'red as praue words at the 
Pridge,as you (hall fee in a Summers day : but it it very 
well: what he ha'sfpoke to me, that is well I warrant you, 
when time is (erue. 

Goiter. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foolc, a Rogue, that now and 1 
then goes to the Warres,to grace himfeltc at his returne 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier : and fuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruices were done j 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fuch a Con- 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was (hot, who dif- 
grac'd.what termes the Enemy flood on : and this they 
conne perfidy in the phrafe of Warre j which they tricke 
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vp with new-tuned Oathcs: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
neralls Cut, and a horridc Snte of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong forcing Bottle*, and Ale-wafht Witt, ii wonder- 
full to be thought on: but you muft learne to know fuch 
flanden of the age, or elfe you may be marueltoufry mi- 



ftooke 

Flu. I tell you what,Captaine Giver: I doe perceiue 
hee ii not the man that hee would glidly make fhcw to | 
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat, I will tell i 
him my mindc: heirke you, the King a comming, and I | 
muft fpeake with him from the Pridge. 

e Drutn and Co fours. Enter tbe King and tm 
fmre Sauldiert. 
Flu. God pleflc your Maieftie. 

King. How now FW/r»,cam'ft thou from the Bridge? 

Flu. I, fo pleafe your Maieftie : The Duke of Exeter 
ha'* very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French is 
gone off, looke you, and there it gallant and moft praue 
pottages t marry, th'athuerfarie was haue pofTefTion of 
the Pridge, but he is enforced to rctyre,and the Duke of 
Exeter is Mafter of the Pridge : I can tell your Maieftie, 
the Duke it a praue man. 

King. What men haue you loft, Flutlltn T 

Flu. The perdition of th'athuerfarie hath beene very 
great, reafonnable greit : marry for my part, I thinke the 
Duke hath loft neucra man, but one that is like to be exe- 
cuted for robbing a Church, one t Bard»lpb,\f your Maie- 
ftie know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowcs at his 
nofe, and it is like a coale of fire, fometimes plew, and 
fometimet red , but his nofe is executed, and hit fire't 
out. 

King. Wee would haue all fuch offendors fo cut off : 
and we giue ex pre He charge, that in our Mirchcs through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compcll'd from the Vil- 
lages; nothing taken, but pay'd for : none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdaincfutl Language; for when 
Leuitie and Crueltie play for a Kingdome , the gentler 
Gameftcr is the fooneft winner. 

Tucket. Enttr Meunthy. 
Mount toy. You know me by my habit. 
King. Well then, I know thee t what flull I know of 
thee? 

Mcuntity. My Matters mind. 
King. Vnfold it. 

Mount toy. Thut fayes my King : Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we frem'd dead, we did but fleepe : 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhneiTe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk'd him at Harflewc, but that wee 
thought not good -to bruile an iniurie, till it were full 
ripe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q^and our voyce is im- 
perial I .- England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
nefle, and admire our fufterance. Bid him therefore con- 
lider of his ranfome, which muft proportion the lofTcs we 
haue borne, the fubiects we haue loft, the difgrace we 
haue digefted ; which in weight to re-anfwer, his petti- 
nefle would bow vnder. For our lotfes, his Exchequer is 
too poore ; for th'effuGon of our bloud, the Mufter of hit 
Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our difgrace, his 
owne perfon kneeling at our fcet, but a weake and worth- 
lefTe Satisfaction. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
conclusion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofc con- 
demnation is pronounc't : So farre my King and Matter, 
fo much my Office. 
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King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitie. 
Mbunt. eJWounthy. 

King. Thou doo'ft thy Office fiircly.Turne thee back, 
And tell thy King, I doc not feeke him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to (ay the footh, 
Though 'tis no wifdome to confetti fo much 
Vnto an enemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with fickneflc much enfeebled, 
My numbers lctten'd : and thofe few I haue, 
Almoft no better then fo many French ; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee Herald, 
1 thought, vpon one payrc of Englifh Legges 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God, 
That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent t 
Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere I am ; 
My Ranfome, is this fraylc and worthlcfle Trunke ; 
My Army, but a weake and fickly Guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour &f»unthy. 
Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe. 
If we may patti, we will : if we be hindred, 
We fhall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo cAfovnthy, fare you well. 
The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this : 
We would not feeke a Battaile as we arc, 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it : 
So tell your Matter. 

vMount. 1 fhall deliuer fo : Thankes to your High- 
nefle. 

Gltuc. I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

King. We are in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs : 
March to the Bridge, it now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the Riuer wee'le encampc our felues, 
And on to morrow bid them march away. 



Enttr tbe Omflahlt of France, tbe Lord Ramturt, 
Orlcance, Dolphin, with otbert. 

Cmft. Tut , I haue the beft Armour of the World t 
would it were day. 

Orleantt. You haue an excellent Armour : but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 

Confi. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 
Orleance. Will it neucr be Morning i 
Delpb. My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con- 
stable, you talke of Horfe and Armour? 

Orleance. You are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World. 

Do/pb. What a long Night is this ? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treades but on foure poftures : 
ch'ha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his entraylcs were 
hayres : le Cbeual velante, the Pegafus, (bei let narinei dt 
feu. When I beftryde him,l foare,! am a Hawke: he trots 
the ayre : the Earth fings.when he touches it : the bafeft 
ne of his hoofe , is more Muficall then the Pipe of 



Orleance. Hec's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dtlpb. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Br.it 
for Perjeut : hee it pure Ayre and Fire ; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water ncuer appeare in him, but on- 
ly in patient ftillncflTc while his Rider mounts him : hee 
is indeede a Horfe, and all other Iadet you may call 
Bcafts. 

i Conil. In- 
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Conft. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and ex- 
cellent Horfc. 

Dalpb. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, hi» Neigh ii like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and hi* countcna 
Homage. 

Orltanct. No more Coufin. 

Dolpb. Nay, the man hath no wit, that 
the riling of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, 
vine defcrued prayfe on my Palfray I it is a Theame ai 
fluent as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : 'tis a fubiecl 
for a Soueraigne to reafon on, and for a Soueraigncs So- 
ueraigne to ride on : And for the World, familiar to vs, 
and vnknowne , to lay apart their particular Functions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus, rVondtr cf Nature. 

Orltanct. I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 
ftrefle. 

Dolpb. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my Courfer,for my Horfe is my Miftrefle. 

Orltanct. Your Miftrefle beares well. 

Dclpb. Me well, which is the prefcript prayfe and per- 
fection of a good and particular Miftrefle. 

drift. Nay, for mc thought yefterday your Miftrefle 
(hrewdly (hookc your back. 

Dclpb. So perhaps did yours. 

drift. Mine was not bridled. 

Dclpb. O then belike (he was old and gentle,and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and in 
your ftrait Strollers. 

C**ft. You haue good iudgement in Horfeman- 

(hip. 

Dclpb. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs : 1 had rather haue 
my Horfe to my Miftrefle. 

Conft. I had as Hue haue my Miftrefle a lade. 

Dclpb. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conft. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miftrefle. 

Dclpb. Le ebien eft retourne a Jon preprt vemijjiment efi 
la Icuyt lauet au baur bur .-thou mak'ft vfe of any thing. 

Conft. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftrefle, 
or any fuch Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night, are thofe Starres or Sunnes vpon it* 

Conft. Starres my Lord. 

Dclpb. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

Conft. And yet my Sky (hall not want. 

Datpb. That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
ou(1y,and 'twere more honor fome were away. 

Conft. Eu'n as your Horfe beares your prayfe* , who 
would trot a* well, were fome of your bragges demoun- 
ted. 

Dalpb. Would I were able to loade him with his de— 
fert. Will it neuer be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way (hall be paued with Englilh Face*. 

Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I (hould be fac't out 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would 
faine be about the cares of the Englilh. 

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prifoners ( 

Conft. You muft firft goe your felfe to hazard, ere you 



Dalpb. 'Tit Mid-night, He goe armc my felfe. Exit. 
Orleanct.Tbt Dolphin longs for morning. 



Ramb. He longs to eate the Englilh. 
Can ft. I thinke he will eate all he kills. 
Orltanct. By the white Hand of my Lady,hee's a gal- 
lant Prince. 

Conft. Sweare by her Foot, that (he may tread out the 
Oath. 

Orleanct. He it Amply the molt acliue Gentleman of 
France. 

Conft. Doing is acliuitie, and he will (till be doing. 

Orleanct. He neuer did harme, that I heard of. 

Conft. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will 
that good name ftill. 

Oritance. I know him to be valiant. 

Conft. I was told that, by one that k nowes him better 
then you. 

Orleanct. What's hee f 

Conft . Marry hee told me fo himfelfc,and hee fayd hee 
car'd not who knew it. 

Orltanct. Hee needes not, it i* no hidden vertue in 



Ccnli. By my faith Sir, but it is : neuer any body faw 
it, but his Lacquey : 'tis a hooded valour , and when it 
appeares, it will bate. 

Orltanct. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Conft. I will cap that Prouerbe with, There is flatterie 
in friendship. 

Orltanct. And I will take vp that with, Giue the Dcuill 
his due. 

Conft . Well plac't i there (rands your friend for the 
Deuill : haue at the very eye of that Prouerbe with , A 
Pox of the Dcuill. 

Orltanct. You are the better at Proucrbs.by how 
a Foolri Bolt is foone (hot. 

CenH. You haue (hot ouer. 

Orleanct. 'Tis not the firft time you 



J. My Lord high Conftable, the Englilh lye within 
fifreene hundred paces of your Tents. 
Conft. Who hath meafiir'd the 
Mejf. The Lord Qrandpret. 
Conft A valiant and mod expert Gentleman. Would 
it were day? Alas poore Harry of England : hee long* 
not for the Dawning, as wee doe. 

O'leanee. What a wretched and peeuifli fellow i* this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd follower* 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft. If the Englifh had any apprchenlion , they 
would runne away. 

Orltanct. That they lack : for if their heads had any in- 
telleauall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heauie 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Hand of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maftiflc* are of vnmatchable cou- 
rage. 

Orltanct. Foolilh Currei, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruflian Beare, and haue their head* cruflit 
like rotten Apple* t you may as well fay, that'* a valiant 
Flea , that dare eate his break efaft on the Lippe of a 
Lyon. 

Canft. Iuft, tuft : and the men doe fympathize with 
the Maftiffe* , in robuftious and rough comming on, 
leauing their Wit* with their Wiue* i and then giue 
them great Meale* of Beefe, and Iron and Steele; they 
will eate like Wolues.and fight like Deuil.. 

Orleanct. I, 
41 » 
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Orleantt. I, but thefe Engliih are lhrowdly out of 
Bcefe. 

Ccnil. Then (hall we finde to morrow, they haue only 
ftomacke* to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arme : come, (hall we about it .' 

Orleanet. It it now two a Clock: but let me fee, by ten 
Wee flull haue each a hundred Englilh men. Exeunt. 



sAftus Tertius. 



Cbcrm. 

Now cntertaine coniefture of a time, 
When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
Fill* the wide VefTell of the Vniuerfe. 
From Camp to Camp, through the foule Womb of Night 
The Humme of eythcr Army flilly found* j 
That the fix* Centinels almoft receiue 
The fecret Whifper* of each othert Watch. 
Fire anfwert fire, and through their paly fl 
Each Battaile feci the others vmber'd face. 
Steed threatent Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
Piercing the Night* dull Eare : and from the Tents, 
The Armourer* accomplilhing the Knights, 
With bufie Hammer* clofing Riuet* vp, 
Ciue dreadfull note of preparation. 
The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of drowfie Morning rum';, 
Prowd of their Numbers, and J cere in Soule, 
The confident and ouer-luftie French, 
Doe the low-rated Englilh ptay at Dice ; 
And chide the crceple-tardy-gatcd Night, 
Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 
So tedioufly away. The poore condemi 
Like Sacrifice*, by their watchfoll Fire* 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The Morning* danger : and their gefture fad, 
Inuefting lanke-leane Cheekes,and Warre-worne 
Prefented them vnto the gazing Moone 
So many horride Choirs. O now, who will behold 
The Royall Capraine of this ruin'd Band 
Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent ; 
Let him cry,Pray(e and Glory on his head ; 
For forth he goes, and vifits all hit Hoaft, 
Bid* them good morrow with a modeft Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymcn. 
Vpon his Royall Face there it no note, 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him ; 
Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vnto the wearie and all-watched Night i 
But rVcihly looket.and ouer-beares Attaint, 
With chearefull femblance,and fweet Maieftie : 
That euery Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, pluck* comfort from hi* Looket. 
A Largcfle vniuerfall,like the Sunne, 
His liberall Eye doth giue to euery one, 
Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
Behold, as may vnworthinefle define. 
A little touch of Harry in the Night, 
And fo our Scene mull to the Battaile Aye : 
Where.O for pitty,we flull much difgrace, 
With foure or fiue moft vile and ragged foylet, 
(Right ill difpot'd, in brawle ridiculous) 



The Name of Agincourt : Yet fit and fee, 
Minding true tilings, by what their Mock'ries bee. 

Exit. 

Enter the King, t Bedford,a*d Ghueefter. 

King. GUfter,'tn tme that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore Ihould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother 'Bedford : God Almightie, 
There is fome foule of goodnefle in things euill, 
Would men obfemingly diftill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ltirrers, 
Which it both healthful!, and good husbandry, 
Belidrs, they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to vs all ; admonifhing, 
That we ihould drefle vs fairely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral! of the Diuell himfelfe. 

Enter Erpingbam. 
Good morrow old Sir Tbsmas Erpingbam : 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better then a churlifti rurfe of France. 

Erping. Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better, 
Since 1 may fay, now lye I like a King. 

King. 'Tit good for men to loue their prefent painet, 
Vpon example, fo the Spirit is eafed : 
And when the Mind is quickned,out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Breake vp their drowfie Graue, and newly moue 
With cafled Hough, and freih legcritie. 
Lend me iby Cloake Sir Tbomai : Brother* both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campc; 
Doe my good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pauillion. 

G/ofter. We (hall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall I attend your Grace ? 

King. No.mygood Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
I and my Bofome muft debate a while, 
And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heauen blefle thee , Noble 
Harry. Exeunt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart , thou fpeak'ft cheare- 
folly. Enter Pi/bit. 

Pifl. Ci* l" f 

King. A friend. 

Pift. Difcufle vnto me , art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular ? 

King. I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

fifi. Trayl'ft thou the puiflant Pyke ? 

King. Euen fo: what are you ? 

Pift. At good a Gentleman at the Emperor. 

King. Then you are a better then the King. 

Pift. The King'* a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant : I kifle hi* durtie ftiooc , and from heart- 
ftring I loue the louely Bully. What i* thy Name T 
King. Harry It Rty. 

fift.L* Ray'* Corniih Name: art thou of Cornifli Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 
Pift. Know'ft thou Fluelten ? 
King. Ves. 

Tift. Tell him He knock hit Leeke about hit Pate vpon 
S. 'Dauiei day. 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
about yours. 

a PtB.AH 
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fifi. Art thou his friend ? 

King, And his Kinfman too. 

Pifi. The Fige for thee then. 

King. I thankc you: God be with you. 

Pifi. My name i« Piiiil call'd. Exit. 

King. It fortl well with your fiercenefle. 

Manet King. 

Enter Flutllen and Cavtr. 
Carer. Captaine Flutlltn. 

Flu. 'So, in the Name of lefu Chrift, fpeake fewer : it 
it the greateft admiration in the vniuerfall World, when 
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept : if you would take the painei but to 
examine the Warres of Pomfty the Grcat,you (hall finde, 
I warrant you, that thete it no tiddle tadle nor pibble bi- 
ble in Ttmftytt Campc : I warrant you , you fhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobrietie of it.ind the Modcftie 
of it, to be otherwife. 

Gvn-tr. Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare him all 
Night. 

Flu. If the Enemie is an Afle and a Foole, and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is it meet, thinke you, that wee mould 
alfo.looke you.be an Afle and a Foole, and a prating Cox- 
combe,in your owne confidence now? 

Cur. 1 will fpeake lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and befeech you, that you will. Exit. 
King. Though it appcare a little out of fafliion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 

Enter tbret Soulditrs, Mm 'Bates, Alexander Court, 
and Michael IViliiamt. 

Court. Brother Tobn Batei , is not that the Morning 
which breakes yonder ? 

"Bates. I thinke it be : but wee haue no great caufe to 
defire the approach of day. 

rViWiamt. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I thinke wee mail ncuer fee the end ot it. Who goes 
there ? 

King. A Friend. 

tVilliantt. Vnder what Captaine ferue you i 
King. Vnder Sir John Erpingkam. 

rfil/iami. A good old Commander, and a molt kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our cftate ? 

King. Euen at men wrackt vpon a Sand, that looke to 
be wa/ht off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

King. No : nor it is not meet he mould : for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I am : 
the Violet (metis to him, as it doth to me ; the Element 
fhewes to him, as it doth to me ; all his Sencet haue but 
humane Conditions : his Ceiemonic* Uyd by, in hit Na- 
kedncfle he appearet but a man j and though hit affecYl- 
ont arc higher mounted then ours, yet when they ftoupe, 
they ftoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he lees 
reafon ot lea ret, as we doe ; his frares, out of doubt, be of 
the fame rellifh at ours ate : yet in reafon, no man mould 
poflcfl'e him with any appearance of feare ; lcaft hee, by 
mewing it, (hould dis- hearten his Army. 

Bates. He may fhew what outward courage he will : 
but 1 belceue,as cold a Night as 'tis, hee could wirti him. 
felfe in Thames vp to the Neck ; and fo I would he were, 
and I by him, at all aducntures, fo we were quit here. 

King. By my troth, 1 will fpeake my confeience of the 



King : I thinke hee would not with himfetfc any where, 
but where hee it. 

'Bates. Then I would he were here alone; fo fliould he be 
fure to be ranfomed,and a many poore mens liuet faued. 

King. I dare fay, you loue him not fo ill, to wifh ham 
here alone : howfoeuer you fpeake this to feele other 
mens minds, me thinkt 1 could not dye any where fo con- 
tented, as in the Kings company; his Caulc being iult,and 
his Quarrell honorable. 

Williams. That's more then we know. 

'Bates. I,or more then wee mould feeke after, for wee 
know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subiecls : 
if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes 
the Crymc of it out of vs. 

Williams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King him- 
felfe hath a hcauie Reckoning to make , when all thofe 
Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopt off in a Battaile, 
ft Ul ioyne together at the Utter day, and cry all, Wee dy- 
ed at fuch a place, fume (wearing, fome crying for a Sur- 
gean ; fome vpon their Wiues, left poore behind them ; 
fome vpon the Debts they owe, fome vpon their Children 
rawly left : I am afear'd, there are few dye well, that dye 
in a Battaile : for how can they charitably difpofe of any 
thing, when Blood is their argument? Now, if thefe men 
doe not dye well, it will be a black matter for the King, 
that led them to it ; who to difobey.werc againft all pro- 
portion of fubiedrion. 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fent about 
Merchand'ue,doe finfully mifcarry vpon the Sea; the im- 
putation of his wickednefle, by your rule, mould be im- 
pofed vpon his Father that fent him: or if a Scruant, vn- 
der his Matters command, tranfporting a fumme of Mo- 
ney, be aflaylcd by Rubbers, and dye in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ; you may call the bufineffe of the M.ifttr the 
author of the Seruants damnation : but this is not fo : 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Matter 
of his Scruant ; for they purpofe not their death , when 
they purpofe their fcruices. Betides, there is no King, be 
his Caufe ncuer fo fpotlclTc, if it come to the arbitra- 
ment of Swords, can trye it out with all vnfpotted Soul- 
diers : fome ( pcraduenture ) haue on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contriued Murther ; fome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Feriurie ; fome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke,that haue before go- 
re J the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbc- 
rie. Now, if thefe men haue defeated the Law, and out- 
runnc Natiue punifhment ; though they can out-ftrip 
men, they haue no wings to the from God. Warre it 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : fo that here men 
are punifht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in 
now the Kings Quarrell : where they feared the death, 
they haue borne life away ; and where they would bee 
fafe, they perifh. Then if they dye vnprouided.no more 
is the King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be- 
fore guiltie of thofe Impieties , for the which they are 
now vifitcd. Euery Subicch Dutie is the Kings , but 
euery Subiecls Soule is bis owne. Therefore fhuuld 
euery Souldier in the Warres doe as euery fickc man in 
his Bed, wads euery Moth out of his Confeience : and 
dying fo, Death is to him aduantage ; or not dying, 
the time was blciTcdly loft, wherein fuch preparation was 
gayned : and in him that efcapes, it were not finne to 
thinke, that making God fo free an offer, he let him out- 
liuc that day, to fee hit GreatnelTc , and to teach othcrt 
how they ihould prepre. 

Will. TU 
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Will. T'u certain e.cuery man that dyes ill, the ill vpon 
hit owne head, the King is not to anfwer it. 

Haui. I doe not defire hee fhould anfwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luftily for him. 

King. I my felfe heard the King lay he would not be 
ranfom'd. 

mill. I, hee faid fo, to make vs fight chearefolly : but 
when our throats are cut, hee may be ranfom'd, and wee 
ne're the wifer. 

King. If I Hue to fee it, I will neuer truft his word af- 
ter. 

Will. You pay him then 1 that's a perillous (not out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a priuate difpleafure 
can doe againft a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
to tume the Sunne to ycc,with fanning in his face with a 
Peacocks feather : You'le neuer truft his word after ; 
come, 'tis a foolifh faying. 

King. Your reproofe is fomcthing too round, I fhould 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 

mil. Let it bee a Quarrell betweenc vs , if you 
liue. 

King. I embrace it. 

mil. How fhall I know thee againe ? 

King. Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it 
in my Bonnet t Then if euer thou dar'fi acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

mill. Heerc'i my Gloue : Giue met another of 
thine. 

King. There, 

mil. This will I alfo weare in my Cap : if euer thou 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Gloue, 
by this Hand I will rake thee a box on the eare. 

King. If euer 1 liue to fee it, I will challenge it. 

mil. Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. 

King. Well, I will doc it , though I take thee in the 
Kings compante. 

mill. Keepe thy word s fare thee well. 

'Bates. Be friends you Englifh fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to rec- 
kon. Exit SnulJUrt. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French 
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, for they beate them 
on their moulders : but it is no Engliih Treafon to cut 
French Crownes, and to morrow the King himfelfe will 
be a Clipper. 

Vpon the King, let vs our Liues,our Soule*, 
Our Debts, our carefoll Wiues, 
Our Children, and our Sinncs,Iay on the King: 
We muft beare all. 

O hard Condition, Twin-borne with Greatnefle, 
Subiea to the breath of euery foolc, whole fence 
No more can feele.but his owne wringing. 
What infinite hearts-cafe muft Kings neglect. 
That priuate men enioy f 

And what haue Kings, that Priuates haue not too, 
Saue Ceremonie, fauc generall Cercmonic 3 
And what art thou, thou Idoll Ceremonie ? 
What kind of God art thou? that fuffer'ft more 
Of mortall griefes, then doe thy worfhippert. 
What are thy Rents? what are thy Commings in ? 
O Ceremonie, (hew me but thy worth. 
What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 
Art thou ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Forme, 
Creating awe and feare in other men } 
Wherein thou art lefTe happy, being fear'd, 
Then they in fearing. 



What drink'ft thou oft.in ftead of Homage fweet, 
But poyfon'd fUtterie ? O, be lick, great Greatnefle, 
And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure. 
Thinks thou the fierie Feucr will goe out 
With Titles blownc from Adulation ? 
Will it giue place to flexure and low bending i 
Canft thou, when" thou command'ft the beggen knee, 
Command the health of it i No, thou prowd Dreame, 
That play'ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Repofe. 
1 am a King that find thee : and 1 know, 
Tis not the Balme, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mafe,the Crowne Imperiall, 
The enter-tiflued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 
The far fed Title running 'fore the King, 
The Throne he fits on : nor the Tyde of Pompe, 
That beates vpon the high fliorc of this World : 
No, not all thefc, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie ; 
Not all thefc, U> M in Bed Maiefticall, 
Can fleepe fo found ly, as the wretched Slaue: 
Who with a body ftll'd,and vacant mind, 
Gets him to reft.cram'd with diftrcflefull bread, 
Neuer fees horride Night, the Child of Hell t 
But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 
Sweates in the eye of Plxbia ; and all Night 
Sleepcs in Elmium : next day after dawnc, 
Doth rife and helpe Hiptrh to his Horfe, 
And followes fo the cucr>running ycerc 
With profitable labour to his Graue: 
And but for Ceremonie, fuc h a Wretch, 
Winding vp Dayes with toy le, and Nights with fleepe, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 
The Slaue,a Member of the Conntreycs peace, 
Enioycs it ; but in grofle brainc little wots, 
What watch the King keepes,to maintains the peace} 
Whofe howres.the Pefant beft I " 



Erfingtam. 

Erf,. My Lord, your Nobles iealous of your abfence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 

King. Good old Knight, collect them all together 
At my Tent : He be before thee. 

F.rft. I fhall doo't, my Lord. Exit. 
King. O God of Bat tai let, fteele my Souldiers hearts, 
Poflefle them not with feare : Take from them now 
The fence of reckning of th'oppofed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

0 not to day, thinke not vpon the fault 
My Father made, in compalling the Crowne. 

1 RUbardi body haue interred new, 

And on it haue beftowed more contrite teares, 
Then from it iflued forced drops of blood. 
Fiue hundred poore 1 haue in yeerely pay, 
Who twice a day their withcr'd hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen,to pardon blood: 
And I haue built two Chauntries, 

Where the fad and folemne Priefts fing ftill • 
For RUbardi Soule. More will I doe : 
Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth ; 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
Implcring pardon. 

Enter Cjluuctfier. 
Clone. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Gloaeefiers voyce ? 1 1 
I know thy errand, I will goe with thee : 
The day, my friend, and all things ftay for me. 
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Enter tbt Dolphin, Orltanet, Rjmhuri, and 

Orltantt. The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my 
Lords. 

•D-.lpk. Montr Cbtual : My Horfe, Vtrlot Lacquay : 
Ha. 

Orltantt. Oh braue Spirit. 
Delpb. Via la mi & ttrrt. 
Orltanct. Ritn puu It air (J* fen. 

'Dolpb. Gri«,Couun Orltanct. Enter Cenftatlt. 

Now my Lord Con liable? 

Cor. ft. Hearke how our Steedet, for prefent Seruice 
neigh. 

Dttpb. Mount them, and make incifion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes, 
And doubt them with fupcrfluous courage : ha. 

W \ .ir,M 1 1 you haue them weep our Horfcs blood? 
How (hall we then behold their naturall tearet? 

Enltr cftfeffengtr. 
eMeffeng. The Englifh are cmbattail'd, you French 
Peetet. 

Cenft. To Horfe you gallant Princes, (Wight to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and (lamed Band, 
And your faire (hew diall fuck away their Soviet, 
Leauing them but the flwles and hutkes of men. 
There it not worke enough for all our bandt, 
Scarce blood enough in all their fickly Veines, 
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftayne, 
That our French Gallants (hall to day draw out, 
And (heath for lack of fport. Let vi but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-iurne them. 
Tit pofitiue again ft all exceptions, Lordt, 
That our fuperdoous Lacquies,and our Pefanta, 
Who in vnnccelTarie action fwarme 
About our Squires of Battaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 
Though we vpon this Mountainet Bads by, 
Tooke (land for idle (peculation : 
But that our Honours mull not. What's to fay i 
A very little little let vs doe, 
And all it done : then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance.and the Note to mount: 
For our approach (hall fo much dare the field, 
That England (hall couch downe in feare,and yceld. 

Enter Oraundprtf. 
Grandprtt.Why do you (lay fo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond lland Carrions, defperate of their bones, 
Ul-fauoredly become the Morning field : 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely arc let loofc, 
And our Ayre (htket them palling fcornefully. 
Bigge eMan (cermet banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruflie Beuer peepct. 
The Horfemen (it like fixed Candlcdickt, 
With Torch-dauea in their hand: and their poore lades 
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips : 
The gumme downe roping from their pale-dead eye*, 
And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bin 
Lyes foule with chaw'd-grafTe,dill and motioi 
And their executors, the knavifh Crowes, 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their howTC. 
Delcription cannot fute it fclfe in words, 
To demondrate the Life of fuch a Battaile, 
In life fo liuelc(Te,as it (hewet it felfe. 

Cenft. They haue faid their prayers, 
And they flay for death. 

Z>«//i-.Shall we goe fend them Dinners,and freih 



And giue their fading Hories Prouendcr, 
And after fight with them? 

Conft. I Hay but for my Guard : on 
To the field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And vfe it for my hade. Come, come away, 
The Sunne it high, and we out-weare the day. 



Enter Glotutfttr, 'Bedford, Extttr, Erpingbam 
with all bit Hoaft: SaMnry,*nd 
mfimtrbnd. 
Clone. Where is the King ? 

Btdf. The King himfelfe is rode to view their Bat- 
taile. 

iV<ft. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou- 
sand. 

Ext. There's fine to one, befides they all are frefh. 

&&6.Gods Arme ftrike with vs,*tis a fearefull 
God buy' you Princes all ; He to my Charge: 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heaucn ; 
Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Gloucefter.and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all, adieu. 

flr^Farwell good Salubury,tc good luck go with thee: 
And yet I doe thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour. 

Exe. Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day. 

Btdf. He is at full of Valour at of KindnelTc, 
Princely in both. 

Enter the King. 
IVeft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That doe no worke to day. 

King. What's he that wifhet fo ? 
My Couttn Weflmtrland. No, my faire 
If we are marie t to dye, we are enow 
To doe our Countrey lolTe : and if to liue, 
The fewer men, the greater (hare of honoi 
Gods will, I pray thee wifh not one man 
By hut, 1 am not couetous for Gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed vpon my cod : 
It yernes me not, if men my Garments we are 5 
Such outward things dwell not in my defiret. 
But if it be a finne to couet Honor, 
I am the mod offending Soule aliue. 
No 'faith, my Couxe,wi(h not a man from 
Gods peace, I would not loofc fo great an Honor, 
At one man more me thinket would (hare from me, 
For the bed hope I haue. O, doe not wifh one more : 
Rather proclaime it (Wrftmtrland) through my Hoad, 
That he which hath no domack to this fight, 
Let him depart, hit Pafport (hall be made, 
And Crownes for Conuoy put into hit Putfe t 
We would not dye in that mant com panic, 
That feares his fellowlhip, to dye with It, 
This day it call'd the Fead of Crtfian ; 
He that out-liues this day, and comet fafe home, 
Will dand a tip-toe when this day it named, 
And rowfe him at the Name of Crijf inn. 
He that (hall tec chit day, and liue old age. 
Will yeerely on the Vigil fead his neighbours, 
And fay, to morrow is Saint Qrifiian. 
Then will he drip his fleeue,and (hew his tkarret : 
Old men forget ; yet all (hall be forgot : 
But hee'le remember, with aduantages, 
What featt he did that day. Then (hall ovr Names, 
in hit mouth as household words, 

Harry 
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Harry the King, Btdferd and Exeter, 

tfjrtric^ and Talbot, Salitbury and Qlouctfttr, 

Be in their flowing Cups fieflily remembred. 

Thii ftory (hall the good man teach his fonne : 

And Crijpiue Oijpian dull ne're goe by, 

From thia day to the ending of the World, 

But we in it flu II be remembred j 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers: 

For he to day that (beds his blood with me, 

Shall be my brother: be he ne're fo vile, 

This day dull gentle his Condition. 

And Gentlemen in England, now a bed, 

Shall thinke themfelue* accurft they were not here; 

And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any fpeakes, 

That fought with vi vpon Saint < ■ tjpines day. 

Enter Salisbury. 

&/. My Souenign Lord, bellow your fclfe with fpeed: 
The French are brauely in their battailes fet, 
And will with all expedience charge on vs. 

King. All things are ready, if our minds be Co. 

Weft. Perifli theman,whofe mind is backward now. 

King. Thou do' ft not wifli more helpe from England, 
Couze I 

Weft. Gods will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more helpe.could fight this Royall battaile. 

King. Why now thou haft vnwidit fiue thousand men: 
Which likes me better, then to wi/h vsone. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 

Tuc^tt. Enter RJtKlhy. 
Ment. Once more 1 come to know of thee King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfome thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moft allured Ouerthrow: 
For certainly, thou art fo neere the Gulfe, 
Thou needs mult be engluttcd. Bclides,in mercy 
The Conflablc dcfires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repentance } that their Soules 
May make a peacefull and a fwect rctyre 
From off thefe fields: where(wretches)their poore bodies 
Muft lye and fcfter. 

King. Who hath fent thee now ? 

Mint. The Conftablc of France. 

King. I pray thee bearc my former Anfwer back : 
Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 
Good God, why (hould they mock poore fellowes thus f 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liu'd,was kill'd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodyes Dull no doubt 
Find Natiue Graues: vpon the which, I truft 
Shall witneffe liue in Braffe of this dayes worke. 
And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men.though buryed in your Dunghills, 
They dull be fam'd : for there the Sun (hall greet them, 
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The fmeli whereof dull breed a Plague in France. 
Marke then abounding valour in our Englid) : 
That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 
Breake out into a fecond courfe of mifchicfe, 
Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. 
Let me fpeake prowdly : Tell the Conftable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gayneffe and our Gilt are all befmyrchc 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 
There's not a piece of feather in our Hoaft: 
Good argument(I hopc)we will not flye : 
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And time hath worne vs into flouenrie. 
But by the Mafic, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 
They'le be in fredtcr Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads, 
And rurne them out of feruice. If they doe this, 
As if God pleafe, they dull j my Ranfome then 
Will foone be leuyed. 
Herauld,faue thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ranfome, gentle Herauld, 
They dull baue none, I fweare.but thefe my ioynts: 
Which if they haoc,as I will leaue vm them, 
Shall yeeld them little, tell the Conftable. 

Mint. I dull, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou neuer dialt hearc Herauld any more. Exit. 

King. I feare thou wilt once more come againc for a 

Enter Yor^t. 

Yor(t. My Lord, moft humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue Yer(t. 
Now Souldiers march away, 

And how thou pleafefl God ,difpofe the day. Exeunt. 

Enter Ptftill,FrencbsLlditr,Bey. 
Pift. Yeeld Curre. 

French. It ftnje que u tftti It Gentiibeme de ben aua- 
litet. 

Pift. Qualtitie calmie cufture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man .' What is thy Name ? difcuffe. 
French. 0 Seigneur Dteu. 

Pift. O Signieur Dewe disuld be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe, and marke: O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. 0 p rennet mijtretcrdit aye pittm dt mty. 

Tift. Moy dull not lerue, I will haue fortie Moyes: for 
I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

French. Eft il impt/JSb/t d~ efebapper le force dt ten brat. 

Pift. Braffe, Currerthou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, offer'ft me Braffe ? 

French. 0 ptrdennt msy. 

Pift. Say 'ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ' 
Come hither boy,askc me this daue in French what is his 
Name. 

Hey. Efceute comment eftet xvui apfxlle T 

French. Muunfteur It Ftr. 

<Bcy. He fayes his Name is M.Frr. 

Pift. M.Fer : lie fer him, and firke him, and ferret him: 
difcuffe the fame in French vnto him. 

'Bey. I doc not know the French for fer, and ferret.and 
firke. 

Tift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
French. S^ut dit il Meuufitur ? 

'Bty. II me commande a txm dire fue ve$u faite xxut 
preft, car ct Joldat icy eB dijfctjtt tent afture dt ceuppts -voftrt 
gorge. 

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant , vnleffe 
thou giue me Crownes, braue Crownesjor mangled (halt 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French. 0 It vna Jutplie pear {"amaur de 1>icu : ma par- 
denner, It fuu It Gtntilbemt dt ben maifin, garde ma vie, & It 
vtta denutray deux cent ejeut, 

Pift. What are his words? 

Bey. He 
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Boy. He prayes you to fauc hi* life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houfe, and for his ranfom he will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. 

Pift. Tell him my fury flutl abate,and I the Crownes 
will take. 

Fren.Tttit eMonfteur que Jit il t 

Boy. Encort qu'il tt nr.tr a Jon Iuremtnt t de fardenntr au- 
Cunt frijenner: ntant-mem four lei ejcuet que voui layt a fro- 
metl,il eft (Bitten t a voui donnn le liber tt le frantbijement . 

Fre. Sur met genoux ft veui dtnntt millet rrrrercr.us, tt 
It me eftimt beurtx que It intombe,tntrt let main, d'vn Cbt- 
tlier le ftujt It flu* braut •valiant tt tm dtftinit fignieur 
d'Angltterrt. 

Pi)}. Expound vnto me boy. 

Bey. He giue* you vpon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and he eftceme* himlelfc happy, that he hath falne into 
the hands of one (as he thinkes) the mod braue, valorous 
and thrice-worthy ftgneur of England. 

Pift. As I fucke blood, I will fome mercy flicw. Fol- 
low mee. 

. Saaut veui It grand Cafi taint} 
I did ncuer know fo full a voyce iflue from fo emptie a 
heart : but the faying is true, The empty veffel makes the 
greateft found, 'Bardolft and Nym had tenne times mote 
valour, then this roaring diuell i'th olde play, that eucrie 
one may payre his nayles with a woodden dagger, and 
they arc both hang'd, and fo would this be, if hee durft 
ftcale any thing aduenturoufly. 1 mult (ray with the 
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
to guard it but boyes. Exit. 

Enter Conftablt , Orleance, Burbon , Do/fbin, 



an. ODiable. 

Orl. 0 ftgutur It kur tt ftrdia, tsutt tt ftrdtt. 

Dal. tMor Ditu ma vit, all is confounded all, 
Reproach, and euerlafting flume 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A Jixrt 

0 mejtbante Fortune, do not runne away. 

On. Why all our rankes are broke. 

Dol, O perdurable flume, let's flab our felues : 
Be thefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 

Orl. Is this the King we fent too, for his ranfomc? 

'Bur. Shame, and eternal] flume, nothing but flume, 
Let vs dye in once more backe againe, 
And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
Whilft a bafe flaue, no gentler then my dogge, 
His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Can. Diforder that hath fpoyl'd vs, friend vs now, 
Let vs on heapes go offer vp our Hues. 

Orl. We are enow yet liuing in the Field, 
To fmother vp the Englifli in our throngs, 
If any order might be thought vpon. 

'Bur. The diuell take Order now, He to the throng ; 
Let life be fliort, elfe flume will be too long. Exit. 

Alarum. Enter tbe King and bit trayne, 
v>itb Prijontrt. 

King.WcW haue we done,thric e-valiant Countrimcn, 
But all's not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

Ext. The D. of York commends him to your Maiefty 



King. L\ua he good Vnckle : thrice within this houre 
I faw him downe*; thrice vp againe, and fighting, 
From Helmet to the fpurrc, all blood he was. 

Ext. In which array (braue Soldier) doth he lye, 
Larding the plaine : and by his bloody fide, 
(Voake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo Ives. 
Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all hagled ouer 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gaflics 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his face. 
He cryes aloud; Tarry my Colin Suffolke, 
My foule flull thine keepe company to heauen : 
Tany (fweet foule) for mine, then flye a -bred i 
As in this glorious and well-fbughten field 
We kept together in our Chiualrie. 
Vpon thefe words I came, and cheer'd him vp, 
He fmil'd me in the face, raught me his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, fayes : Deere my Lord, 
Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne, 
So did he turne, and ouer SufTolkes necke 
He threw his wounded artne, and kid his lippe*, 
And fo efpous'd to death, with blood he feal'd 
A Teftament of Noble-ending-loue : 
The prettie and fweet manner of it fore'd 
Thole waters from me, which 1 would haue ftop'd, 
But I had not fo much of man in mee, 
And all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gaue me vp to teires. 

King. I blame you not, 
For hearing this, 1 mult perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will iffue to. 
But hearke, what new alarum is this fame ? 
The French haue re-enfore'd their fcatter'd men ! 
Then euery fouldiour kill his Prifoncrs, 
Giue the word through. Exit 
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Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, Tis expreffcly 
againft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece of knaue- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Confcieoce 
now, is it not? 

Gov. Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue, and the 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaile ha' done 
this (laughter : befides they haue burned and carried a- 
wav all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King 
mo'ft worthily hath caus'd euery foldiour to cut hi« pri- 
foncrs throat. O 'tis a gallant King. 

Flu. I, hee was pome at Monmouth Captaine Comer : 
What call you the Townes name where Altxander the 
pig was borne ? 

Govt. Altxander the Great. 

Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig , gteat ? The pig, or 
the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani- 
mous, are all one reckonings, faue the phrafe is a litlc va- 
riations. 

Gcner. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne in 
Mated**, his Father was called Pbiltif of Matedm % as I 
take it. 

Flu. I thinke it is in Mated*, where Alexander is 

porn e . 
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porne : I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you f.ill finde in the comparifons bc- 
twccnc <&Ta«dto U Manmtutb. that the fituations looke 
you, is both alike. There is a Riuer in c3fW<e»,ic these 
is alfo moreoucr a Riuer at Mcnmcutb, it is call'd Wye at 
Mcnmcutb : but it is out of my praines, what is the name 
of the other Riuer : but 'tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
is to my fingers, and there is Salmons in both . If you 
marke Alexanders lire well, Harry of Mcnmautbtt life is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all 
things, Alexander Cod knowes, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his chollcrs, and 
his moodes, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
and alfo being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
hi* Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his belt friend 
Cljtut. 

Gcw. Our King is not like him in that, he neuer kill'd 
any or n s rrienas. 

Flu. It is not well done (marke you now) to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finifhed.I fpeak 
but in the figures, and companions of it t as Alexander 
kild his friend Qiy.ui, being in his Ales and his Cuppes; fo 
alfo Harry <&fo*mouib being in his right wittes, and his 
good iudgemenrs, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he was full of iefts, and gypes, and 
knaucries, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Gcw. Sir libn Falftaffe. 

Flu. That is he : lie tell you,there is good men porne 
at eMenmantb. 

Hecre comes his Maiefty. 

Alarum. Enter King Harry and Bur inn 
iritb prijeuers. blourijb. 

King. 1 was not angry lir.ee I came to France, 
Vntill this infant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Ride thou vnto the Horfcmen on yond hill : 
If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 
Or *oyde the field : they do offend our fight. 
If they'l do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them sker away, as fwift as ftones 
Enforced from the old Aflyrian (lings: 
Bcfides, wee'l cut the throats of thofe we haue, 
And not a man of them that we (hall take, 
Shall taftc our mercy. Go and tell them fo. 
Enttr Monticy. 

Ext. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 

G/e»r. His eyes are humbler then they vs'd to be. 

King. How now, what meancs this Herald ? Knowft 
thou not, 

That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfomcr > 
Com'ft thou agtine fur ranfome? 

Her. No great King ; 
I come to thee for charitabte Licenfe, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
To booke our dead, and then to bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our common men. 
For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 
Lye drown'd and foak'd in mercenary blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peafant limbes 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded deeds 
Fret fet-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage 
Vcrkc out their armed heeles at their dead matters, 
Killing them twice. O giuc vs leaue preat King, 
To view the field in fafety, and difpofe 
Of their dead bodies. 
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Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your horfemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it : 
What is this Cattle call'd that fands hard by. 

Her. They call it Agineourt. 

King. Then call we this the field of Agineourt, 
Fought on the day of Oijfin Qrijpianui. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't pleafe 
your Maiefty) and your great Vncle Edward the Plackc 
Prince of Wales, as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moft praue pattle here in France. 

Kin. They did Flutilen. 

Flu. Your Maiefty fayes very true : If your Maiefties 
is remcmbred of it, the Welchmcn did good feruice in a 
Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leekes in their 
Mmmeutb caps, which your Maiefty know to this houre 
is an honourable badge of the feruice : And I do beleeue 
your Maiefty take* no fcorne to weare the Leeke vppon 
S. Tauies day. 

King. I weare it for a memorable honor : 
For I am Welch you know g<x>d Countriman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot wafh your Maie- 
fties Welfh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that : : 
God plcflc it, and prcferue it, at long as it pleafe* bis 
Ctace,and his Maiefty too. 

Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen. 

Flu. By Icfhu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it : I will confcfTc it to all the Orld, I 
need not to be afhamcd of your Maiefty, praifed be God 
fo lung as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 

King, Good keepe me fo. 

Enter rVilliamt. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe. Souldicr, you mufi come to the King. 

Kin. Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Cloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

iVill. And't pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gsge of one 
that I fhould fight withall,if he be aliue. 
Km. An Englifhman f 

Wil. And't pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall that fwag- 
ger'd with me laft night -. who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fworne to take him a boxe 
a'th ere : or if I can fee my Glouc in his cappe, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would weare (if aliue J I wil 
ftrike it out foundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Flutilen , is it fit this 
fuuldier keepe his oath. 

Flu. Hce is a Crauen and a Villaine elfe, and't pleafe 
your Maiefty in my confeience. 

King. It may bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
fort quite from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a lentleman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelfe, it is necefTary (looke 
your Crace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hce 
bee periur'd (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaine and a Iicke fiwce, as euer his bUcke fhoo trodd 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confeience law 

King. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou mcet'fl 
the fellow. 

Wil. So, I wil my Liege, as I liue. 

Kinr. Who feru'ft thou vnder ? 

mi. 
i ■ 
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Will. Vndcr Captaine G-.ver, my Licgc. 

Flu. Gt,wer is a good Captaine, and ii good know- 
ledge and litcrjturcd in the Warres. 

Kir.g. Call him hither to nic, Souldier. 

mO. I will my Liege. Exit. 

King. Here Fluellen, weire thou this fauour for me, and 
fticke it in thy Cappc : when Alanfin and my felfc were 
downe together,! pluclct this Gloue from his Hclme : If 
any man challenge this, hee is a friend to .AJarfen, ind an 
enemy to our Pcrfon; if thou encounter any fuch, appre- 
hend him, and thou do'ft me loue. 

Flu. Vour Grac c doo's me as great Honor* as can be 
delir'd in the hearts of his Subicfts : I would faine fee 
the man, that ha's but two legges, that fliall find himfelf'e 
agreefd at this Gloue ; that is all : but I would faine fee 
it once,and pleafc God of his grace that 1 might fee. 

King. Know'ft thou Giteer > « 

Flu. He is my dearc friend, and pleafc you. 
^ King. Pray thee goe leeke him, and bring him to ray 

Flu. I will fetch him. % Exit. 

King. My Lord of Wanriet,ani my Brother Glefter , 
Follow Fluellen clofely at the heeles. 
The Gloue which I haue giucn him for a fauour, 
May haply purchafe him a box a'th'eare. 
It is the Sculdiers : ] by bargaine mould 
Weare it my Iclfc. Follow good Coufin Warn-itlt: 
If that the Souldier ftrike him, as 1 iudge 
By his blunt bearing, he will kcrpe his word j 
Some fodaine mifchiere may I rile of it i 
For 1 doe know Fluellen valiant, 
And toucht with Choler.hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will rerurnc an iniurie. 
Follow.and fee there be no hirme betweene them. 
Goc you with me,Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. 

Enter Giteer and Williams. 
WiU. I warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Gods will, and hit pleafurc, Captaine, I befecch 
you now, come apace to the King : there it more good 
toward you pcraJuenture, then is in your knowledge to 
dreame of. 

Will. Sir, know you this Gloue? 

Flu. Know the Gloue* I know the Gloue is a Gloue. 

Will. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Strides bim. 

Flu. 'Sblud.an arrant Traytor as anyes in the Vniuer- 
fall World.or in France. or in England. 

dvtr. How now Sir? you Villainc. 

Will. Doc you thinke He be forfworne? 

Flu. Stand away Captaine G<,ver,l will giue Trcafon 
hit payment into plowct, I warrant you. 

Will. I am no Traytor, 

Flu. That't a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in hit 
Maicftics Name apprehend hiro.he's a friend of the Duke 

Alarfvni. 

Enter Wtrmic\ and (jlautefler. 
Warxr. How now, how now, what'i the matter? 
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, hecre is, prayfed be God 
fork, a molt contagious Treafon come to light, looke 
you, as you fliall defire in a Summers day. Heere is his 
Maieflie. Enter King and Exeter. 

King. How now, what's the matter ? 
Flu. My Lieijc , hecre is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace , ha's ftrooke the Gloue which 



your Maieflie it take out of the Helmet of lAlan- 
jon. 

Will. My Liege, thit was my Gloue, here is the fellow 
of it: and he that I gaue it to in change, promis'd to weare 
it in his Cappc : I promis'd to ftrike him,if he did : I met 
this man with my Gloue in his Cappe,and I haue been as 
good at my word. 

Flu. Your Maieflie heare now, fauing your Maiefties 
Manhood , what an arrant rafcally , beggerly , lowfie 
Knaue it is : I hope your Maieflie is pcarc me teftiroonie 
and witneffe,and will auouchment, that thit it the Gloue 
of Alanjen, that your Maieflie it giue me, in your Con- 
fcience now. 

King. Giue me thy Gloue Souldier ; 
Looke, heere it the fellow of it : 
Twas I indeed thou promifed'ft to ftrike, 
And thou haft giuen me moft bitter termcs. 

Flu. And pleafe your Maieftie, let hit Neck anfwere 
for it.if there it any Marflull Law in the World. 
How canft thou make me fatisfjflion ? 
All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: ne- 
uer came any from mine, that might offend your Ma- 
ieftie. 

King. It wat our felfe thou didfl abufe. 

Wilt. Your Maieftie came not like your Telle : you 
appear' d to me but at a common man : witnefle the 
Night , your Garments , your LowlinetTe : and what 
your HighnelTe fuffer'd »nder that ftape , I befcech you 
take it for your owne fault, and not mine : for had you 
beene as I tooke you for, I made no offence ; therefore I 
befeech your HighnelTe pardon me. 

King. Here Vnckle £*rfrr,fill thit Gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to thit fellow. Kecpe it fellow, 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappc, 
Till I doc challenge it. Giue him the Crownes : 
And Captaine,you muft needt be friends with him. 

Flu. By this Day and thit Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell enough in his belly : Hold, there it twelue-pence for 
you, and I pray you to ferue God, and kecpe you out of 
prawles and prabbles, and quarrels and diflencions, and 1 
warrant you it is the better for you. 

Will. I will none of your Money. 

Flu. It is with a good will : I can tell you it will ferue 
you to mend your ihooes : come, wherefore (hould you 
be fo palhfoll, your Ihooes it not fo good : 'ti* a good 
filling I warrant you,or 1 will change it. 

Enter llerauld. 

King. Now Herauld.are the dead numbred ? 

Herald. Hecre it the number of the fiaught'red 
French. 

King. What Prifoncrt of good fort are taken, 
Vnckle ? 

Ext. Charlet Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
hbn Duke of Burbon, and Lord Bouebijuald : 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fiftcene hundred, betides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That in the field lye flaine : of Princes in thit number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twentie fix : added to tbefe, 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which, 
Fiue hundred were but yefterday dubb'd Knights. 
So that in thefe ten thoufand they haue loft, 
There arc but fixteene hundred Mercenaries : 
The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 

And 

____ 
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And Gentlemen of bloud and qualitte. 

The Names of thole their Nobles that lye dead : 

Cbarlet Delabretb, High Conllable of France, 

Jajuel of Chatilion, Admiral] of France, 

The Mailer of the Crol?e-bowes, Lord Rambura, 

Great Mailer of France, the braue Sir Guicbard 'Dtlfbin, 

John Duke of A\xn{on, Antbonte Duke of Brabant, 

The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 

And Edward Duke of Barr : of luftic Eirles, 

Grandfree and Rcufftt, Fauccnbriage and Fojei, 

Beaumont and Marlt, Ifandtmont and Leftraic. 

Here was a Royall fellowfliip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englilh dead ? 

Edvard the Duke of Yorke.the Earle of SufVoIke, 

Sir Riebard Ketly, Dauy Gam Eiquire I 

None elfe of name : and of all other men, 

But fiue and twentie. 

O God, thy Arme was heere : 
And not to vi, but to thy Arme alone, 
Afcribc we all : when, without ftratagem, 
But in plaine lliock.and euen play of Battaile, 
Was euer knowne fo great and little lofle ? 
On one part and on th'othcr.ttkc it God, 
For it is none but thine. 

Extt. 'Tis wonderfull. 

King. Come.goe me in proceflion to the Village : 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoall, 
To boaft of this, or take that prayfe from God, 
Which is his onely. 

Flu. Is it not lawfull and pleafc your Maieftie, to tell 
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Enttr CbortU. 
Vouchfafe to thofe that haue not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : and of fuch as haue, 
1 humbly pray them to admit th'excufe 
Of time, of numbers,and due courle of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 
Be here prefented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callicc : Graunt him there ; there icene, 
Heaue him away vpon your winged thought, , 
Athwart the Sea : Behold the Englilh beaih 
Pales in the flood ; with Men, Wiucs, and Doves, 
Whofe /hours Sc claps out-voyce the dcep-mouth'd Sea, 
Which like a mightie Whiffler 'fore the King, 
Secmei to prepare his way : So let him land, 
And folemnly fee him let on to London. 
So fwift a pace hath Thought, that cucn now 
You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath: 
Where, that his Lords delire him, to haue borne 
His bruifed Hclmet,and his bended Sword 
Before him, through theCitie : he forbids it, 
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Being free from vain-nelTe, and fcifc-glorious pride; 

Giuing full Trophee,Signall,and OftVnr, 

Quite from himfelfe,to God. But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 

How London doth powre out her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren in bell lort, 

Like to the Senatours of th 'antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians fwarming at their heelcs, 

Goe forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Grjar in : 

As by a lower, but by louing likelyhood, 

Were now the General! of our gracious EmprefTe, 

As in good time he may, from Ireland comming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 

How many would the peaccfoll Citie quit, 

To welcome him ? much more,and much more caulc, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Inuitet the King of Englands May at home : 

The Emperour's comming in bchalfr of France, 

To order peace bctweene them : and omit 

All the occurrences, what euer chanc't, 

Till Han-yet backc rcturnc againe to France: 

There mull we bring him ; and my felfe haue play'd 

The inttrim,hy remembring you 'tis pall. 

Then brooke abridgemcnt.and your eyes aduance, 

After your thoughts, flraight backe againe to France. 

£xif. 

Enter Flutlltn and direr. 

Giver. Nay, th.'t's right : but why weare you your 
Leeke to day i S. Dauirt day is pail. 

Fin. There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
in all things: I will tell you afTe my friend, Captaine 
Gvuer ; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
KnauciV/?*//, which you and your lelfe.and all the World, 
know to be no pettcr then a fellow, looke you now, of no 
merits : hec is come to me, and prings me pread and 
fault yefterday, lookc you, and bid me eatc my Leeke : 
it was in a place where 1 could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires. 

Enter FifiM. 

Gevrer. Why heere hce comes, fwclling like a Turky- 
cock. 

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his fwrllings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plclTe you aunchicnt PiRtlhyou fcuruie low- 
fie Knaue,God plclTe you. 

Fiji. Ha, art thou bedlam ? doclt thou third, bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold vp Parcas fatal! Web? Hence; 
I am qualmifh at the Imell of Lcckc. 

Flu. I pefeech you heartily, fcuruie lowfie Kn.iue, at 
my defires, and my requclls, and my petitions, to eate, 
looke you, this Leeke ; becaufe, looke you, you due not 
loue it, nor your affc&ions.and your appetites and your 
difgedions doo's not agree with it, I would defire you 
to eate it. 

Pifi. Not for Cadnallader and all his Gaits. 
Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strict bim. 

Will you be fo good,fca'jld Knaue,as eate it? 
Fiji. Bale Troian, thou flult dye. 
Flu. You fay very true , fcauld Knauc , when Gods 
will is : 1 will delire you to liue in the meane time, and 
eate your Virtual* : come, theic it lawce for it. You 
calfd me yellerday Mountainc-Squicr , but I will make 

you 



how many is kind r 

Ki'g- Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 

Flu. Y«,my con<cicnce,he did vs great good. 

King. Doe we all holy Rights: 
Let there be fung Nt>n n;£«, and Te Deum, 
The dead with charitie endos'd in Clay : 
And then to Callice.and to England then, 
Where ne're from France arriu'd more happy men. 
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you to day a fquire of low degree. I pray you fall too, if 
you can mocke a Leeke, you can eate a Leeke. 

G*ur. Enough Captjine, you haue aftoniflit him. 

F/y.l fay, I will make him cate fome part of ray leeke, 
or 1 will peate hit pate foure dayes : bite 1 pray you, it is 
good for your gTeene wound, and your ploooie Coxe- 
combe. 

T,ft. Muft I bite. 

Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt and out of que* 
ftion too, and ambiguities. 

Tift. By this Leeke, I will moft horribly reuenge 1 
eate and eate I fweare. 

Fly. Eate I pray you, will you haue fome more fauce 
to your Leeke : thete is not enough Leeke to fweare by. 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell.thou doft fee 1 eate. 

Flu. Much good do you fcald knaue, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombe j when you take occasions to fee 
Leeket heereafter, I pray you mocke at 'em, that is all. 

Tift. Good. 

Flu. I, Lcekes is good : hold you, there is a groat to 
heale your pate. 
Pift. Me a groat? 

Fly Yes verily, and in truth you mall take it, or I haue 
another Leeke in my pocket, which you 



Pift. I take thy groat in earneA of reuenge. 
Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you mall be a Woodmongcr, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels.' God bu'y you, and keepe you, Sc healc 
your pate. Exit 
PUi. All hell mail ftirre for this. 
Ctw.Co, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable refpecl, and worne as a memorable Trophee 
of predectafed valor,and dare not auouch in your deeds 
any of your words. 1 haue feene you gleeking tc galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaufe 
he could not fpeake Englifli in the natiue garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifli Cudgell : you rlnde it o- 
therwife, and henceforth let a Wel/h correction, teach 
you a good Englifli condition, fare ye well. Exit 
Pift. Doeth fortune play the hufwife with me now? 
Newes haue I that my Dell is dead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut oft': 
Old I do waxe, and from my wearie limbes honour is 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud He turne, and fomething leane to 
Cut-purfe of quicke hand : To England will 1 fteale, and 
there He fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thefc cudgeld fcarres, 

And fwore 1 got them in the Gallia warrcs. Exit. 

Enter at »rt dtert, King Htr.ry, Fxtttr, Bedford, W *\ wk kf\ 
and other Lords. At another, Queen* Ijahcl ', 
tlx King, the Dufy ofBourgcngne ,ani 
etbtr hrencb. 

King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met ; 
Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Health and fairc time of day : loy ard good wiflic* 
To our moft faire and Princely Cofine Katbtrmt : 
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great aflembly is contriu'd, 
We do falute you Duke of Burgsgne, 
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all. 

Fra. Right inyousare we to behold your face, 
Moft worthy brother England, fairely met, 
So are you Princes (Engliftt) eucry one. 



Quet. So happy be the lftue brother Ireland 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes, 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne 
In them againft the French that met them in their bent, 
The fatall Balls of murthering Bafiliskes : 
The venome of fuch Lookes we fairely hope 
Haue lull their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue. 

Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare. 

Quee. You Englifli Princes all, I doe falute you. 

"Byre. My dutie to you both, on equal! loue. 
Great Kings of France and England: that I haue labour'd 
With all my wits, my paines,and ftrong endeuors, 
To bring your moft Imperial! Maiefties 
Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview; 
Your Mightinefle on both parts beft can witnefle. 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd, 
That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 
You haue congreeted : let it not difgrace me, 
If I demand before this Royall view, 
What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Deare Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,and ioyfull Births, 
Should not in this beft Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put »p her louely Vifage? 
Alas,lhee hath frum France too long been chas'd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 
Corrupting in it owne fertilise. 
Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned,dye» : her Hedges euen pleach'd, 
Like Prifoners wildly ouer-growne with hiyre, 
Put forth diforder'd Twigs : her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell,Hemlock,and ranke Femctary, 
Doth root vpon ; while that the Cultcr rufts, 
That mould deracinate fuch Sauagcry : 
The euen Meade, that erft brought fwertly forth 
The freckled Cowflip, Burnet, and greene Clouer, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall vncorrccled, ranke ; 
Conceiues by idlcnefte, and nothing teemes, 
But hatefull Docks, rough Thirties, Kekfyes, Burres, 
Loofiog both beautie and vtilitie ; 
And all our Vineyards, Fallowrs,Meades,and Hedges, 
Defeftiue in their natures, grow to wildncfle. 
Euen fo our Houfes,and our felues, and Children, 
Haue loft, or doe not learne, for want of time, 
The Sciences that mould become our Countrcy ; 
But grow like Sauages, asSouldiers will, 
That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 
To Swearing, and fterne Lookes,derus'd Atryre, 
And euery thing that feemet vnnaturall. 
Which to reduce into our former fauour. 
You are aflembled i and my fpeech entreats, 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell thefe inconueniences, 
And blefle vs with her former qualities. 

E"g. If Duke of Burgonie.you would the ! 
Whole want giues growth to th'imperfe&ions 
Which you haue cited j you muft buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our iuft demands, 
Whofe Tenures and particular eftctfh 
You haue enfchedul'd briefely in your hands. 

'Burg. The King hath heard thetmto the which, as ytt 
There is no Anfwer made. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo vrg'tl, 
Lyes in his Anfwer. 

Fr, 
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France. I hauc but with a curfelarie eye 
O'rc-glanc't the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
To appoint Tome of your Councrll prefrntly 
To fit with r* once more, with better heed 
To re-furuey them; we will fuddenly 
Parte our accept and peremptorie Anfwer. 

England. Brother we /hall. Goe Vncklc Exeter, 
And Brother Oartrct, and you Brother Gkuc/fier, 
rVar»k{, and Huntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratine, 
Augment, or alter, as your Wifdomes beft 
Shall fee aduantageable for oar Dignitie, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, 
And wec'le configne thereto. Will you,faire Sifter, 
Goe with the Princes, or fray here with »s ? 

Qute . Our gracious Brother, 1 will goe with them : 
Happily a Womanj Voyce may doe fome good, 
When Articles too nicely vrg'd,be Rood on. 

England. Yet leaue our Coufin Katbtrme here with vs, 
She is our capitall Demand, comprised 
Within the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Quee. She hath good leaue. 

Manet King and {Catherine. 

King. Faire Katber fre,ani moft faire, 
Will you vouchfafe to teach a Soutdier 
Such as will enter at a Ladycs care, 
And pleade his Loue-fuit to her gcnrle heart. 

Katb.Yout Maieflie (hall mock at me, I cannot fpeake 
your England. 

King. O faire Katbtrme , if you will loue me foundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hcare you con- 
feflTe it brokenly with your Englifh Tongue. Doe you 
like me, Kate* 

Katb. Pardonne mcy, I cannot tell wat is like me. 

King. An Angell is like you Kite, and you are like an 
Angell. 

Katb. Que dit il que Ie fui fenllable a let Angtx ? 
Lady. Ouy verayment (faufiiftre Grate) ainfi dit il. 
King. I laid lb, deare Katberine, and I muft not bluih 
to affirme it. 

Katb. 0 bin f Dieu, let languet da bemmes Jcnt fltin de 
tromperitt. 

King. What fayes (he, faire one^ that the tongues of 
men are full of deceits 5 

Lady. Our, dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de- 
ceits : dat is de PrincelTc. 

King. The Princefle is the better Englifh-woman : 
yfaith Kate,mj wooing is fit for thy vnderftanding, I am 
glad thou canft fpeake no better Englifh , for if thou 
could'ft, thou would'ft finde me fuch a plaine King, that 
thou wouldft thinke, I had fold my Farme to buy my 
Crowne. I know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- 
rectly to fay, I loue you ; then if you »rge me farther, 
then to fay, Doe you in faith? I weare out my fuitc : Giuc 
me your anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands,and a bar- 
gaine I how fay you, Lady t i 

Katb. Savf vtftre beneur, me vnderftand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to 
Dance for your h v.vhy you vndid me: for the one 
I hauc neither words nor mrafure ; and for the other , I 
hauc no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable mrafure in 
ftrength. If 1 could winne a Lady at Leape-froggc,or by 
vawting into my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe; 
vnder the correction of bragging be it fpoken, 1 fhould 
quickly leape into a Wife : Or if I might buffet for my 
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Lour,or bound my Horfe for her fauours, I could lay on 
like a Butcher,and fit like a lack an Apes, neuer off. But 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpe out 
my eloquence , nor I haue no cunning in protcftation ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vfe till vrg'd, 
nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue a fellow 
of this temper, Kair, wlmfe face is not worth Sun ne- bur- 
ning i that neuer lookes in his Glaffe, for loue of any 
thing he fees there? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I fpeake 
to thee plaine Souldier : If thou canft loue me for this, 
take me? if not? to fay to thee that 1 mall dye,is true; but 
for thy loue, by the L. No : yet I loue thre too. And 
while thou liu'ft, deare Kate, take a fellow of plaine and 
rncoyned Conftancie, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe he hath not the gift to wooe in other placet : for 
thefe fellowes of inftnit tongue, that can ryme themfclues 
into La dye* fauours, they doe alwayes reafon themfelues 
out againe. What / a (peaker is but a prater, a Ryme is 
but a Ballad ; a good Leggc will fall, a ftrait Backe will 
ftoope,a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a foil Eye will wax 
hollow : bat a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it 
fhitves bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courfe 
truly. If thou would haue fuch a one, take me ? and 
take me ; take a Souldier : take a Souldier; take a King. 
And what fay'ft thou then to my Loue ? fpeake my faire, 
and fairely, I pray thee. 

Katb. Is it poilible dat I fould loue de ennemie of 
Fraunce ? 

Km^, No, it is not poiTible you mould loue the Erie, 
mie or France, Kate ; but in louing me, you fhould loue 
the Friend of France : for 1 loue France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Village of it ; I will haue it all mine : 
and Kate,when France is mine, and I am yours; then yours 
is France, and you are mine. 

Katb. 1 cannot tell wat is dat. 

King^. tio,Katef 1 will tell thee in French. which I am 
fure will hangvpon my tongue.like a new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be fhooke off; // 
quand fur le fnjfejfiin de Frounce, & quand ■vctu atus ie f>of- 
Jtfon de may. (Let mee fee, what then ? Saint Dennu bee 
my fpcede) Dene txftre efi Fraunce, O* itmt efiet mitnne. 
It is as eafie for me, Kate,to conquer the Kingdome, as to 
fpeake fo much more French : 1 fhall neuer moue thee in 
French, rnleffe it be to laugh at me. 

Katb. Sauf itfire beneur, le Francoit quel vtul parleu, il 
dr melieui que T Anghii le quel le parte . 

King. No faith is't not, Kate: but thy fpcaking of 
my Tongue , and I thine, moft truely falfely , muft 
needes be graunted to be much at one. But Kate, doo'ft 
thou »nderftand thus much Englifh i Canft thou loue 

Katb. I cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate} He 
aske them. Come, I know thou loueft me : and at night, 
when you come into your Clofet, you'le qucftion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Kate, you will to 
her difprayfe thofe parts in me, that you loue with your 
heart : but good Kate,mocke me mercifully, the rather 
gentle Princefle, becaufe 1 loue thee cruelly. If euer thou 
beeft mine, Kate, as I haue a fiuing Faith within me tells 
mc thou ihalt ; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier- breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dennu and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfe Englifh, 
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that (h.ll goe to Conftantinople, and take the Turke by 
the Beard. Shall wee not ? what fay'ft thou, my faire 
Flower-de-Luce. 

Kate. I doe not know dat. 

King. No:'tis hereafter to know, but now to promife : 
doe but now promife Knit, you will endeauour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my Englilh moytie, 
take the Word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anl'wer 
you, La plus belle Katbtrine du mondt man trtfcbtr CT deuin 
deeffe. 

Katb. Your Maieftee aue faufc Frcnche enough to 
deceiuc de moft fage Damoifcil dat it en Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French: by mine Honor 
in true Englilh, 1 loue thee Katt ; by which Honor, I dare 
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
ter me, that thou doo'ft ; notwithftanding the poorc and 
vntempering effect of my Vifage. Now bclhrew my 
Father* Ambition , hee was thinking of Ciuill Warrei 
when hee got me , therefore was I created with a (tub- 
borne out-fide, with an afpecl of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladyes, I fright them : but in faith Kate, the el- 
der I wax, the better I (hall appeare. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more 
fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at 
the worft ; and thou malt weare me, if thou weaic me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft (aire Ka- 
fbtrini, will you haue me ? Put off your Maiden Blulhct, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookcs of 
an Emprefle, cake me by the Hand , and fay, I larry of 
England, I am thine : which Word thou (halt no fooner 
blefle mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henry 
flantaginet is thine ; who, though I fpeakc it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou rh.lt 
finde the beft King of Good-fellowes. Come your An- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, and 
thy Englilh broken: Therefore Queene of M,Katbtrine, 
breake thy minde to me in broken Englilh ; wilt thou 
haue me ? 

Katb. Dat is as it Dull pleafe de Roy men pert. 
King. Nay,it will pleafe him wel\,Kate; it /hall pleafe 
him, Kate . 

Katb. Den it fall alfo content me. 

King. Vpon that I kiiTe your Hand, and I call you my 



Katb. LaiJ/i men Seigneur, laijfe , laijfe , may Joy: It t>t 
■vi ut point que van abbeiffe vojfrt grandttu , tn bai/ant It 
main Sunt notlrt Seigneur indignie Jeruiteur exeuje may. It 
few Jupplie men tttj-puijpint Seigneur. 

King. Then 1 will kilfe your Lippcs, Kate. 
Katb. Let Datrei & Damcijeh pour efirt baijee dtuant 
Itur nopeeft il net pas It tcflume de Fraunce. 

King. Madame,my lnterpretcr,what fayes (hee? 
Lady. Dat it is not be de rafhon pour le Ladies of 
Fraunce ; I cannot tell wat is buiflc en Angliflj. 
King . To kilTe. 

Lady. Your Maieftee entendre btttrt que mcy. 
King. It is not a falhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kilTe before they are marryed, would fte fay? 
Lady. Ouy •verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuftomes curfie to great Kings. 
Deare Katt , you and 1 cannot bee confin'd within the 
weake Lyft of a Countreyes falhion : wee are the ma- 
kers of Manners, Katt ; and the libertie that followe* 
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all finde-faults , as 1 
will doe yours , for vpholding the nice falhion of your 



Countrey, in denying me a KilTe : therefore patiently, 
and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft in your Ljppcs, 
Kate : there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of 
them, then in the Tongues of the French Counccll ; and 
they Ihould fooner perfwade Harry of England, then a 
generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere comes your 
Father. 

Enter tbt Frtneb P truer, and tbt Englijb 
Lord*. 

'Burg. God faue your Maieftie, my Royall 
teach you our Princc(Te Englilh ? 

King . 1 would haue her learne, my faire 
perfectly I loue her.and that is good Englifh. 

Burg. Is (hee not apt ? 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Cose, and my Conditi- 
on is not fmooth : fo that hauing neyther the Voyce nor 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot fo coniure vp 
the Spirit of Loue in her, that hee will appeare in his true 
Bkentfle, 

'Burg. Pardon the franknefle of my mirth, if I anfwer 
you for that. If you would coniure in her , you muft 
make a Circle : if coniure vp Loue in her in hit true 
likcnetTe, hee muft appeare naked, and blinde. Can you 
blame her then, being a Maid , yet ros'd ouer with the 
Virgin Crimfon of Modeftic, if fliee deny the apparance 
of a naked blinde Boy in her naked feeing felfe? It were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne 
to. 

King. Yet they doe winkc and yeeld, as Loue is blind 
and enforces. 

'Burg. They are then excus'd,my Lord, when they fee 
not what they doe. 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your Coulin to 
confent winking. 

'Burg. I will winke on her to content, my Lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Maidcs well 
Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blinde, though they haue their eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on. 

King. Thit Morall tycs me ouer to Time, and a hoe 
} and fo I mall catch the Flye , your Coufin, in 
the latter end, and fhte muft be blinde to. 
'Burg. As Loue is my Lord, before it loues. 
King. It is fo : and you may, fome of you, thanke 
Loue lor my blindneife , who cannot fee many a /aire 
French Citie for one faire French Maid that ftands in my 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lord , you fee them perfpec- 
tiuely : the Citici turn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre haxh en- 
tred. 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 
France. So pleafe you. 

England. I am content * fo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may wait on her : fo the Maid that (food in 
the way for my Wiftf , (hall fhew me the way to my 
Will. 

France. Wee haue confented to all tearmes of rea- 
fon. 

England. Is't fo, my Lords of England? 

Wtfi. The King hath graunted euery Article : ■ 
His Daughter firft; and in fequelc,al), 
According to their firme propofed natures. 

Exet. Onely 

__ _ 
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Exet. Onely he hath not yet fuhfcribed thi$ : 
Where your Maieftie demands, That the King of France 
hauing any occafion to write for matter of Craunt, (hall 
name your Highneffe in this forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French : Noftre trefcter fil* Henry Roy d' Angleterre 
Htrturt de Fraunee: and thug in Larine ;' Pr.rclanjfimu 
Film nsfter Henricm Rex Anglix & Hera Franti*. 

France. Nor this I haue not Brother fo deny'd, 
But your requeft {ball make me let it pade. 

England. 1 pray you then, in loue and dcare allyance, 
Let that one Article ranke with the reft, 
And thereupon giue me your Daughter. 
France.Ttke her faire Sonne, and from her blood rayfc vj> 
Iflue to me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England, whofe very (hoares lookc pale, 
With enuy of each others happinefle, 
May ceafe their hatred ; and this deare Coniun&ion 
Plant Neighbour-hood and Chriftian-like accord 
In their fweet Bofomes : that neuer Warre aduance 
His bleeding Sword 'twixt England and faire France. 

Lord i. Amen. 

King. Now welcome Kate: and beare me witnefle all, 
That here I kifle her as my Sooeraigne Qneene. 

Flturifb. 

Quee. God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in loue, 
So be there 'twixt your Kingdomes fuch a Spoufall, 
That neuer may ill Office, or fell Iealoufie, 



Which troubles oft the Bed of blcfTcd Marriage, 
Thruft in betwecne the Pation of thefe Kingdomes, 
To make diuorce of their incorporate League: 
That Englifh may as French, French Englifhmen, 
Receiue each other. Cod fpeake this Amen. 

k All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage ; on which day, 

1 My Lord of Burgundy wee'le take your Oath 
And all the Peeres,for furetie of our Leagues. 
Then (hall I fweare to A"j/r,and you to me, 
And may our Oathes well kept and profp'rous be. 

Senet. Exeunt. 

Enter Charm. 

Thus farre with rough, and all-vnable Pen, 
Our bending Author hath puriu'd the Story, 
In little roome confining mightie men, 
Mangling by ftjrts the full courfe of their glory. 
Small time : but in that fmall,moft greatly liued 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
) By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchieucd : 
And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 
Henry the Sixr, in Infant Bands crown'd King 
Of France and England, did this Kingfucceed: 
Whofe State fo many had the managing, 
That they loft France,and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath lltowne , and for their fake, 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take. 
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Dead cMarcb. 

Enter tbe Funeral/ of King Henry tbe Fi/t, attended em by 
tbt Du{t of Bedford, Regent of France ; tbt Du{e 
cf Gkfier % Protefhr; the Dn{e of Exeter tfar- 
wiefr, tbt HiJbop of rVmcbefter ,and 
tbt <Duie of Somtrftt. 

^Bedford. 

Vng be y heauens with black, yield day to night; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifh your cryftall TrefTcs in the Skie, 
And with them fcourgc ihe bad reuolting Stirs, 
That haue confcnted vnto Henries death : 
King Henry the Flit, too famous to liue long, 
England ne're loft a King of fo much worth. 

f/lofl. Engtand ne're had a King vntill his time: 
Vertuc he had,dcferuing to command, 
His brandilht Sword did blinde men with his beames, 
His Armes fprcd wider then a Dragons Wings : 
His fparkling Eyes,repleat with wrathfull fire, 
More dazled and droue back his Enemies, 
Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their faces. 
What fhould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 
He ne're lift vp his Hand, but conquered. 

£n.We mourne in black, why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead, and neuer Dull reuiue: 
Vpon a Woodden Coffin we attend; 
And Deaths difhonourable Vidtorie, 
We with our (lately prefence glorifie, 
Like Captiues bound to a Triumphant Carre. 
What? (hall we curfc the Planets of Milhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? 
Or (hall we thinke the fubtile-witted French, 
Coniurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verfes haue contriu'd his end. 

ff^tneb. He was a King, bled of the King of Kings. 
Vnto the French, the drcadfull Judgement-Day 
So dreadful! will not be, as was his fight. 
The Battaitcs of the Lord of Hofts he fought : 
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous, 

GUft. The Church ? where is it? 
Had not Church-men pray'd, 
His thred of Life had nut fo foone decay'd. 
None dje you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a Schoole-boy yoo may ooer-awc. 

H^tneb. Ghjler, what ere we likc,thou art Protedtor, 
And lookeft to command the Prince and Realme. 
Thy Wife is prowd, fhc holdeth thee in awe, 
More then God or Religious Church-men may. 



Glcfi. Name not Religion, for thou lou'ft the Flefh, 
And ne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go'ft, 
Except it be to pray againft thy foe*. 

Bed. Ccafe,ccafe thefc larres,& reft your minds in peace: 
Let's to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs ; 
In ftead of Gold, wee'le offer vp our Armes, 
Since Armes auayle not, now that Henry t dead, 
Pofleritic await for wretched yeercs, 
When at their Mothers moi lined eyes, Babes (hall fuck, 
Our lie be made a Nouiiih of fait 1 caret, 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocate : 
Profper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles, 
Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens ; 
A faire more glorious Starre thy Soule will make, 
Then Mm C*f«r,oT bright— - 

Enter a Mejjenger. 
Meff. My honourable Lords, health to you all : 
Sad tiding* bring I to you out of France, 
Of lofTe, of (laughter, and difcomfirure : 
Guyen.Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 
Paris, Gu) fore, Pointier*, are all quite loft. 

Bedf.V/h»t lay'ft tbou man, before dead Henry t Coarfc? 
Speake foftly,or the lofTe of thofe great Townes 
Will make him burft his Lead, and rife from death. 

CloB. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeelded vp ? 
If Henry were rccall'd to life againe, 

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghoft. 

Exe. How were they loft* what trecheric wa* v»*d# 

Mtff. No trecherie, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongft the Souldicrs this is muttered, 
That here you maintaine feuerall Faction* : 
And whil'ft a Field mould be difpatcht and fought, 
Vou are difputing of your Generals. 
One would haue lingring Wanes, with little tuft ; 
Another would rive fwift,but wantcth Wings; 
A third thinke*, without expence at all, 
By guilefull faire words, Peace may be obtayn'd. 
A wake, a wake, EngliuS Nobilitic, 
Let not Oouth dim me your Honors, new begot ; 
Cropt are the Flower-de-Luccs in your Armes 
Of Englands Coat, one halfe is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tide*. 

f Bedf. Me they concerne, Regent I am of France : 
Ciue mc my Reeled Coat, lie fight for France. 
Away with thefc difgraccfull wayling Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French.in ftead of Eyes, 
To wcepc their intcrmiffiuc Mifcrie*. 
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Mtff. Lords view thefe Letters,full of bad mifchance. 
France it reuolted from the Englifh quite, 
Except fome petty Towncs.of no import. 
The Dolphin Cbarltt it crowned King in Rheimes : 
The Ballard of Orleance with him it ioyn'd : 
RtynelJfDukt of Anion, doth take his part, 
The Duke of Alanfon flyeth to hi* fide. Exit. 

Ext. The Dolphin crown'd King? all five to him? 
O whither fliall we five from this reproach i 
Gloft. We will not flye,but to our enemies i 
t BtJfird,\f thou be flacke, lie fight it out. 

vied. GUfter, why doubtfi thou of my for 
An Army haue I muller'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is oucr-run. 



• Meffengtr. 

cXfrJ. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Htnriet hearfe, 
1 mull informe you of a difmall fight, 
Betwixt the (lout Lord Talbot, and the French. 

Win. What?wherein Talbot ouercame, is't fo ? 

^.e^ft/.O no : wherein Lord Talbot was o' rethrown: 
The circumftance lie tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguft Urt, this dreadfull Lord, 
Rctyring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Hauing full fcarce fix thoufind in his troupe, 
By three and twentie thoufand of the French 
Was round incompafled.and fet vpon ; 
No leyfure had he to enranke his men. 
He wanted Pikes to fet before his Archers : 
In Head whereof, fliarpc Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confufrdly, 
To keepc the Horfcmen off, from breaking in. 
More then three houres the fight continued s 
Where valiant Talbot, aboue humane thought, 
Enacled wonders with his Sword and Lance 
Hundreds he lent to Hell, and none durft Hand him: 
Here, there, and euery where enrag'd, he flew. 
The French exclaym'd, the Deuill was in Armes, 
All the whole Army flood agas'd on him. 
His Souldiers fpying his vndauntcd Spirit, 
A Talbot,* Talbot ,cry*d out amaine, 
And rufht into the Bowels of the Bartaile. 
Here had the Conqueft fully been feal'd vp, 
If Sir lohn Falftafft had not play'd the Coward. 
He being in the Vauward, plac't behinde, 
With purpofe to relieuc and follow them, 
Cowardly fled, not hauing ftruck one ftroake. 
Hence grew the general! wrack and malTacre : 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. 
A bale Wallon,to win the Dolphins grace, 
Thruft Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 
Whom all France, with their chiefc aiTcmbled ftrcngth, 
Durft not prcfume to looke once in the face. 

Btdf. Is Talbot flainc then* I will flay my felfc , 
For liuing idly here, in pompe and eafc, 
Whil'ft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting ayd, 
Vnto his daftard foe-men it betray'd. 

3. Mtff. O no, he liues, but is tooke Prifoner, 
And Lord Scalti with him, and Lord Hunger Jor J : 
Moll of the reft Ilaughter'd, or tooke likewile. 

Btdf. Hit Ranfome there is none but I (hall pay. 
He hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crowne fliall be the Ranfome of my friend : 
Foure of their Lords He change for one of ours. 
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Farwell my Mailers, to my Taske will I, 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To kcepe our great Saint Gtorga Feall withall. 
Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take, 
Whofe bloody deeds fliall make all Europe quake. 

^.eMtff. So you had need, for Orleance is belieg'd, 
The Englifh Army is growne weake and faint : 
The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply, 
And hardly keepes his men from mutinie, 
Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 

Ext. Remember Lords your Oathes to Htnry fworne : 
Eyther to quell the Dolphin vtterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

'Bed/. I doe remember it, and here take my letue, 
To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Gloft. He to the Tower with all the haft I can, 
To view th'Artillerie and Munition, 
And then 1 will proclayme young Htnry King. 

Exit G/ofter. 

Ext. To Ettam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordayn'd his fpeciall Gouernor, 
And for his fafetie there He bed deuife. Exit. 

ffiueb. Each hath his Place and Function to attend: 
I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be lack out of Office. 
The King from Ettam I intend to fend, 
And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale. 

Exit. 

Sound a Flcurijb. 



Cbarltt, Alanfon, and Reigneir, marching 
vitb Drum and Sauldiert, 



Cbarltt. Mart his true mouing, eoen as in the 
So in the Earth, to this day is not knowne. 
Late did he fliine vpon the Englifli tide : 
Now we are Villon, vpon vs he fmiles. 
What Townes of any moment, but we haue i 
At pleafure here we lye,neere Orleance : 
Othcrwhiles,the famifht Englifli,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly beficge vs one hourc in a moneth. 

Alan.They want their Porredge.fc their fat Bui Becues: 
Eyther they muft be dyetcd like Mules, 
And haue their Prouender ty'd to their mouthes, 
Or pitteout they will looke, like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir. Let's rayfe the Siege-.why Hue we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fcare 1 
Remayneth none but mad-brayn'd Salitbury, 
And he may well in fretting Ipend his gall, 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Cbarltt. Sound, found Alarum, we will rufti on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French : 
Him I forgiuc my death, that killeth me, 
When he fees me goe back one foot, or five. Extunr. 
Hm Alarum, tbty art beaten bat\ by tbt 
Engli/b,witb great left. 




Cbarltt, 
CWrj.Who euer faw the' 
Dogges, Cowards, Daftardt : I would ne're 
But that they left me 'midft my Enemies. 

Rtigntir. Salitbury is a defperate Homicide, 
He nghteth as one weary •Chit life : 
The other Lordt, like Lynns wanting foode, 
Doe ruflj vpon vs as their hungry prey. 

k 3 
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Ala* fan. Froyfard, a Countreyman of oun, records, 
England all Oliuers and Riiriandt breed, 
During the time Edvard the third did raigne : 
More truly now miy this be verified j 
For none but Sam/mi and Gtliaffti 
It fendeth forth to skirmift : one to tenne ? 
Lcane raw-bon'd RafcaU, who would e're fuppofe, 
They had fuch courage and audacitic? 

Char Li. Let's Icauc this Towne, 
For they are hayTe-brayn'd Slaues, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 
Of old I know them ; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they'le teare downe,then forfake die Siege. 

Rtigntir. I thinke by Tome odde Cimtnort or Deuice 
Their Armcs arc let, like Clocks, (till to (hike on; 
Elfe ne're could they hold out To as they doc : 
By my confent, wee'le euen let them alone. 

Alanfan. Beitfo. 

Enter tbt 'Bafiard of Orltanct. 

'Bafiard. Where's the Prince Dolphin ? I haue newes 

for him. 

*Dolt>b. Baftard of Orleancc,thricc welcome to vs. 

Baft. Me thinks your looks are fad, your chear appal'd. 
Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence ? 
Be not difmay'd,for fuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vifion fent to her from Hcauen, 
Ordayned is to rayfe this tedious Siege, 
And driue (he Englift forth the bounds of France : 
The fpirit of deepe Prophecie (he hath, 
Exceeding the nine SMt of old Rome: 
What's paft, and what s to come, fte can defcry. 
Speake.ftall I call her in f beleeuc my words, 
For they are certaine.and vnfallible. 

Dalpb. Goc call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Rtignitr ftand thou as Dolphin in my place , 
Quell i on her prowdly, let thy Lookcs be fterne, 
By this meanes ftiall we found what skill fhe hath. 

£<rfrr leant Puztl. 
Rtigntir. Faire Maid, is't thou wilt doe thefe won- 
drous feats ? 

Puztl. Rtignier, is't thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, 
I know thee well, though neuer feene before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me j 
In priuate will I talke with thee apart : 
Stand back you Lords, and giue vs leaue a while. 

Rtigntir. She takes vpon her brauely at firft daft. 

Puztl. Dolphin, I am by birth a Shephcards Daughter, 
My wit vntrayn'd in any kind of Art : 
Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To ftine on my contemptible cftate. 
| Loe,whileft I wayted on my tender Lambes, 
And to Sunncs parching heat difplay'd my checkes, 
Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 
And in a Vilion full of Maieftie, 
Will'd me to leaue my bafe Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Calamine : 
Her ayde fhe promis'd.and aflur'd fucccfle. 
In compleat Glory ftcc rcueal'd her felfet 
And whereas 1 was black and fwart before, 
With thofe clcare Rayet, which ftec infus'd on me, 
That beautie am I bleft with, which you may fee. 



Aske me what queftion thou canft poffible, 
And I will anfwer vnpremeditated : 
My Courage trie by Combat, if thou dar'ft, 
And thou ftalt finde that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolue on this, thou ftalt be fortunate, 
If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dtlpb. Thou haft aftoniftt me with thy high terme»: 
Onely this proofe He of thy Valour make, 
In fingle Combat thou ftalt buckle with me , 
And if thou vanquifteft, thy words are true, 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence. 

fuztl. I am prepar'd: here is my keene-edg'd Sword, 
Deckt with fine Flower -de- Luces on each fide, 
The which at Touraine,in S.Katbtrina Church-yard, 
Out of a great deale of old Iron, I chofe forth. 

Dtlfb. Then come a Gods name, 1 feare no woman. 

Puztl. And while I liue.Iie ne're flye from a man. 
Htrt tbty fight , and laant dt "Puztl mtrnmtt. 

Detpb. Stay, (lay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteft with the Sword of Dtbtra. 

Puztl. Chrifls Mother helpes me, elfe I were too 
weake. 

De/pb.Vfho e're helps thee, 'tis thou that muft help me : 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire, 
My heart and hands thou haft at once fubdu'd. 
Excellent Puztl, if thy name be fo, 
Let me thy feruant,and not Soueraigne be, 
'Ti* the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus. 

Puztl. I muft not yeeld to any rights of Loue, 
For my Profeflion's facred from aboue : 
When I haue chafed all thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I thinke vpon a recompence. 

V)ctpb. Meane time looke gracious on thy prostrate 

Rtigntir. My Lord me thinke* is very long in talke. 

^WDoubtleffe he ftriues this woman to bet fmoclt, 
Elfe ne re could he fo long protract his fpeech. 

Rtigntir. Shall wee difturbc him, fince hce keepes no 
meane ? 

Alan.Ht may meane more then we poor men do know, 
Thefe women are ftrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Rtigntir. My Lord, where are you? what deuife you on? 
Shall we giue o're Or lea nee, or no ? 

Puztl.V/hy no, I fay: diftruftfull Recreants, 
Fight till the laft gafpe : lie be your guard. 

Delpb. What ftee fayea , lie confirme : wee'le fight 
it out. 

Puztl. Aflign'd am I to be the Englift Scourge. 
This night the Siege afluredly He rayfe : 
Expect Saint tMart'mt Summer, Halcytns dayes, 
Since I haue entred into thefe Warres. 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water, 
Which neuer ceafcth to enlarge it (elfe, 
Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught. 
With Htnriti death, the Englift Circle ends, 
Difperfed are the glories it included : 
Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship, 
Which Ctejar and his fortune bare at once. 

Delfib. Was Mabomtt infpired with a Doue? 
Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 
Htltn.xhe Mother of Great ^m/m/mt, 
Nor yet S.Tbilipt daoghters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of yam, falne downe on the Earth, 
How may I reuerently worftip thee enough ? 

lAlanjtn. Leaue off delayes , and let vs rayfe the 
Siege. 

Rtigntir. Wo- 
414"" 



Digitized by Google 



T be frji <Part of Henry the Sixt. 



Rcigntir, Woman, do what thou canft to faue our honors, 
Driue them from Orleance, and be immortaliz'd. 

Do/pb. Prefently wee'le try : come,let't away about it, 
No Prophet will I truft.if <hee proue falfe. Extant. 

Enter Gloflcr,witb bu Seruing.men. 

Ghfl. I am come to furuey the Tower this day ; 
Since Harriet death, I feare there is Conueyance : 
Where be thefc Warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the GaCes,'tis Ghfler that calls. 

i. Warder. Who's there, that knocks fo imperioufly i 

Ghfl. i. Man. It is the Noble Duke of G loiter. 

a. rVarder. Who ere he be, you may not be let in. 

I.Man. Villaines,anfwer you fo the Lord Protector? 

I. Warder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him, 
We doe no otherwife then wee are will'd. 

GioJl. Who willed youfor whofe will ftands but mine? 
There's none Protector of the Realme, but I ! 
Breake vp the Cares, lie be your warrantize ; 
Shall I be flowted thus by dunghill Groomes i 

Ghfler , men rujb at tbe Tower Gate,, and rVeodui/e 
the Lieutenant fl>eafy, MhUt. 

Woeduite. What noyfe is this ? what Traytors haue 
wee here f 

Glefl. Lieutenant,is it you whofe voyce I heare ? 
Open the Gates, here's Ghfler that would enter. 

ft \: dude. Haue patience Noble Duke, I may not open, 
The Cardinal! of Winchefter forbids : 
From him I haue exprefle commandement, 
That thou nor none of thine (hall be let in. 

Ghfl. Faint-hearted Weoduile. prizeft him "fore me? 
Arrogant Wincbefler, that haughtie Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Soueraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or lie tout thee out fliortly. 

Servingwen. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protector, 
Or wee'le burft them open, if that you come not quickly. 

Enter to the PnttBttr at the Timer Qatet, Wincbefler 
and bit men in Tawney Coatet. 

WincbtR. How now ambitious Vnpbeir, what meanes 
this? 

Ghfl. Piel'd Prieft, doo'ft thou command me to be 
(hut out ? 

JVincb. I doe, thou moft vfurping Proditor, 
And not Protedtor of the King or Realme. 

Ghfl. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator, 
Thou that contriued'ft to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giu'ft Whores Indulgences to finne, 
He canoas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy infolence. 

/f'/nc*. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot : 
This be Damafcut, be thou curled Cain, 
To flay thy Brother yibel,'\f thou wilt. 

Ghfl. I will not flay thee, but He driue thee back I 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
He vfe, to carry thee out of this place. 

Winch. Doe what thou dar'ft , I beard thee to thy 
face, 

Qloft. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face i 
Draw men, for all this priuiledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieft, beware your Beard, 
I meane to tugge it, and to cuffe you foundly. 
Vnder my feet I ftampe thy Cardinalls Hat! 
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In fpight of Pope,or dignities of Church, 
Here by the Checkcs He drag thee vp and downe. 

Winch. Ghfltr , thou wilt anfwere this before the 
Pope. 

Ghfl. Winchefter Goofe,I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why doe you let them ftay ? 
Thee He chafe hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepcs arwy. 
Out Tawney.Coatea,out Scarlet Hypocrite. 

Here Ghfitrt men beat out tbt Cardinalh men, 
and enttr in tbe burly-burly tbe Maior 
of London, and bit Oflktrt . 

Maior. Fye Lords, that you being fuprcme Magiftrates, 
Thus contumelioufly fttould breake the Peace. 

Ghfl. Peace Maior, thou know'ft little of my wrongs: 
Here's Heaufird, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diftrayn'd the Tower to his vfe. 

Winch. Here's Ghfler,* Foe to Citizens, 
One that ftill motions Warre.and neuer Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purfes with large Fines ; 
That feekes to ouerthrow Religion, 
Becaufe he is Proteclor of the Realme ; 
And would haue Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himfelfe King,and fupprefle the Prince. 

Ghfl. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blowes. 

Here tbey tt)irmijh againe. 
Makr. Nought refts for me, in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Officer, as lowd as e're thou canft, cry : 

AU manner of mat, afftmbltd here in Armct thi day, 
againft Godi Peace and tbe Kings, wet charge and command 
you, in bu Higbneffe Name, to refayre to your Jeuerall dwel- 
ling placet, and net to weare, handle, or tje any Sword, Wea- 
pon,er Dagger btnct-firward,\fon paine of death. 

Ghfl. Cardinall,lle be no breaker of the Law : 
But we fltall meet,and breake our minds at large. 

Winch . Ghfler,wte'\c meet to thy coft,be fure : 
Thy heart-blood I will haue for this dayes worke. 

Maior. He call for Club*,if you will not away: 
This Cardinally more haughtie then the Deuill. 

Ghfl . Maior farewell : thou doo'ft but what thou 
may'ft. 

Winch. Abhominable Ghjltr, guard thy Head, 
For I intend to haue it ere long. Exeunt. 

Maior. See the Cos ft dcar'd, and then we will depart. 
Good God, thefe Nobles Ihould fuch ftomacks beare, 
I my felfe fight not once in fortie ycere. Exeunt. 

Enter tbe Mafler Gunner of Orlcanct, and 

bit Boy. 

Af.G*i»jirr.Sirrha,thou know'ft how Orleance is befieg'd, 
And how the Engliih haue the Suburbs wonne. 

'Boy. Father I know, and oft haue fliot at them, 
How e're vnfortunate, I mifs'd my ayme. 

M. Gunner. But now thou (halt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muft doc to procure me grace ; 
The Princes efpyali haue informed me, 
How the Englifti, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 
Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Barres, 
In yonder Tower, to ouer-peere the Citie, 
And thence difcouer, how with moft aduantage 
They may vex vs with Shot or with Aflault. 
To intercept this inaonuenience, 
A Peece of Ordnance 'gainil it I haue plac'd, 
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\ And eucn thefe three dayri haue I warcht, 
If 1 could fee them. Now doe thou watch, 
For I can ftay no longer. 
If thou fpy'ft any, runnc and bring me word, 
And thou (halt fin jc me at the Gouernon. 

Bey. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 
Ik neuer trouble you, if 1 may fpyc them. 



Exit. 
Exit. 



enter- 



taunts, 



Enter Salutary and Tallot en the Turrets, 
vitb ethers. 

Salub. TaJbet,my life, my ioy.agalne return'd ? 
How wcrt thou handled, being Prifoner f 
Or by what meanes got't thou to be releas'd ? 
Difcourlc I prethee on this Turrets top. 

Taibot. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifuner, 
Call'd the braue Lord Ptnten dt Santrayle, 
For him was I exchang'd,and ranfom'd. 
But with a baler man of Armcs by farre, 
Once in contempt they would haue barter'd me : 
!| Which I difdaining,fcorn'd,and craued death, 
f Rather then I would be fo pi I'd efteem'd : 
In fine, redeem 'd I was as I defir'd. 
But O.the trecherous Falftaffe wounds my heart, 
with my bare fifts I would execute, 
now had him brought into my power. 
Salisb. Yet tcll'ft thou not , how thou 
tain'd. 

Tal. With fcofTei and fcornes, and con 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique fpeftacle to all : 
Here,fayd tbey,is the Terror of the French, 
The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 
Then broke 1 from the Officers that led me, 
And with my nayles digg'd ftones out of the ground, 
To hurle at the beholders of my flume. 
My grifly countenance made others flye, 
None durft come necre.for feare of fuddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not fecure : 
So great feare of my Name'mongft them were fpread, 
That they fuppos'd I could rend Barres of Steele, 
And fpume in pieces Polls of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had, 
That walkt about me euery Minute while : 
And if 1 did but ftirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ihoot me to the heart. 

Snter the Bty vitb a Unfteelt. 
Salub. I grieue to heare what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reueng'd fufficiently. 
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here, through this Grate, I count each one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : 
Let vs looke in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Tixmas Gargraue, ind Sir IVdliam (,',„•> fdai , 
Let me haue your exprcfTc opinions, 
Where is belt place to make our Batt'ry next? 

Gargraut. I thinke at the North Gate, for there (lands 
Lords. 

Glanjdeslt. And I heere , at the Bulwarke of the 
Bridge. 

Talb. For ought I fee, this Citie muft be famiiht, 
Or with light Skirmiihe; enfeebled. Here they flat, and 

Saiubury falls dewne. 
Salisb. O Lord haue mercy on vs, wretched finners. 
Gargraue. O Lord haue mercy on me, wofull man. 
Ta/A.What chance it this,that fuddenly hath croft vs? 
Speake Salubury j at lcaft, if thou canft, fpeake : 



How far'ft thou, Mirror of all Martial! men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Chcckes fide (truck off? 
Accurfcd Tower, accurlcd fatall Hand, 
That hath contriu'd this wofull Tragcdie. 
In thirteene Battailes, Salubury o'recame : 
Henry the Fift he firft trayn'd to the Warres. 
Whil'ft any Trumpe did found, or Drum ftruck vp, 
His Sword did ne're leaue ftriking in the field. 
Yet liu'ft thou Salubury ? though thy fpecch doth feyle, 
One Eye thou haft to koke to Hcauen for grace. 



The Sunne with one Eye vicweth all the World. 
Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue, 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 
Beare hence his Body, I will helpe to bury it. 
Sir Tlxmat Gargraue, haft thou any life ? 
Speake vnto Taibct, nay, looke vp to him. 
Salisbury cheare tby Spirit with this 

Thou (halt not dye whiles 

He beckens with his hand, and (miles on me : 
As who (hould fay, When I am dead and 
Remember to auenge me on the French. 
Plantagimtt I will, and like thee, 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes burne : 
Wretched Hull France be onely in my Name. 

Here an AJarum,and it Thunder t and Ligbttnt. 
What ftirre is this T what tumult's in the Heauens > 
Whence commeth this Alarum, a ,t the noyfe ? 
Enter a Mrjjenger . 
Meff.Wy Lord, my Lord, the French haue gather'd head. 
The Dolphin, with one Iaane el* Puatl ioyn'd, 
A holy ProphcrcfTe, new rilen vp, 
Is come with a great Power, to rayfe the Siege. 

Here Salubury liftetb bimjtlfe *>p,and greanes. 
Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salubury doth groan e, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reueng'd. 
Frenchmen, He be a Salubury to you. 
Puatl or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog.fim, 
Your hearts He ftampc out with my Hories hteles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braincs. 
Conuey me Salubury into his Tent, 

And then wee'le try what thefe daftard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarum. Exeunt. 

Here an Alarum againe,and Taibct pur fuel b the Dolphin, 
and driuetb him : Then enter Joane dt 
driuing Engnjhmen before her. 
Tien enter Talbot. 
Talb. Where is my ftrength, my valour, and my force i 
Our Engliih Troupes retyre,I cannot ftay them, 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 

Enter Puael. 

Here, here fhee comes, lie haue a bowt with thee : 
Deuill.or Dcuils Dam, lie coniure thee: 
Blood will 1 draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 
And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru'ft. 

Tusul. Come, come, 'tis onely I that muft difgracc 
thee. Here they fight. 

Talb. Heaueiu,can you fuffer Hell fo to 
My breft He burft with draining of my courage, 
And from my fli iulders crack my Armcs afunder, 
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. 

They fight againe. 

Puael. Talkt farwefl.thy houre is not yet 
I muft goe Vic"tuall Orleance forthwith : 

A Jbtrt Alarum : then enter the Ttn-ne 
vitb Sculdiers. 

o 
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O're-take me if thou emit, I fcorne thy fbength. 

Goc, goc, chearc vp thy hungry-ftarued men, 

Hclpc Salisbury to make hit Tcftament, 

Thi* Day i> ours, as many more wall be. Exit. 

Tali. My thoughts are whirled like a Potten Wheele, 
I know not where I am, nor what I doe : 
A Witch by feare.not forte, like Hannibal, 
Driucs back our troupes, and conquer* at me lift* : 
So Beet with fmoake, and Doues with 
Are from their Hyues and Houfes driucn'away. 
They call'd vs,for our fiercenefle, Englifo Dogges, 
Now like Co Whclpes,we crying runne away. 

A fhtrt Alarum. 
Hearke Countreymen, eyther renew the right, 
Or teare the Lyons out of England) Coat ; 
Renounce your Soyle, giue Sheepe in Lyons Head : 
Sheepe run not halfe fo trecherous from the Wolfe, 
Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you rlye from your ort-fubducd (hues. 

nAUrnm. Hert wutbtr S{irmi/b. 
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches i 
You all confented vnto Salilurm death, 
For none would ftrike a ftroake in his 
Puatl is entred into Orleance, 
In fpight of vs,or ought that we could doe. 
O would I were to dye with Salisbury, 
The Ihtmc hereof, will make me hide my head. 

Cxi! Talbct. 

Alarum , Rttrtat, Flcurifb. 



mi tbt rVallt, Tumi, Dolphin, Bjigntir, 
*Aianfcn, and Soulditrt* 



Vvntl. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls, 
Refcu'd is Orleance from the Englifo. 
Thus leant de Pu%tl hath perform'd her word. 

DcJpb. Diuineft Creature, AftrtS, Daughter, 
How mall I honour thee for this fucceffc? 
Thy promifes are like Aden» Garden, 
That one day bloom'd.and fruitfoll were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propbetefle, 
Recouer'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More blefled hap did ne're befall our State. 

Rtigntir. Why ring not out the Bells alowd, 
Throughout the Towne ? 
Dolphin command the Citisens make Bonfires, 
And feaft and banquet in the open (Ireets, 
To celebrate the ioy that God hath giuen rs. 

AlanJ. All France will be rcpleat with mirth and ioy, 
When they (lull heare how we hauc play'd the men. 

Dclpb. Til leant, not we, by whom the day is wonne I 
For which.I will diuide my Crowne with her, 
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall in proceflion ftng her endlefTe prayfe. 
A it.u elyer Pyramis to her He rcare, 
Then I Rbcdepht't or eulfempbu euer was. 
In memorie of her, when (he is dead, 
Her A flies, in an Vrne more precious 
Then the rkb-iewel'd Coffer of Dariut, 
Tranfportcd.fhall be at high Fcftiuals 

Before the Kings and Queenes of France. 
No longer on Saint Derm will we cry, 
But leant dt Pu%tl (hall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let vs Banquet Royally, 
After this Golden Day of ViGorie. 
FUurifh. 



ASlus Secundus. Scena Trima. 



a Sergeant of a Band,witb twe Stntintlt. 

Ser. Sirs, take your places.and be vigilant « 
If any noyfe or Souldier you perceiue 
Neere to the walles, by fome apparant figne 
Let vs haue knowledge at the Court of Guard. 

Stnt. Sergeant you mail. Thus are poo re Seruitors 
(When others (leepe vpon their quiet beds) 
Conftrain'd to watch in darknellc, raine, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, 'Bedford, and Burgundy, with fcaling 
Ladder t: Their Drumma beating a 
<Drad rtfartb. 

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whofe approach, the Regions of Artoyt, 
Vallen, and Pitardy, are friends to vs : 
This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 
Hauing all day carows'd and banquetted, 
Embrace we then this opportunitie, 
As fitting beft to quittance their deceite, 
Contriu'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 

Bed. Coward of France, how much he 
Dilpairing of his owne armes fortitude, 
To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors haue ncuer other company. 
But what's that Puttll whom they tearme fo pure? 

Tal. A Maid, they lay. 

'Bed. A Maid f And be fo martiall ? 

Bur. Pray God foe proue not mafculine ere long: 
If vnderneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as foe hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them prac3(c andconuerfe with fpiiits. 
God is our Fortrcffe, in whofe conquering name 
Let vs refolue to fcale their flinty balwarkes. 

Bed. A ken J braue Talbct, we will follow thee. 

Tal. Not altogether : Better farre I gueflc, 
That we do make our entrance feuerall wayes: 
That if it chance the one of vs do faile, 
The other yet may rife againft their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; lie to yond corner. 

'Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And heere will Talbct mount.or i 
Now Salisbury, for thee and for the right 
Of Englift Henry, mail this night apprare 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 

Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make aflaulr. 

Cry, S. George, A Talbot . 

Tbt French leapt art tbt wallet in tbtir fbirtt. Enter 
feuerall waytt, Baftard, Alanjon, Reignier, 
halfe ready, and balft vnrtady. 

Alan. How now my Lords ? what all vnreadie fo 4 

'Bafl. Vnready? I and glad we fcap'd fo well. 

Rtig'Tmn time (I trow ) to wake and leaue our beds, 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores. 

Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow'd Armes, 
Nere heard I of a warlike enterprise 

More 
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More venturous, or defpente then this. 

Baft. I thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 
Jteig. If not of Hell, the Heauens Aire fauour him. 
Atanf. Here commeth Charln,\ maruell how he fped? 

Enter Charles and leant. 
Baft. Tut, holy leant was his defenfiue Guard. 
Chart. Is this thy cunning, the: deceitfull Dame? 
Didft thou at firft, to flatter vs withall, 
Make vs partakers of a little gayne, 
That now our lofle might be ten time* fo much? 

leant. Wherefore is Cbarltt impatient with his friend? 
At all times will you haue my Power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, muft I ftill preuayle, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improuident Souldiors, had your Watch been good, 
This fudden Mifchiefe neuer could haue falne. 

Chart. Duke of Alanfon,this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, 



Did looke no better to that weightie Ch 
Atanf. Had all your Quarters been as f 
As that whereof I had the gouernment, 



urge, 
fafely 



kept, 



We had not beene thus fhamefully furprii'd. 
Baft. Mine was fecure. 
Rtig. And fo was mine, my Lord. 
Chart. And for my fclr'e.moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mineowne Precin£t, 
I was imploy'd in parting to and fro, 
About relieuing of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, would they firft breake in t 
J tane. Queftion ( my Lords) no further of the cafe, 
How or which way ; 'tis Aire they found fome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
And now there refts no other fhift but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and difperc't, 
And lay new Plat-formes to endammagc them. 

Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter a Stulditr, crying- , a Talbtt , a Talbot : 
tbty ftyt, tuning tbtir Clothes behind. 

Sould. lie be fobold to take what they haue left: 
The Cry of Talbtt ferues me for a Sword, 
For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Vfing no other Weapon but his Name. Exit. 

Enter Talbot, 'Bedford, 'Burgundit. 
'Bedf. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whole pitchy Mantle ouer-vayl'd the Earth. 
Here found Retreat, and ceafc our hot purfuit. Rttrtat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 
And here aduance it in the Market-Place, 
The middle Centure of this curfed Towne. 
Now haue I pay'd my Vow vnto his Soule : 
For euery drop of blood was drawne from him, 
There hath at leaf! fiue Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What ruine happened in reucnge of him, 
Within their chiefeft Temple lie ere& 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps mall be interr'd : 
Vpon the which, that euery one may reade, 
Shall be engrau'd the facke of Orlrance, 
The trecheruus manner of his mournefull death, 
And what a terror he had beene to France. 
But Lords, in all our bloudy MaiTacre, 
I mofe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 



His new-come Champion, vertuous loant of Acre, 
Nor any of his falfe Confederates. 

Hedf.'Tit thought Lord Talbot,whcn the fight began, 
Rows'd on the fudden from their drowfte Beds, 
They did amongft the troupes of armed men, 
Leape o're the Walls for refuge in the field. 

'Burg. My iclfe.as farrc as 1 could well difcerne, 
For fmoake,and duskic vapours of the night, 
Am Cure I fcar'd the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Arme in Arme they both came fwiftly running, 
Like to a payre of louing Turtle-Doues, 
That could not liue afunder day or night. 
After that things are fet in order here, 
Wee'le follow them with all the power we haue. 

Enter a cMeffengtr. 
Miff. All hayle.my Lord»:which of this Princely trayne 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his A«s 
So much applauded through the Realme of France ? 
Talb. Here is the Talbtt, vrho would fpeak with him? 
Mtff. The vertuous Lady.Countefle of Ouergne, 
With modeftte admiring thy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ft vouchfafc 
To vifit her poore Caftle where fhe lyes, 
That me may boaft we hath beheld the man, 
Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report. 

'Burg. Is it euen fo? Nay, then I fee our Warre* 
Will turne vnto a peacefoll Comick fport, 
When Ladyes craue to be encountred with. 
You may not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuit. 

Talb. Ne're truft me then : for when a World of men 
Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Womans kindnefte oucr-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her, I returne great thankes, 
And in fubmiftion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honors beare me company? 

Btdf. No.truly.'tis more then manners will : 
And I haue heard it fayd, Vnbidden I 



Are often welcommeft when they are l 

Talb. Well then.alone (fince there's no remedie) 
I meane to proue this Ladyes courtefie. 
Come hither Captaine, you perceiue my minde. 

Wbijbtrt. 

Capt. I doe my Lord, and meane accordingly. 



Enttr Counttffe. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gaue in charge, 
And when you haue done fo, bring the Kcyes to mc. 

Port. Madame, I will. Exit. 

Ccunt. The Plot is layd, if all things fall out right, 
I (hall a* famous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian Ttmyrii by Cyrtu death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadfoll Knight, 
And his atchieuements of no lefle account : 
Faine would mine eyes be witnefle with i 
To giue their cenfure of thefe I 



Enttr Mtjfengtr and Talbtt. 

Mtff. Madame, according as your Ladyfhip defir'd, 
By Mcrtage crau'd, fo is Lord Talbtt come. 

Count. And he is welcome: what? is this the man i 

Mtff. Madame, it is. 

Count. Is this the Scourge of France? 
Is this the Talbtt,fo much foar'd abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mother* ftill their Babes? 
1 fee Report is fabulous and falfe. 
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1 thought I mould haue feene Tome Herculei, 

A fecond Heffor, for his grim afpecl, 

And large proportion of his rtrong knit Limbc*. 

Alas, this is a Child, a filly Dwarfe : 

It cannot be, this wcake and writhled fhrimpc 

Should ftrilce fuch terror to his Enemies. 

Talb. Madame, I haue bcene bold to trouble you: 
But fince your Ladyfhip is not at ley lute, 
lie fort fume other time to viftt you. 

Count. What meanes he now ? 
Coe aske him, whither he goes? 

Mtjf. Stay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craucs, 
To know the caufe of your abrupt departure? 

Talb. Marry, for that Ihee's in a wrong belecfe, 
I goe to certifie her Talbet't here. 

Enter Pirter 9'itb Keytt. 

Count. If thou be he,then art thou Prifoner. 

Talb. Prifoner f to whom ? 

Count. Tome.blood-thirftieLord: 
And for that caufe I trayn'd thee to my Houfe. 
Long time thy ftudow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs : 
But now the fubftance (hall endure the like, 
And I will chayne thefe Lcgges and Armes of thine, 
That haft by Tyrannic thefe many yeeres 
Wafted our Countrey,flaine our Citizens, 
And fent our Sonne* and Husbands captiuate. 

Talb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Count. Laugheft thou Wretch ? 
Thy mirth flu 11 turnc to moane. 

Talb. I laugh to fee your Ladyftiip fo fond, 
To thinke.that you haue ought but Talbets fliadow, 
Whereon to praclife your feueritie. 

Count. Why? art not thou the man i 

Talb. I am indeede. 

Count. Then haue I fubftance too. 

Talb. No, no, I am but fhadow of my telfe ; 
You are deceiu'd, my fubftance is not here ; 
For what you fee, is but the fmalleft part, 
And leaft proportion of Humanitie : 
I tell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of fuch a (pacious loftie pitch, 
Your Roofe were not fufficient to contayn't. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the 
He will be here,and yet he is not here : 
How can thefe contrarieties agree ? 

Talb. That will I (hew you prefently. 

Wtndt bit Home, Drumma firi{e vf,a Ptalt 
of Ordenance: Enter Souldiors. 
How fay you Madame ? are you now perfwaded, 
That Talbot is but ftiadow of himfelfe ? 
Thefe are his fubftance, finewes,armes,and ftrength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Cities, and fubuerts your Townct, 
And in a moment makes them defolate. 

Count. Victorious TaiUt, pardon my abufe, 
I finde thou art no lefle then Fame hath bruited, 
And more then may be gathered by thy fliape. 
Let my preemption not prouoke thy wrath, 
For I am forry, that with reucrence 
I did not e n certain c thee as thou art. 

Talb. Be not difmay'd, fairc Lady, nor 
The minde of Talbot, as you did miftake 
The outward compofition of his body, 
j What you haue done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other satisfaction doe I craue, 
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But onely with your patience, that we may 
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Catet you haue, 
For Souldien ftomacks alwayes feme them well. 

Count. With all my heart, and thinke me honored, 
To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. Exeunt. 

Enter 'RJebard Plantagenet, rVarwici,Sonurjet, 
Poole, and otbtrt. 

Ter^e. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What meanes this filence ? 
Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth i 

Suff. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more conuenient. 

TV*_- Tnen % at once, if I maintain'd the Truth s 
Or elle was wrangling Somerftt in th'error? 

Suff. Faith I haue beene a Truant in the Law, 
And neuer yet could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law Tnto my will. 

Som. ludge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 



War. Between two Hawks, which flyes the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades, which b cares the better temper, 
Between two Horfes, which doth beare him beft, 
Between two Girle*, which hath the merryeft eye, 
I haue perhaps fome flnllo.v fpirit of ludgement : 
But in thefe nice fharpc Quillets of the Law, 
Good faith I am no wifer then a Daw. 

7V^. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appeares fo naked on my fide, 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som. And on my fide it is fo well apparreli'd, 
So cleare,fo mining, and fo euident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

Yor(. Since you are tongue-ty'd,and fo loth to fpeake, 
In dumbe lignificants proclayme your thoughts 1 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 
And ftands vpon the honor of his birth, 
If he fuppofe that 1 haue pleaded truth, 
From off this Brycr pluck a white Rofe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintaine the partie of the truth, 
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

IVar. I loue no Colours : and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating rtatterie, 
I pluck this white Rofe with 'Plantagenet. 

Suff. I pluck this red Rofe, with young Sofftfrjttj 
And fay withall,! thinke he held the right. 

Vernon. Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide 
The feweft Rofcs are cropt from the Tree, 
Shall yeeid the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good Mailer Vernon,\t is well obie&ed : 
If 1 haue feweft, I fubferibe in filence. 

ror{. And I. 

Vernon. Then for the truth, and plainneflc of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden BtofTbmc here, 
Gluing my Verdict on the white Rofe fide. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Leaft bleeding, you doc paint the white Rofe red, 
And fall on my fide fo againft your will. 

Vernon. If I, my Lord, for my opinion 
Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 
And keepe me on the fide where ftill I am. 

&m. Wcll,wcll,come on, who elfe f 

Lavyer. Vn- 
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Lawyer. Vnlefle my Studie and my Bookes be falfe, 
The argument you held, was wrong in you ; 
In figne whereof,! pluck a white Rofe too. 

Terkf. Now Somerfet, where is your argument ? 

&m. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red. 

JV^. Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale they lookc with feare,a» witnemng 
The truth on our fide. 

Scm. No Plantagenet : 
*Tii not for feare, but anger, that thy cheekes 
Blufti for pure flume, to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy tongue will not confefTe thy error. 

Ter(e. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Scmerfrt} 

Sim. Hath not thy Rofe a Thome, Plantagenet t 

Tor^e. I,(harpe and piercing to maintaine his truth, 
Whiles thy confuming Canker eates his fa lie hood. 

&m. Well, He find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That mail maintaine what I haue faid is true, 
Where falfe Plantarentt dare not be feenr. 

Terlte. Now by this Maiden Bloflbme in my hand, 
I fcorne thee and thy fa(hion,peeuifli Boy. 

Suff. Turne not thy fcornes this wav , Plantagtnet. 

Yerfy. Prowd Tee/e, 1 will, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 

Suff. He turne my part thereof into thy throat. 

Sent. Away, away , good William de la Petit, 
We grace the Yeoman, by conuerfing with him. 

Warv.tfow by Gods will thou wrong'ft him, Semerfrt : 
His Grandfather was Lyend Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England ! 
Spring Creftlefte Yeomen from fo deepe a Root } 

Yer{e. He beares him on the place's Priuiledge, 
Or durft not for his craucn heart fay thus. 

Som. By him that nude me, He maintaine my words 
On any Plot of Ground in Chriftendome. 
Was not thy Father, Ritbard, fc.irle of Cambridge, 
For Treafon executed in our late Kings dayes i 
And by his Treafon, ftand'ft not thou attainted, 
I Corrupted, and exempt from ancient Gentry ( 
His Trefpas yet liues guiltie in thy blood, 
And till thou be reftor'd, thou art a Yeoman. 

Yor^e. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemned to dye for Treafon, but no Traytor ; 
And that He proue on better men then Semerjet, 
Were growing time once ripened to my will. 
For your partaker Petit, and you your felfe, 
He note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To fcourge you for this apprehenfion : 
Looke to it well, and fay you are well warn'd. 

Sim. Ah, thou malt finde vs ready for thee (till t 
And know vs by thefe Colours for thy Foes, 
For thefe, my friends in fpight of thee (hall weare. 

Ter{t. And by my Soule,this pale and angry Rofe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for euer,and my Faction weare, 
Vntill it wither with me to my Grai e, 
Or flourish to the height of my Degree. 

Suff Goe forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition t 
And fo farwell, vntill I meet thee next. Sxit. 

W Haue with thee Peelt : Farwell ambitious Ri. 
(bard. Exit. 

Yor{e. How I am brau'd, and mult perforce endure 

it? 

Ifaiw. This blot that they obielt againft your Houfe, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 



Call'd for the Truce of rfmtbtfler and Glenttfter : 
And if thou be not then created Yer(e, 
I will not liue to be accounted rVarv.cl^e. 
Meanc time, in fignall of my loue to thee, 
Againft prowd Samerfet,*nA rVilliant Poelt, 
Will 1 vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. 
And here I prophecie: this brawle to day, 
Growne to this faOion in the Temple Garden, 
Shall fend twtweene the Red-Rofe and the White, 
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 

Yer^e. Good Mailer Vemon,\ am bound to you, 
That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower. 

Vtr. In your behalfe ftill will I weare the fame. 

Lartytr. And fb will I. 

Yerkf. Thankea gentle. 
Come, let vs foure to Dinner : I dare fay, 
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Mortimer, breugbt in a Cbayre, 
and laylen. 

Meet. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age, 
Let dying tMtrtimer here reft himfelfe. 
Euen like a man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long Imprifonmcnt : 
And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuiuants of death, 
Ntjler-Wke aged, in an Age of Care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Thefe Eyes, like Lampcs.whofe wafting Oyle is fpent, 
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent. 
Weake Shoulders, oucr- borne with burthening Griefe, 
And pyth-lefle Armes, like to a withered Vine, 
That droupes his fappe-lefle Branches to the ground. 
Yet are thefe Feet, whole ftrcngth-lefle ftay is nuromc, 
(Vnable to fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defue to get a Graue, 
As witting I no other comfort haue. 
But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come * 

Kttfrr. Ritbard Tlantagenet ,my Lord, will come : 
We lent vnto the Temple, vnto his Chamber, 
And anfwer was return'd,that he will come. 

Mort. Enough : my Soulc mill then be fatisfied. 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth equall mine. 
Since Henry Menmoutb firft began to reigne, 
Before whofe Glory I was great in Armes, 
This loathfome feoueftration haue I had ; 
And euen fince then, hath Rjtbard beene obfeur'd, 
Depriu'd of Honor and Inheritance. 
But now,the Arbitrator of Defpaircs, 
luft Death, kinde Vmpire of mens miferies. 
With fweet enlargement doth difmiflc me hence : 
I would his troubles likewife were cxpir'd, 
That fo he might recoucr what was luft. 

Enter Ricbard. 

Keeper. My Lord, your louing Nephew now is come. 

Mar. Ritbard Plantagtntt, my friend, is he come ? 

Ritb. I, Noble Vnckle.thus ignobly vs'd, 
Your Nephew,late defpifed Richard, comet. 

Mm. Direct mine Armes, I may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofome fpend my latter gafpe. 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly gtue one fainting Kifle. 
And now declare fweet Stem from Yer^ei great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of late thou wert defpis'd ? 
Ritb. Firft 
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Rich. Firft,leane thine aged Back againft mine Arme, 
And in that cafe, He tell thee my Difeafe. 
This day in argument vpon a Cafe, 
Some words there grcw'twixt Scmtrjet and me : 
Among which tearmes,he vs'd his lauifh tongue, 
And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 
Which obloquie fet barret before my tongue, 
Elfe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 
In honor of a true Plantagentt , 
And for Alliance fake, declare the caufe 
My Father,£arle of Cambridge.Ioft his Head. 

Mart. That caufe(faire Nephew) that imprifon'd me, 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, 
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pyne, 
Was curfed Instrument of his deceafc. 

Rich. Difcoucr more at large what caufe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueffe. 

Mert. I will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos'd his Nephew SJchard, Edwards Sonne, 
The firft begotten, and the lawful! Heire 
Of Edward King, the Third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reigne, the Ptrtiti of the North, 
Finding his Vfurpation moft vniuft, 
Endeuour'd my advancement to the Throne. 
The reafon mou'd thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was.for that ("young Richard thus remou'd, 
Leauing no Heire begotten of his Body) 
I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 
For by my Mother, I deriued am , 
From Lienei Duke of Clarence, third Sonne 
To King Edward the Third j whereas hee, 
From Ichn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyne. 
But marke : as in this haughtie great attempt, 
They laboured, to plant the rightfull Heire, 
I loft my Libertie, and they their Liues. 
Long after this, when Henry the Fife 
(Succeeding his Father Builingbroekf J did reigne } 
Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then dcriu'd 
From famous Edmund Langiey,D\i)te of Yorke, 
Marrying my Sifter, th.it thy Mother was ; 
Againe,in pitty of my hard diftreiTe, 
Leuied an Army, weening to redeeme, 
And haue inftall'd me in the Diademe : 
But as the reft.fo fell that Noble Earle, 
And was beheaded. Thus the cUfortimert, 
In whom the Title refted,were fuppreft. 

Rich. Of which, my Lord, your Honor is the hit. 

Mart. True; and thou feeft,that 1 no llTue haue, 
And that my fainting words doe warrant death: 
Thou art my Heirej the reft, I wifli thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy ftudious care. 

'RJcb.Thy graue admonishments preuayle with me: 
But yet me thinkes,my Fathers execution 
Was nothing leiTe then bloody Ty ranny. 

Men. With filence, Nephew, be thou pollitick, 
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafier, 
And like a Mountainc, not to be remou'd. 
But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence, 
As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a fetled place. 

Rich.O Vh'kle, would fotne part of my young yeeres 
Might but redeeme the paiTage of your Age. 
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Aferr.Thou do'ft then wrong me,as y flaughterer doth, 
Which giueth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne not,except thou forrow for my good, 
Onely giue order for my Funeral). 
And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes, 
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warrc. Dyes. 

Rich. And Peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule. 
In Prifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage, 
And like a Hcrmite ouer-paft thy dayes. 
Well, I will Iocke his Councell in my Breft, 
And what I doe imagine, let that reft. 
Keepers conuey him hence, and I my felfe 
Will fee his Buryall better then his Life. Exit. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of c&fortimer, 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Iniuiies, 
Which Samerjet hath offer'd to my Houfe, 
I doubt not, but with Honor to rcdrefTe. 
And therefore hafte I to the Parliament, 
Eyther to be reftored to my Blood, 
Or make my will th'aduantage of my good. Exit. 

Aftus Tertius. Scena 'Prima. 

Fleurijb. Enter Kmg t Exettr^Cltfier, Vmchefitr, Warwick^ 
Stmerjet t Suffolk, Richard Plantagtntt . Gkfier offers 
to put vf a BiihH'iBctxfier fnatches it, tear ts it. 
Winch. Com'ft thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly deuis'd? 
Humfrey of Glofter,if thou canft accufe, 
Or ought intend'ft to lay vnto my charge, 
Doe it without inucntion,fudden1y, 
As I with fudden,and extcmporall fpeech, 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obiclt. 
t7/».Prcfumptuous Pricft,this place cSmands my patiece, 
Or. thou fttould'ft findc thou haft dis-honor'd me. 
Thinke not, although in Writing I prcferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 
That therefore 1 haue forg'd,or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methode of my Penne. 
No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickednefle, 
Thy lewd, peftiferous, and dirtcntious prancks, 
As Tery Infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 
Fro ward by nature, Enemie to Peace, 
Lafciuiout, wanton, more then well befeemet 
A man of thy Profeffion,and Degree, 
And for thy Trecherie, what's more manifeft? 
In that thou layd'ft a Trap to take my Life, 
At well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were lifted, 
The King, thy Soueraigne, is not quite exempt 
From enuiout mallice of thy I welling heart. 

much. GMer,l doe defie thee. Lords vouchfafe 
To giue me hearing what I Hull reply. 
If I were couetous,ambitious,or peruerfe, 
As he will haue me : how am I fo poore ? 
Or how haps it, I feeke not to aduance 
Or rayfe my felfe? but keepc my wonted Calling. 
And for DifTention, who preferrcth Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok'd. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 
It is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke : 
It is becaufe no one ftiould fway but hee, 
No one, but hee, ftiould be about the King; 
And that engenders Thunder in bis breaft, 

1 And 
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And makes him rore ihcfe Accufjtions forth. 
•But he thill know I am as good. 

Gloil. As good? 
Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

iVtncb. I, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another* Throne? 

Gkfi. Am I not Proteaor.fawcie Prieft' 

Winch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 

Gkil. Yes, as an Out- law in a Caftlc kccpes, 
And vfeth it, to patronage his Theft. 

H r incb. Vnteucrent Ghctfier. 

Gkfi. Thou art reucrrnt, 
Touching thy Spiritual! Function, not thy Life. 

rVinsb. Rome fttall remedie this. 

}Varv. Roamc thither then. 
My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 

Som. I, fee the Bimop be n>>t ouer-borne: 
Me thinkes my Lord mould be Religious, 
And know the Office th it belongs tu fuch. 

War*. Me thinkes his Lord/hip mould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som. "Yes, when his holy State is toucht fo neerc. 

War*. State holy,or vnhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King? 

Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, 
Lead it be faid,bpeake Sirrha when you mould : 
Muft your bold Verdict enter ralke with Lords? 
Elfe would I hatle a fling at WlX tb efit r . 

King. Vnckles of Gkfier, *ni of fPincbeJItr, 
The fpec'ull Watch -men of our English Weale, 
I would prcuaylc, if Prayers might prcuayle, 
To ioyne your hearts in loue and amitic. 
Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
That two fuch Noble Peeres as ye mould iarre ? 
Beleeuc me,Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 
Ciuill diffention is a viperous Worme, 
That gnawes the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
A niyje vitbin, D'.vne with the 
Tavny-Coatt. 

King. What tumult's this ? 

fVatv. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Bifhops men. 

A nzyje againe 9 Stonei, Stones . 

Enter e^fahr. 
Maier. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pi try the Citic of London, pitty vs : 
The Bifhop.and the Duke of Clofters men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Haue fill'd their Pockets full of peeble ftones; 
And banding themfelues in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 
That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, 
And we, for feare,compeU'd to (hat our Shops. 

Enter in ikirmijb vritb bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you, on allegeance to our felfe, 
To hold your (laughtring hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray' Vnckle Gkfier mittigate this ftrife. 

1. Strung. Nay.if we be forbidden Stones, wee'le fall 
to it with our Teeth. 

Z.Seruing. Doe what ye dare, we are as refolute. 

Stynmfi) againe. 

Gkfi. You of my houfehold, leaue this peeuifh broyle, 
And fet this vnaceuftorn'd fight afidc. 



3. Serti. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
luft.and vpright; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Maieftie: 
And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fight, 
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes. 

1 .Srm. I, and the very parings of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead. 

'Begin againe. 

GkJI. Stay, (lay, I fays 
And if you loue me, as yon fay you doe, 
Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while. 

King. Oh, how this difcord doth afflict my Soule. 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheftcr, behold 
My fighes and teares, and will not once relent t 
Who mould be pittifull,if you be not i 
Or who mould ftudy to prefcrre a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delight in broyle* ? 

eVar*. Yeeld my Lord Protector, yee Id tVincbtfitT t 
Except you meane with obftinate repulfe 
To flay your Soueraigne.and deftroy the Realme. 
You fee what Mifchiefe.and what Murther too, 
Hath beenc enacted through yourenmitie: 
Then be at peace, except ye thirft for blood. 

Winch. He (hall fubmit, or I will ncucr yeeld. 

Gkfi. Companion on the King commands me ftoape, 
Or I would fee his heart out, ere the Prieft 
Should euer get that priailedge of me. 

fVart,. Behold my Lord of Winchefter.the Duke 
Hath baniftit moodic difcontented fury, 
As by his fmoothed Browes it doth appeare : 
Why looke you ftill fo fterne.and tragicall ? 

Gkfi. Here ITmebefier, I offer thee my Hand. 

King. Fie Vnckle 'Beauford, I haue heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a great and grieuous finne : 
And will not you maintaine the thing you teach ? 
But prouc a chiefe offendor in the fame. 

ff^arv. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath a kindly gyrd : 
For (name my Lord of Winchefter relent ; 
What.mall a Child inftruct you what to doe? 

IVineb. Well.Dukc of Glofter, I will yeeld to thee 
Loue for thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giuc. 

Gkfi. I, but I feare me with a hollow Heart. 
See here my Friends and louing Countreymen, 
This token fcrueth for a Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt our feluea.and all our followers: 
So helpe me God, as I diflcmble not. 

rVmeb. So helpe me God, as 1 intend it not. 

King. Oh louing Vnckle, kinde Duke of Glofter, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contract. 
Away my Matters, trouble rs no more. 
But ioyne in friendship, as your Lords haue done. 

i.Sern. Content, He to the Surgeons. 

a. Seru. And fo will I. 

3.&r». And I will fee what Phyfick the Tauernc af- 
fords. Exeunt. 

Wirsr. Accept this Scrowle, moft gracious Sooeraignr, 
Which in the Right of Richard TIantagenet, 
We doe exhibite to your Maieftie. 

GVe.Well vrg'd.my Lord of Warwick : for fweet Prince, 
And if your Grace marke euery circumftance, 
You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occasions 
At Eltam Place I told your Maieftie. 

King. And 
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King. And thofe occafions,Vncklc, wcie of force : 
Therefore my louing Lords,our plcafure it, 
That Richard be rcftored to hi* BUod. 

Watw. Let Richer J be relWcd Co his Blood, 
So flull hit Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. 

Winch. At will the reft,fo willeth Wmebtflcr. 

King. If Richard will be true, not that all alone, 
But all the whole Inheritance I giue, . 
That doth belong vnto the Houfc of farfy. 
From whence you fpring, by Lineall Defcent. 

Rich. Thy humble leruant vowel obedience, 
And humble (cruicc,tiK the point of death. 

King. Stoope then, and fct your Knee againft my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that dutie done, 
I gyrt thee with the valiant Sword of Tariff ; 
Rife Richard,\\ke a true Plantagenet, 
And rife created Princely Duke of Ytrkf. 

Rich. And fo thriue Richard, is thy foes may fail, 
And at my dutie fprings, fo perifli they, 
That grudge one thought againA your Maiefty. 
All. Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of Torkf. 

Som. Perifli bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorkf. 

Glcfl. Now will it beft auaile your Maieftie, 
To crolTc the Seas,and to be Crown 'd in France t 
The prefence of a King engenders loue 
Amongft hit Subiec"h,and hit loyall Friends, 
At it dif-animates hit Enemies. 

King. When Glider fayes the word, King Henry goet, 
For friendly counfaile cuts orT many Foci. 

GUfl. Your Shipt alreadie are in readinciTc. 

Send. Flourijb. Exeunt. 

Manet Exeter. 
Exct. I, we may march in £ngland,or in France, 
Not feeing what it likely to enfuci 
This late diflention growne betwixt the Peercs, 

1 Burnet voder fained afliesof forg'd loue, 
And will at laft breake out into a name, 
At feftred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and flefli and iinewes fall away, 
So will thit bafe and enuiout difcord breed. 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
Which in the time of Henry, nam'd the Fift, 
Wat in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth fltould winne all, 
And Henry borne at Windfor,loofe all : 

! Which is fo plaine, that Exeter doth wirti, 
His dayes may finifh, ere that haplefle time. Exit. 



Scana Secunda. 



Enter Pucell difguis'd, with femrt Souldkn with 
Sac\t vpon their backs. 
Pucell. Thefe are the Citie Gate*, the Catet of Roan, 
Through which oor Pollicy muft make a breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talke like the vulgar fort of Market men, 
That come to gather Money for their Corne. 
If we haue entrance, as I hope we flull, 
And that we finde the flouthfull Watch but weake, 
He by a figne giue notice to our friendt, 
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 



441 



ScuUier. Our Sacks foil be a meane to fack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 
Therefore wce'le knock. Kccc{. 

Watch. Chela. 

Pucell. Peajauns la pouure tent dt Fraunce, 
Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne. 

Watch. Enter, goe in, the Market Bell it rung. 

Pucell. Now Roan, lie /hake thy Butwarkes to the 
ground. Exeunt. 

Enter Charles, Bjftard, Alanj'on. 

Charles. Saint Dtnr.it blcuc this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wce'Ic fleepc fecure in Roan. 

Baflard. Here entrcd Pucell, and her Praclifanl* : 
Now (he it there, how will flic fpecifie? 
Here it the beft and fafeft partake in. 

Reig. By thruiling out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern'd,lhcwet that her meaning is, 
No way to that(for wcaknclTc I which die entrcd. 
Enter Pucell or. the tJp,thruflmg tut a 
Tutch burning. 

Pucell. Behold, thU is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyneth Roan vnto her Coun trey men, 
But burning fatal! to the Talbonitts. 

<Baflard. See Noble Charlet the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ltands. 

Qharlet. Now (nine it like a Commet of Reuenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Heig. Defene no rime.dclaye* haue dangerout endt, 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, 
And then doe execution on the Watch. Alatum. 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excwjkn. 
Talb. France, thou flu It rue thit Treafon with thy Icarcs, 
If 'Talbot but furuiue thy Trechcrie. 
Pucell that Witch, that damned SorcerelTe, 
Hath wTought this Hcllifh Mifchicfe vnawares, 
That hardly we efcap't the Pride of France. Exit. 
An Alarum i Excurflms. Bedford brought 
in Stfy in a Chayre. 

Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within, Pucell, 
CbarIti,Bafljrd^nd Reigncir on the Walls. 
Pucell. God morrow Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will fart, 
Before hee'le buy againe at fuch a rate. 
*Twat full of Darnell : doe you like the tafte ? 

Burg. Scoffc on vile Fiend, and ftumclcflc Curtizan, 
I truft ere long to choake thee with thine owne, 
And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Corne. 

Charles. Your Grace may ftaruc (perhaps) before that 
time. 

Bed/. Oh let no words, but deedes,reuenge this Trea- 
fon. 

Tuctll. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Within a Chayre. 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompaft'd with thy luftfull Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt hit valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardife a man halfe dead? 
Damfell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe, 
Or elfe let Talbot perifli with thit flume. 

Pucell. An ye fo hot, Sir: yet Puctll hold thy peace, 
If Talbct doe but Thunder, Rainc will follow. 

They whij/er together in teunftll. 
God fpeed the Parliament: who dull be the Speaker *. 

I a Tatt.Dare 
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Talk. Dare yee come forth, and meet vs in the field ? 

Puctll. Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for footcs, 
To try if that our owne be our*, or no. 

Tali. I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate, 
But vnto thee AlanJ'on, and the reft. 
Will ye, like Sou ldiors, come and fight it out ? 

Alan}. Seignior no. 

Tali. Seignior hang: bafe Muletert of France, 
Like Pcfant foot-Boycs doe they keepe the Walls, 
And dare not take vp Armes, like Gentlemen. 

Puttll. Away Captainei, let's get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goadnefle by his Lookes. 
God b'uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from tbt fVallt. 

Tali. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or elfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. 
Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy Houfc, 
Prick* on by publike Wrongs fuftain'd in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe,or dye. 
And I, at fure as Englifti Htnry Hues, 
And as his Father here was Conqueror; 
As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 
Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; 
So fure I fwrare.to get the Towne,or dye. 

'Burg. My Vowes are cquall partners with thy 
Vowes. 

Tali. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will beftow you in fome better place, 
Fitter for ficknefl*e,and for crafie age. 

Btdf. Lord Talbot, doe not fo dishonour me : 
Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

'Burg. Couragious 'Bedford, let vs now perfwade you. 

'Btdf. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read, 
That ftout Pendragon,\n his Litter fick, 
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes. 
Me thinkes I (hould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe 1 euer found them as my felfe. 

Tali. Vndauntcd fpirit in a dying breaft, 
Then be it fo : Hcauens keepe old Bedford fafe. 
And now no more adoe, braue 'Burgonie, 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
And fct vpon our boafting Enemie. Exit. 

tAn Alarum : Ex cur font. Enter Sir loin 
Falftaffe, and a Captain*. 

Capt. Whither away Sir loin Falftafft,in fuch hafte? 
Falft. Whither away ? to faue my felfe by flight, 
We are like to haue the oucrthrow againe. 

Capt. Whit? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talbot* 
Falft. I, all the Talbots in the World, to faue my life. 

Exit. 

dpt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 

Retreat. Excurfont. Pucell, Alan/en, and 
Charles ftyt. 

'Bedf. Now quiet Soule,depart when Heauen pleafe, 
For 1 haue fecne our Enemies oucrthrow. 
What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their fcofl'es, 
I Are glad and faine by flight to faue themfclues. 

Bedford dyei,and is tarrjed in ty tno in bit Cbaire. 

I . 



An Alarum. Enter Talbot , Bur genii, and 
the reft. 

Tali. Loft, and recouered in a day againe, 
This it a double Honor, Burgonie: 
Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vidorie. 

'Burg. Warlike and Martial! Talbot, Burgonie 
Inflirines thee in his heart, and there eredto 
Thy noble Deedt,as Valors Monuments. 

Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Pueel now i 
I thinke her old Familiar is adecpe. 

Now where's the Baftardt braues,and Qbarln his glikes t 

What all amort? Roan hangs her head for grtefe, 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled. 

Now will we take fome order in the Towne, 

Placing therein fome expert Officers, * 

And then depart to Parit, to the King, 

For there young Henry with hit Nobles lye. 

Burg. What wills Lord T*/rW,plcafeth Burgonie. 

Tali. But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
Bat fee his Exequies fulfill'd in Roan. 
A brauer Souldier neuer couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court. 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die, 
For that's the end of humane miferie. Ejeemnt. 



Sceena Tertia. 



Enter Charles, Baftard,Alanfon,Tut*ll. 

Pueell. Difmay not (Princes^ at this accident, 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo recouered : 
Care is no cure, but rather corrofiue, 
For things that are not to be rcmcdy'd. 
Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while, 
And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle, 
Wce'le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul'd. 

Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 
One fudden Foyle Hull neuer breed diftruft. 

Baflard. Search out thy wit for fee ret polliciea, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. Wee'le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee reuerenc't like a blefled Saint. 
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good. 

TueeU.Tbcn thus it muft be, this doth loan* deuife : 
By Lire perfwafions. mixt with fugred words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue die Talbot, and to follow vt. 

Cbarlet. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryet Warriors, 
Nor flsould that Nation boaft it fo with vs, 
But be extirped from our Prouinces. 

Alanf. lot euer ftiould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not haue Title of an Earlcdome here. 

Tute/J. Your Honor* (hall perceiue how 1 will worlce, 
To bring this matter to the willed end. 

'Drum me founds a farre off. 
Hearke.by the found of Drumme you may perceiue 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. . 

Here found an Engli/h Marcb. 
There goes the Talbot,w\th his Colours ipred, 
And all the Troupes of Englifh after him. 

French 
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Freneb March. 
Now in the Rereward comet the Duke and his : 
Fortune in fauor makes him laggc behinde. 
Summon a Farley, we will talke with him. 

Trumfttt Jeund a Parity. 
Cbarltt. A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 
'Burg. Who craues a Parley with the Burgonie ? 
Puetll. The Princely £iwr/« of France, thy Countrey- 



< B»rg. What fay'ft thou Cbarltt t for I am marching 
hence. 

Charles. Speake Puetll, and enchaunt him with thy 
words. 

Puetll. Braue 'Burgunit, vndoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid fpcake to thee. 

Vlurg. Speake on, but be not ouer-tedious. 

Puetll. Lookc on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Townes defac't, 
By wafting Ruine of the cruell Foe, 
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes. 
See, fee the pining Maladic of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Breft. 
Oh turne thy edged Sword another way, 
Strike thofe that hurt,and hurt not thofe that helpe : 
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
Should grieue thee more then ftreames of fbrraine gore. 
Returne thee therefore with a Aoud of Teares, 
And wafli away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 

'Burg. Either me hath bewitcht me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 

iVr//.Befides,all French and France exclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawful I Progenie. 
Who ioyn'ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft thee, but for profits fake? 
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 
And fafhion'd thee that Inftrument of III, 
Who then, but Engl fh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 
Call we to minde,and marke but this for proofe: 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ' 
And was he not in England Pri Toner i 
But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
They fet him free, without his Ranfome pay'd, 
In fpight ofBurgon'tt and all his friend*. 
See then, thou fight'ft againft thy Countreymen, 
And ioyn'ft with them will be thy fiaughter-men. 
Come, come, returne ; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Cbarltt and the reft will take thee in their annes. 

'Burg. I am ranquilhed : 
Thefe haughrie wordes of hers 
Haue batt'red me like roaring Cannon-mot, 
And made me almoft yeeld vpon my knees. 
Forgiue me Countrey, and fwcet Countreymen : 
And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace. 
My Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 
So farwell T..\7»,r,lle no longer truft thee. 

Puetll. Done like a Frenchman : turne and turne a- 
gaine. 

Cbarltt. Welcome braue Duke, thy friendfliip makes 
vs frefh. 

'Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Brcafts. 

Alan/. Puetll hath brauely play'd her part in this, 
And doth deferue a Coronet of Gold. 
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Cbarltt. Now let vs on, my Lords, 
And ioyne our Powers, 
And feeke how we may preiudice the Foe. 



Extunt. 



Sarna Quarta. 



Enttr tbt King ,Gl^eefier t rJ^ncbtfltr,^^, Suffolk, 
Somtrfit, rVarwic^t, Extttr 1 T» tbtm, with 
bu &,u/dicrt, Talbct. 

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme, 
I haue a while giuen Truce vnto my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Soucraigne. 
In ftgnc whereof, this Arme,that hath rcclaym'd 
To your obedience, fiftie Fortrefles, 
Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befide fiue hundred Prifonen of efteemej 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneffe feet : 
And with fubmifliue loyaltie of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 
Firft to my God, and next vnto your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbet, Vnckle Gltuetfttr, 
That hath fo long beene refident in France ? 

GliR. Yes, if it pi rale your Maieftie,my Liege. 

King. Welcome braue Captaine,and victorious Lordi 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 
I doe remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword. 
Long fince we were refolued of your truth, 
Your faithfoll feruice.and your toyle in Warre 1 
Yet neuer haue you tailed our Reward, 
Or beene reguerdon'd with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe till now, we neuer (aw your face. 
Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good delcrta, 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation take your place. 

Sent I. FUuriJb. Extunt. 

Vtrnsm and BiJJit. 

Vtrn. Now Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke 
Dar'ft thou maintaine the former words thou fpak'ft ? 

Baff. Yes Sir. as well at you dare patronage 
The enuious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft my Lord the Duke of Sonwrfet. 



Vtrn. Sirrha, tby Lord I honour as he is. 

'Baff. Why, what is he? as good a man as Tor^e. 

Vtrn. Hearke ye: not fo : in witnelTc take ye that. 

Strifytbtm. 

'Baff. Villaine , thou knoweft 
The Law of Armet is Inch, 
That who fo drawes a Sword, 'tis prefent death, 
Or elfe this Blow mould broach thy < 
But He vnto his Maieftie, and craoe, 
I may haue libcrtie to venge this Wrong, 
When thou fhalt fee, lie meet thee to thy coft. 

Vtrn. Well mifcreant, He be there as foone as you, 
And after 




Enttr 
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Attus Quartus. Scena^rima. 



Enter King, Gloctfier, tt'incbefier, Yorl^e, Suffolk, Semer- 

Jet, tVarw'ttkfy Talbot, aid G-juerntr Exeltr. 

Git. Lord Bifhop fee the Crowne vpon his head. 

Win. God faue King Henry of that name the fixt. 

Git. Now Goucrnour of Paris take your oath, 
That you eleel no other King but him; 
Efteeme none Friend*, but fuch as are hi* Friends, 
And none your Foe*, but fuch as mall pretend 
Malicious pradifes againft his State : 
This Hull ye d >, fo hctpe you righteous God. 

£ir/rr Falftaffe. 

Fat. My gracious Soueraigne,as 1 rode from Calicc, 
To hafte vnto your Coronation : 
A Letter was deliuer'd to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th 'Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd ( bafe Knight) when I did meete the next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Craucns leggc, 
Which 1 haue done, becaufe ( vn worthily ) 
Thou was't inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and the reft : 
This Daftard, at the battell of Poiflien, 
When (but in all) I was fixe thoufand ftrong, 
And that the French were almoft ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a rtroke was giuen, 
Like to a truftie Squire, did run away. 
In which alTault, we loft twelue hundred men. 
My felfe, and diuert Gentlemen beiide, 
Were thetc furpriz'd, and taken prifonm. 
Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amine : 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or not 

Glo. To fay the truth, this f*Ck was infamous, 
And ill befeeming any common man ; 
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firft this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth ; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughtie Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the wanes : 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for DiftrelTe, 
But alwayes refolute, in mod extreames. 
He then, that is not furniih'd in this fort, 
Doth but vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And mould (if I were worthy to be Iudge) 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, 
That doth prefume to boeft of Gentle blood. 

K. Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ft thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thou that was't a knight : 
Henceforth we banifh thee on paine of death. 
And now Lord Protector, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vnckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 
his Stile ? 

No more but plaine and bluntly ? {To the King.) 
Hath he forgot he it hi* Soucraigne ? 
Or doth this churlifh Superscription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ' 
What's heere ? / ban* vfon rjbeeiall ceuje, 
eXftw'd »itb ttmpaffton of my Countriet wraefy, 
Together with the fxttifull etmplamtt 



Ofjuebeuytur 
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Forfal$en yiur pernitioui Faflion, 
And hynd viib Charles, the rigbtfull fyng of Fr t 

0 monftrous Treachery : Can this be fo ? 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes, 

There mould be found fuch fat/e dilTcmbling guile? 

King. What? doth my Vnckle Burgundy reuolt? 

Git. He doth my Lord, and is become your foe. 

Kmg. It that the word this Letter doth contains ? 

Git. It it the word, and all (my Lord) he writes. 

King.V/hy then Lord Talbot there fha I talk with him, 
And giue him chafticement for thit abufe. 
How lay you (my Lord) are you not content? 

Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: But y I am 

1 (hould haue begg'd 1 might haue bene cmployd. 

King. Then gather ftrength, and march vnto him 
ftraight : 

Let him perceiue how ill we brooke hit Trcafon, 
And what offence it is to flout hit Friends. 

Tal. I go my Lord, in heart defiring ftill 
You may behold confufion of your foes. 

Enter V trntn and 'BaJJit. 

Ver. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soueraigne. 

HaJ. And me (my Lord ) grant me the Combate 

Tor(e. This is my Seruant, heare him Noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine (fwect Henry) fauour him. 

King. Be patient Lords, and giue them leaue to fpeak . 
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Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclainve, 
And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with whom f 

Ver. With him (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 

Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 

King. What it that wrong, wherof you both complain 
Firft let me know, and then He anfwer you. 

Haj. Crofting the Sea, from England into France, 
Thit Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe I weare, 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaue* 
Did reprefent my Maflers blufning cheekct: 
When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
About a certaine queftion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
With other vile and ignominious tearmet. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthineflc, 
I craue the benefit of Law of Armet. 

Ver. And that is my petition ( Noble Lord:) 
For though he feeme with forged queint conceite 
To fet a glofle vpon his bold intent, 
Yet knowfmy Lord) I was prouok'd by him, 
And he firft tooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the palenefle of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintnefTe of my Maftert heart. 

Ttrkf. Will not this malice Somerfct be left ? 

&m. Your priuate grudge my Lord of York.wil out, 
Though ne're fo cunningly you (mother it. 

Kirg. Good Lord, what maduefle rule* in braine- 
ftcke men, 
When for fo flighr and friuolou* a caufe, 
Such factious simulations mall arife ? 
Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfct, 
Quiet your felue*(I pray) and be at peace. 

Itrbj. Let this diflention firft be tried by fight, 
And then your Highnefle (hall command a Peace. 

Sem. The quarrcll toucheth none but v» alone, 
Betwixt our felue* let v* decide it then. 

Vor^e. There it my pledge, accept it Somerfct. 

Ver. Nay , let it reft where it began at firft. 

9t»jf 
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V^Jf. Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo. Confiime it fo > Confounded be your ftrife, 
And periiiS ye with your audacious prate, 
Prrfumptuous vaiTals, are you not alham'd 
With this immodeft clamorous outrage, 
To trouble and difturbe the King, and V* i 
And you my Lords, me thinkes you do not well 
To beare with their peruerfe Obieclions : 
Much leffe to take occafion from their mouthes, 
To raife a mutiny betwixt your felues. 
Let me pcrfwade you take a better courfe. 

Ex<r. It greeuet his HighnetTe, 
Good my Lords, be Friends. 

Kixr. Come hither you that would be Combatants : 
j Henceforth I charge you, ai you loue our fauour, 
; Quite to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. 
: And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 
in France, amongit a fickle wauering Nation : 
If they perceyue difTention in our lookes, 
And that within our felues we difagrec ; 
How will their grudging ftomackes be prouok'd 
To wilfuil Difobedience, and Rebell ? 
Defide, What infamy will there arife, 
When Forraigne Princes mall be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Htnnti Peeres, and cheefe Nobility, 
Deftroy'd themfelues, and loft the Rejlme of France ? 
Oh thinke vpon the Conqueft of my Father, 
My tender yeares, and let ys not forgo* 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Vmper in this doubtful! ftrifc : 
1 fee no reafon if I weare thh Rofe, 
That any one mould therefore be fufpitious 
I more incline to Somerfet, than Yorket 
Both are my kinlmen, and I loue them both. 
As well they may vpbray'd me with roy Crowne, 
Becaufc(forfo©thJ the King of Scots is Crown'd. 
But your difcrctions better can perfwade, 
Then I am able to inftruQ or teach t 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
So let vs ftill continue peace, and loue. 
Colin of Yorke, we inftitute your Grace 
To be our Regent in thefe parti of France : 
And good my Lord of Somerfet, vnite 
Your Troopes of horlemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true Subiecls, fonnetof your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefully together, and digeft 
Your angry Choller on your Enemies. 
Our Selfe, my Lord Protector, and the reft, 
After fome refpit, will rcturne to Calice ; 
From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
To be prefented by your Victories, 
With Cbarkt, Alan\on y and that Traiterous rout. 

Exeunt, tfltantt Yorif^am'u^Extttr^Vtrnon. 

War. My Lord of Yorke, I promife you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 

Ytr\t. And fo he did, but yet I like it not, 
In that he weares the badge of Somerfet. 

HW. Tuftt, that was but his ftneie, blame him not, 
I dare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme. 

Ycr{. And if I wilh he did. But let it reft, 
Other affayrcs muft now be managed. Errant. 
Fleurijh. Manet Exeter. 

Exit. Well didft thou HicbarJ to fupprcfTe thy voice ! 
For had the paflions of thy heart butft out, 
I fcare we fliould haue feene decipher'd there 
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More rancorous fpight, more furious raging broyles, 

Then yet can be imagin'd or fuppos'd s 

But howfoere, no simple man that fees 

This iarring difcord of Nobilitie, 

This mouldering of each other in the Court, 

This faflious bandying of their Fauourites, 

But that it doth prefage fome ill euent. 

Tis much, when Scepters are in Children! hands : 

But more, when Enuy breeds vn kinde deuifion, 

There comes the mine, there begins conrufion. Exit. 

Enttr Talbtt mfltft Trumfe and Dmmmt, 
before Burdeaux. 

Talb. Go to the Gates of Burdeau* Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generall vnto the Wall. Sonndt. 

Enttr (jenerall ahft. 
Englim hbn T#/*6/(Captaincs) call you forth, 
Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your Cifa'e Gates, 
Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours, 
And do him homage as obedient Subiefh, 
And lie withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne vpon this profFcr'd Peace, 
You tempt the fory of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth, 
Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-bnuing Towers, 
If you forfake the offer of their loue. 

Caf>. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody fcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 
On vs thou canft not enter but by death ! 
For I proteft we arc well fortified, 
And ftrong enough to ilTue out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee. 
On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; 
And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefl'e, 
But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle, 
And pale deAru&ion meets thee in the face : 
Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament, 
To ryue their dangerous Artillerie 
Vpon no Chriftian foule but Enplifli Talbot: 
Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man 
Of an inuincible vnconqucr'd spirit : 
This is the lateft Glorie of thy praife, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 
For ere the GlafTe that now begins to runne, 
Finilh the procefle of his fandy houre, 
Thefe eyes that lee thee now well coloured, 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

Drum a farn off. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 

Sings heauy Muficke to thy timorous foule, 

And mine mall ring thy dire departure out. Exit 

Tal. He Fables not, 1 heare the ertcmie : 
Out fome light Horfcmen, and pcrufc their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlelTe Difcipline, 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale t 
A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 
Mai'd with a yelping kennell of French Curre*. 
If we be Englifh Deere, be then in blood, 
Not Ratcall-like to fall downe with a pinch, 
But rather moodic mad : And defperate Stagges, 

Turne 
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Turnc on the bloody Houndi with head* of Steele, 
And make the Cowards (land aloofc at bay : 
Sell cuery man his life as deere as mine, 
And they fh ill finde drere Deere of vs my Friends. 
God, and S. Qtorge, Talbot and England* right, 
Prolper our Colours in this <" 



Enter a eAfeJfengtr that mtttl Tor^e. Enttr Yorly 
with Trumpet, and many Soldiers. 



Ycr^e. Are not the fpeedy teout* return'd 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin f 

MtJT. They are return'd my Lord, and giue it out, 
That he is march'd to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot as he march'd along. 
By your efpyalt were difcouered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which ioyn'd with him, and made their march for 

(Burdeaux 

>" rzr. A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfet, 
That thus dclayes my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. 
Renowned Talbot doth expel* my ayde, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier: 
God comfort him in this neceffity : 
If he mifcarry, farewell Warreain France. 

Enter another Mtffenger. 
x.Mif. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifla flrength, 
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France, 
Spurre to the refcue of the Noble Talbit, 
Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim dcftruction : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Elfe farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 

Yor{e. O God, that Somerfet who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbtti place, 
So mould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire,and wrathful! fory make* me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remifle Traitors (leepe. 
r'Utj, O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 

He dies, we loofc : I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofc, they dayly get, 
All long of thi* vile Traitor Somerfet. 

&fef. Then God take mercy on braue Tatbctt foule, 
And on his Sonne yong Iobn, who two houret fince, 
I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father; 
This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee hi* fonne, 
And now they meete where both their liue* an 

Torfy. Ala*, what ioy mail noble Talbot haue, 
To bid hi* yong fonne welcome to hi* Graue : 
Away, vexation almoft ftopprs my breath, 
That fundred friends greete in the hourc of death. 
Lueie farewell, no more my fortune can, 
But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 
Maine, Bloyt, Ttjtiert, and Tcuret, are wonne away, 
Long all of Somerfet, and hi* delay. Exit 

Mef. Thut while the Vulture of fedition, 
Feede* in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleclion doth betray to loiTe : 
The Conqucft of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 
That euer-liuing man of Mcmorie, 
Henrie the fift : Whiles they each other crone, 
Liue*, Honours, Land*, and all, hurrie to loflc. 



Enter Somerfet with bit Armie. 



Som. It is too late, I cannot fend 
Thi* expedition wa* by Tort^e and Talbot, 
Too rashly plotted. All our generall force, 
Might with a fally of the very Towne 
Be buckled with : the oucr-daring Talbot 
Hath fullicd all hi* glofle of former Honor 
By thi* vnhcedfuil, defperatc, wilde aduenture : 
Yorly fet him on to fight, and dye in flume, 
That Talbot dead, great might bearc the name. 

Cap. Heere is Sir Wtlltam Lueie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 

Som. How now Sir William, whether were you Tent * 

Lu. Whether my Lord, from bought Sc fold \~.Talbtt, 
Who ring'd about with bold aduerfitie, 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfet, 
To beate atTayling death from hi* weake Regions, 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 
Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wearied limbc*, 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue, 
You hit falfe hope*, the truft of England* honor, 
Kecpe off aloofe with worthleffe emulation : 
Let not your priuate difcord kecpe away 
The leuied fuccour* that mould lend him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeeld vp hi* life vnto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baflard, Cbarltt, 'Burgundte, 
jiiatijsn, Riignard, compaflc him about, 
And Talbot periflicth by your default. 

Som. Yorke fet him on, Yorke would haue fent him 
ayde. 

Luc. And Yorke a* faft vpon your Grace cxclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold hi* leuied hoait, 
Collected for thi* expidition. 

Som. York lyes : He might haue fent, Ic had the Horfe: 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefle Loue, 
And take foule fcorne to fawne on him by fending. 

Lu. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot i 
Neuer to England fiiall he beare his life, 
But dies betraid to fortune by your itrifie. 

6am. Come go, I will difpatch the Horfemen strait : 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 

Lu. Too late come* refcue, he it tane or fl-iine, 
For flye he could not, if he would haue fled : 
And fiye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu. 

Lu. Hi» Fame liue* in the world . Hi* Shame in you. 



Talbti and im Stnnt. 



Tal. O yong Iobn Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftxatagem* of Warre, 
That Talbtti name might be in thee reuiu'd, 
When fapleffe Age, and weake vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to hi* drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starre*, 
Now thou art come vnto a Feall of death, 
A rerrible and vnauoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwiftcft horfe, 
And lie direct thee how thou flialt efcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 

Iobn. Is my name Talbot f and am I your Sonne? 



Shall 
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And (hall I Aye ? O, if you loue my Mother) 
Di (honor not her Honorable Name, 
To make a Ballard, and a Slaue of me l 
The World will fiy.he is not Talbeti blood, 
That bafely fled, when Noble Talht flood. 

Talb. Flye, to reuenge my death, if I be flaine. 

lebu. He that flyes lo,will ne're returne againe. 

Talb. If we both ftay, we both are fure to dye. 

M». Then let me <tay,and Father doe you flye : 
Your lofle it great, fo your regard fliould be ; 
My worth vntcnowne.no loffe is knowne in me. 
Vpon my death, the French can little boaft; 
In yours they will,in you all hope* are loft. 
Flight cannot ftayne the Honor you haue wonne, 
But mine it will, that no Exploit haue done. 
You fled for Vantage, euery one will fwcare : 
But if I bow, they Me lay it was for feare. 
There i« no hope that eucr I will ftay, 
If the firft howre I fhrinke and run away : 
Here on my knee 1 begge Morulitie, 
Rather then Life,pref<ru'd with In ramie. 

Tali. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe ? 

lot*. I. rather then He flume my Mothers Wombe. 

Talb. Vpon my Blefling I command thee goe. 

John. To fight I will, but not to flye the Foe. 

Talb. Part of thy Father may be fau'd in thee. 

lobn. No part of him, but will be fliamc in mee. 

Talb. Thou neuer hadft Renowne, nor canft not lofe it. 

Jehu. Yes, your renowned Name: (hall flight abufe it? 

Tatb.Thy Fathers charge fhal cleare thee from $ ftaine. 

Ubn. You cannot witneffc for me, being flaine. 
If Death be fo apparant,then both flye. 

Talb. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye < 
My Age was neuer tainted with fuch flume. 

lobn. And (hail my Youth be guiltie of fuch blame* 
No more can I be feuered from your fide, 
Then can your felfc,your felfe in twaine diuide: 
Stay,goe,doe what you will, the like doe I ; 
For liue 1 will not.if my Father dye. 

Talb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, fide by fide, together liue and dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Sxit. 

Alarum : Excurfieni, vbert'm Talbott Sonne 
u bemm'd about , and Talbet 
rtfaut bim. 

Talb. Saint Onnt,Uki Viflory; fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is lebn Talbot! nawfe.and take thy breath, 
I gaue thee Life, and refcu'd thee from Death. 

Itbn. O twice my Father, twice im I thy Sonne : 
The Life thou gau'ft me fir it, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gau'ft new date, 

TaM.When fi5 the Do/pbim Creft thy Sword (truck fire, 
It warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold-fac't Vi&orie. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken'd with Youthfull Spleene, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe Alanfen, Orltanct fBurptndit , 
And from the Pride of Gallia refcued thee. 
The irefull Baftard Orleance, that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firft fight, I foone encountred, 
And interchanging blowei,! quickly (hed 
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Some of his Baftard blood, and in difgrace 

Befpoke him thus : Contaminated, bafe, 

And mis-begotten blood, I fpill of thine, 

Meane and right poore, for that pure blood of mine, 

Which thou didft force from Ta/bet,my braue Boy. 

Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 

Came in ftrong refcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 

Art thou not wearie.Aiw? How do'ft thou fire? 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Battai»e,Boy,and flie, 

Now thou art feal'd the Sonne of Chiualrie ? 

Flye, to reucnge my death w hen I am dead, 

The helpe of one ftands me in little Head. 

Oh, too much folly is it, well 1 wot, 

To hazard all our liues in one (mall Boat. 

If I to day dye not with Frcnchmens Rage, 

To morrow 1 lhall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gaine, and if 1 ftay, 

*Tis but the (hortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houfrholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth, and Englands Fame: 

All thefe,and morr,wc hazard by thy ftay; 

All thefe are fau'd, if thou wilt flye away. 

lobn. The Sword of Orleante hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a flume, 
To faue a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye, 
The Coward Korfe that beares me, fall and dye : 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
To be Sh antes fcorne,and lubicdl of Mifchance. 
Surely, by all the Glorie you haue wonne, 
And if I flye, I am not Talbeti Sonne. 
Then talke no more offlight.it is no boot, 
If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbeti foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp'rate Syre of Creet, 
Thou /ran*, thy Life to me is fwert : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide, 
And commendable prou'd, let's dye in pride. Exit. 

^Alarum. ExcurStni. Eater eld 
Talbot ltd. 

'Talb. Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 
O, where 's young Talbot t where is valiant lobn ? 
Triumphant Death, fmear'd with Captiuitie, 
Young Talbeti Valour makes me fmile at thee. 
When he perceiu'd me Ihrinke, and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Swotd he brandiflit oucr mee, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant flood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflTayl'd of none, 
Diszie-ey'd Furie,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French : 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 
My /rarsM.my BlofTome.in his pride. 

Eater witb John Talbot, born*. 
Seru.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne is borne. 
7W.Thou antique Death, which laugh'ft vs here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy infulting Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpctuitie, 
Two Talbeti winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy defpight (hall fcape Morulitie. 
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0 thou whofc wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yecld thy breath, 
Braue death by (peaking, whither he will or no : 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he fmilet, me thinket, at who Ihould fay, 

Had Death bene French, then Deith had dyed to day. 

Come, come, and lay him in hi* Fathers armes, 

My fpirit can no longer beare thele harmes. 

Souldicrs adieu : I haue what J would haue, 

Now my old armes are yong John Talbttt graue. Dyet 

Enter £W«, A!a*hn, 'Burgundit, Baftard, 
and Putell. 

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfct brought refcue in, 
We Ihould haue found a bloody day of this. 

Baft. How the y»ng whelpe of Talhots raging wood, 
Did flclri his punie-fword in Fienchmens blood. 

Puc. Once I encountred him, and thus 1 laid : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquilht by a Maide. 
But with a proud Maicfticall high fcorne 
He anfwcr'd thus : Yong Taihat was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench: 
So ru thing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtleflc be would haue made a noble Knight : 
See where he lyes inberced in the armes 
Of the mod bloody NurlTcr of his harmes. 

'Baft. Hew tbem to peeces,hack their bones atTunder, 
Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Char. Oh no forbeare : For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 
Enter Lucie. 

Lu. Herald, conduct me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Char. On what fubmifliue rr.eflage art thou lent? 

Lucy. Submiflion Dolphin? Tis a metre French wordi 
We Eogliih Warriours wot not what it meane*. 

1 come to know what Prifoncrs thou haft tane, 
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek'ft ? 

Luc. But where's the gTeat Alcides of the field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury 1 
Created for his rare fuccefle in Armes, 
Great Earle of Wa/bford, ffeterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Goodrigmi Vr chinptld, 
Lord Strange of Bloc latere, Lord Verdtn of Alton, 
Lord f>c«w// of Wiugefitld, Lord Furniunli of Sbeffeild, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. tMiehael, and the Golden Fleece, 
Great Marfliall to Henry tbe fixt, 
Of all his Warrcs within the Realme of France. 

Puc. Heere's a filly ftately (tile indeede : 
The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not fo tedious a Stile as this. 
Him that thou magnifi'ft with all thefe Titles, 
Stinking and fly.blowne ly« hrete at our feete. 

Lucy. Is Talbot dainc, the Preachment only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror, and blackc Nemefii? 
Oh were mine eye-bailes into Bullets turn 'J, 
That I in rage might (hoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Were but his Picture left amongft you here, 



It would amaze the prowdeft of you all. 

Giue me their Bodyct,tbat J may beare tbem be nee, 

And giue them Buriall,as befeemea their worth. 

Pucel. I thinke this rpitarc is old Talbttt Ghoft, 
He fpeakes with fuch a proud commanding lpirit : 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to kcepc tbem here, 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayte. 

Char. Go take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, lie beare tbem hence:but from their aibea /ha] 
be reard 

A Phcenix that Hull make all France aflear'd. 

Cher. So we be rid of them, do with him what y wilt. 
And now to Paris in this conquering raine, 
All will be ours, now bloody Kribfj flame. Exit. 



Scena fecund a. 



SENNET. 
Enter King, (jkccfttr, mud Exeter. 

King. Haue you perus'd the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack ? 

git. I bauc my Lord, and their intent it thia, 
Tbcy humbly fue vnto your Excellence, 
To haue a godly peace concluded of, 
Betweene the Realmet of England, and of France. 

King. How doth your Grace affect their motion ? 

Gio. Well (my good Lord ) and at the only ra canes 
To (top c trillion of our Chriftian blood, 
And ftabli(h quietnefle on euery fide. 

King. I marry Vncklc, for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall, 
That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 
Should reigne among Profeflort of one Faith. 

Gio. Betide my Lord, the fooner to effect, 
And furer binde this knot of amitie, 
The Earle of Arminacke neerc knit to 
A man of great Authorise in France, 
Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
In marriage, with a large and fumptuoos Dotvue. 

King. Marriage Vnckle? Alat my yearet are yong 1 
And fitter is my ftudie, and my Booket, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th'Embafljdors, and at you plcafc, 
So let them hiue their anfweret euery one: 
I (hill be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weak. 

Enter 

Exet. What, is my Lord of m*d*ft*r tnfoU'ti, 
And call'd vnto a Cardirullt degree f 
Then I perceiue, that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie. 
If once be come to be a Cardinal], 
Hee'l make hit cap cocquall with the Crowne. 

King. My Lords Ambafladort, your feucrall fuitea 
Haue bin confider'd and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and rc ifonablc : 
And therefore are we certainly relblu'd, 
To draw conditiont of a friendly peace, 

Which 
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Which by my Lord of Winchefter we means 
Shall be tranfported prefently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my Lord your Mailer, 
I haue inform'd hi* HighneiTe fo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies vertuou* gift*, 
Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower, 
He doth intend (he Dull be England* Que en e. 

King. In argument and proofe of which contract, 
Beare her this lewell, pledge of my afreflion. 
And fo my Lord Protestor fee thrm guarded, 
And fafely brought to Doutr, wherein (hip'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the fei. Extant. 

Win. Stay my Lord Legate, you (hall firft receiue 
The fumme of money which I promifed 
Should be deliuered to hit HolineiTe, 
For doathing me in thefe graue Ornament*. 

Legat. 1 will attend vpon your Lor J (hips 1< 

m». Now Winchefter will not fubmk.I i 
Or be inferiour to the proudeft Pcere; 



That neither in birth, or for authoritie, 
The Rifttop will be oner-borne by thee : 
lie either make thee ftoope, and bend thy knee, 
Or fackr this Country with a i 



Scana Tertia. 



Charltt, Burgundy, .Alanftn, 
Reignier, and hm*. 



Char. Thefe newes( my Lords) may cheere our 
pkig fpirit* : 
Tis (aid, the (tout Parisians do reuolt, 
And turne againe vnto the warlike French. 

Alan. Then match to Paris Royall Charltt of France, 
And keepe not backe your powers in dalliance* 

fWr/. Peace be amongd them if they turne to vs, 
Elfe ruine combat* with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scent. 
Sccut. Sacceffe vnto our valiant General!, 
And happinefle to hit accomplices. 

Char. What tidings fend our Scours? I prethee fpcak. 
Sent The English Army that diuided was 
Into two parties, is now canioyn'd in one, 
And meants to giue you battell prefently. 

Char. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will prefently provide for them. 

"Bur. I truft the- Ghoft of Talhet is not there : 
Now he is gone my Lord, you ncede not feare. 

Parr/. Of all bale padions, Feare is moft accurft. 
Command the Conqueft Charles, it (hall be thine : 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortuoate. 

ExcurJwiS. 



hnt d* Puiell. 

Put. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpe ye charming Spellcs and Periapts, 
And ye choifc fpirit* that admonish me, 
And giue me (ignes of futi 
You fpeedy helpers, that 



Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare,and ayde me in this entrrprire. 

Enter Ftrndi. 
This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powerfull Regions vnder earth, 
Helpe me this once, tint France may get the field. 

They wa.'{t, and Jpeakf Mr. 
Oh hold me not with filenee oucr-long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
lie lop a member ofT, and giue it you, 
In earned of a further benefit : 
So you do condifcend to helpe me now. 

They hang their headi. 
No hope to haue redrefler My body (hall 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my fuite. 

They Jba{e their htadt. 
Cannot my body, nor Mood -fieri rite, 
Intreate you to vour wonted furtherance i 
Then take my ioule ; my body, foule.and all, 
Before that England giue the French the foyle. 

They depart. 
See, they forsake me. Now the time is come, 
That France mud vale her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 
My ancient Incantations ate too wrake, 
And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the doft. 



Exit. 



Kxi'ur/toKS . 



Burgundit and Torj(e fight hand tc 
French fiyt* 



Ytrkf. Damfell of France, I thinke I haue you fad, 
Vnchaine your fpirit* now with fpelling Charmes, 
And try if they can gaineyour liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the diuel* grace. 
See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with Ciree, the would ch.mge my (hape. 

Vac. Chang'd to a worfer (hap« thou cand not be: 

Tor, Oh, Qherlet the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No (hape but his can pleafe your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mUcheefe light on Charles, and the*, 
And may ye both be fodainly furpriz'd 
By bloudy handi, in Peeping on your beds. 

Tor if. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantrefle hold thy 
tongue. • 

Put. I prethee giue me leaue tr> curie awhile. 

Torht. Curie Mifcreant,whcn thou comd to the (lake 



SufiUkt with Margartt 
fa hi, hand. 



Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

Garnet on her. 

Oh Faired Bcautie, do not feare, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 
1 kiffe thefe fingers for eternal! peace, 
And lay thrm gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay? that I may honor thee. 

tMar. Margartt my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, who fo ere thou art. 

Suff. An Earle I am, and Suffolke am I call'd. 
Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me : 
So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue, 

Oh day : 
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Keeping them prifonrr vndcrneath hit wings: 
Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, 

Go, and be tree againe, as Suffolkes friend. She u going 

Oh ftay : 1 haue no power to let her paffe, 

My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 

Ai playes the Sunne vpon the glaflae trreames, 

Twinkling another counterfeited beame, 

So fcemes this gorgeout beauty to mine eye*. 

Faine would I woe her, yet 1 dare not fpeake : 

He call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 

Fye De la Pole, dilable not thy felfe : 

Haft not a Tongue? Is (he not heere .' 

Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans right? 

I : Beauties Princely Maiefty is fuch, 

'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough. 

cvlfar. Say Earle of Suffolke, if thy name be fo, 
What ranfomc muft I pay before I paffe ? 
For I pcrceiue I am thy prifoner. 

Suf. How canft thou tell (he will deny thy fuite, 
Before thou make a triall of her loue? 

M. Why fpeak'ft thou not' What ranfom muft I pay? 
Suf. She's beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed : 
She is a Woman ; therefore to be Wonne. 

cZfar, Wilt thou accept of ran fame, yea or no ? 
Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 

Mar. 1 were beft to leaue him, for he will not heare. 
Suf. There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talkes at randon : fure the man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you wuuld anfwer me: 
Suf. He win this Lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why for my King : Tufti, that's a woodden thing. 
Mar. He talkes of wood : It is fome Carpenter. 
&tf. Yet fo my fancy may be fitis6ed, 
And peace eftablilhed betweenc thefe Realmes. 
But there remaines a fcruple in that too : 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Aniou and eMajne, yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will fcorne the match. 

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfure ? 
Suf. It (hall be fo, difdVine they ne're fo much: 
Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld. 
Madam, I haue a fecret to reueale. 

Mar. What though I be inthral'd,he Teems a knight 
And will not any way dishonor me. 

Suf. Lady, vouch fa l'e coliflen what 1 fay. 
Mar. Perhaps I Atall be refcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not craue his curtefie. 

Suf. Sweet Madam, giue me hearing in a caufe. 
cMjr. Tufti, women haue bene captiuate ere now. 
Lady, wherefore talke you fo ? 
I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Quo. 
Suf. Say gentle Princeffe, would you not luppofe 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? 

Mar. To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a flaue, in bafe leruility : 
For Princes Ihould be free. 

Suf. And fo (hill you, 
If happy Englands Roy .ill King be free. 

Mar. Why what concernes his freedome vnto mee ? 
Suf. He vndertake to make thee Henries 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand, 
And fet a precious Crowne vpon thy head, 

If thou wilt condifcend to be my 

What? 



Suf. His loue. 

Ma'. 1 am vn worthy to be Henries wife. 

Suf. No gentle Madam, I vnworthy am 
To woe fo faire a Dame to be his wife, 
And haue no portion in the choice my felfe. 
How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ? 

Mar. And if my Father pleafe, I am com 

Suf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth, 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle wallet, 
Wee'l craue a parley, to conferre with him. 

Sound. Enter Reignkr en tbe rVallts. 
See T{eignier fee, thy daughter prifoner. 

Reig. To whom ? 

Suf. To me. 

Reig. Suffolke, what remedy f 
I am a Souldier, and vnapt to weepe, 
Or to exclaime on Fortune* fickleneffe. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Content, and for thy Honor giue confent, 
Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom I with paine haue wooed and wonne 
And this her eafie held imprifonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie. 

Rtig. Speak es Suffolke as he thinkesr* 

Suf.Ftm Margaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flatter, face, or faine. 

Reig. Vpon thy Princely wjrrant,I defeend, 
To giue thee anfwer of thy iuft demand. 

Suf. And heere I will expect thy comming. 

Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 

"Rjig. Welcome braue Earle into our Territories, 
Command in Aniou what your Honor pleafe*. 

Suf. Thankes Reignier, happy for fo fweet a Childe, 
Fit to be made companion with a King : 
What anfwer makes your Grace vnto my fuite ? 

Rtig. Since thou doft daigne to woe her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord : 
Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mine owne, the Country Maine and Anion, 
Free from oppreffion, or the ftroke of Warre, 
My daughter fhall be Henries, if he pleafe. 

Suf. That is her ranfome, I deliuer her, 
And thofe two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace (hall well and quietly enioy. 

Reig. And I againe in Henries Royall name, 
As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 
Giue thee her hand for ligne of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I giue thee Kingly thankes, 
Becaufc this is in Trafficke of a King. 
And yet me thinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this) cafe. 
He ouer then to England with this ncwe*. 
And make this marriage to be folcmnix'd : 
So farewell Reignier, fet this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. I do i" m brace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henrit were he heere. 

Mar. Farewell my Lord, good wifties, praife, Sc praier*. 
Shall Suffolke euer haue of Margaret. Shee u gying. 

Suf. Farwell fweet Madam: but hearke you 
No Princely commendations to my King f 

Mar. Such commendations as becomes a ! 
A Virgin, and his Seruant, fay to him. 

Suf. Words fweetly plac'd, and 

But 
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But Madame, I mult trouble you againe, 
No louing Token to his Maieftie ? 

cZfar. Ye», my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, 
Neuer yet taint with loue, 1 fend the King. 

$uf. And thii withall. Kift btr. 

Mar. That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefume, 
To fend fuch peeuifh token* to a King. 

Suf. Oh wert thou for my felfe : but Sufa/fy ftay, 
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaun and vgly Treafons lurke, 
Solicite Htnry with her wonderou* praife. 
Betbinke thee on her Vertues that fur mount, 
Mad naturall Graces that extinguish Art, 
Repeate their femblance often on the Seat, 
That when thou con; 'it to kneele at HtnrUi feete, 
Thou mayeft bereaue him of his wits with wonder. Exit 

Enttr Yarkt.Warwit\t t Sbtf>b*ard,Puttll. 
Yar. Bring forth that Sorcerefle condemn'd to burne. 
Sbtp. Ah lent, this kill thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Haue I fought cuery Country farre and neere, 
And now it is my chance to tinde thee out, 
Mull I behold thy timelelTe cruell death : 
Ah lent, fweet daughter fame, He die with thee. 

Tuttl. Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
I am defcended of a gentler blood . 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Sktf>. Out, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, 'tis not Co 
I did beget her, all the Parifh knowes: 
Her Mother liueth yet, can teAifie 
She was the firft fruite of my Bach'ler-fhip. 

War. Gracelcfle, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Yor^t. This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 

Sbtf. Fye Am, that thou wilt be fo obftacle: 
God knowes, thou art a cotlop of my fleflj, 
And for thy fake haue I died many a teare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle Jane. 

Puctll. Perant auant. You haue fuborn'd this man 
Of purpofe, to obfeure my Noble birth. 

She}. Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Prieft, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my blefling, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ftoopc ? Now curfed be the time 
Of thy natiuitie : I would the Milke 
Thy mother gaue thee when thou fuck'ft her breft, 
Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy fake. 
Or elfe, when thou didft keepe my Lambes a-field, 
I wifh fome rauenout Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doeft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 
O burne her, burne her, hanging ii too good. Exit. 
Yar{t. Take her away, for Ihe hath liu'd too long, 



To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

JV. Firft let me tell you whom you haue 
Not me, begotten of a Shephcard Swaine, 
But iflued from the Progeny of King). 
Vertuou* and Holy, chofrn from aboue, 
By infpiration of Celeftiall Grace, 
To worke exceeding myracles on earth. 
I neuer had to do with wicked Spirits. 
But you that are polluted with your luftei, 
Stain'd with the guiltlcfle blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices: 
Becaulie you want the grace that others haue, 
You iudge it ftraight a thing impofsible 
To compafTe Wonders, but by helpe of diuels. 
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1 No mifconceyued, lout of dirt hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancie, 
Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effui'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen. 
Yar^t. 1,1 : away with her to execution. 
/far. And hearke ye firs: becaufe ihe is a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 
Place barrelles of pitch vpon the fatall (lake, 
That fo her torture may be fhortned. 

Put. Will nothing turne your vnrelenting hearts? 
Then hnt difcouet thine infirmity, 
That wartanteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge. 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides : 
Murther not then the Fruite with in my AVombe, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

TV. Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child ? 
War. The greateA miracle that ere ye wrought. 
Is all your ftriO precifenefTe come to this ? 

Yer^t. She and the Dolphin haue bin iugling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well go too, we'll haue no Baftards liue, 
Efpecially fince fWn muft Father it. 

Put. You are deccyu'd, my childe is none of his, 
It was Alanfan that inioy'd my loue. 

Yarlft. iAla*f*n that notorious Macheuile ? 
It dyes, and if it had a thoufand liues. 

Put. Oh giue me leaur, I haue deluded you, 
'Twas neyther Cbar/ts, nor yet the Duke ( nam'd, 
But Reignitr King of Napltt that preuayl'd. 

Var. A married man, that's moft intolerable. 
Yer. Why here's a Gyrle: 1 think fhe knowes not wel 
(There were fo many) whom Ihe may accufe. 
Vfar. It's figne fhe hath beene liberall and free. 
Ytr. And yet forfooth fhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee. 
Vfc no intreaty, for it is in vainc. 

/VTben lead me hence: with whom I Icauc my curfe. 
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode : 
But darknefle, and the gloomy fhade of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifcheefe and Difpaire, 
Driue you to break your necks, or hang your fcloes.Erif 
Ertttr Cardinal!. 
Yerfy. Breake thou in perces, and conlume to afhes, 
Thou fowle accurfrd minifter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do grcete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiffion from the King. 
For know my Lords, the States of Chriftendome, 
Mou'd with remorfe of thefe out-ragioui broyles, 
Haue earneftly iraplor'd a generall peace, 
Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French ; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 
about f 



Approacheth, to confcrre : 

V Is all our trauell turn'd to this efted, 
After the flaughter of fo many Peeres, 
So many Captaines, Gentlemen,and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrell haue beene ouerthrowne, 
And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace ? 
Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 
By Treafon, Fallhood, and by Treacherie, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered: 
Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with |_ 
The vtter lolTe of all the Realme of France. 

War. Be patient Yorke, if we conclude a I 
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It (hall be with fuch ftritt and ("cue re Covenant*, 
At little fhall the I 



Char. Since Lords of England, it it thus agreed. 
That peaccr.il truce (hall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by your feluct, 
What the condition! of that league muft be. 

n^r. Speake Wmchefler.for boyling choller 
The hollow paffcge of my poyfon'd voyce, 
By fight of thefe our balcfull encmiei. 

Win. Cbarht, and the reft, it it enacted thus : 
That in regard King Htnry giuet confent, 
Of meere companion, and of lenity, 
To cafe your Countrie of diftreflefull Warn, 
And fufter you to breath in fruitfuil peace, 
You fhall become true Liegemen to hi* Crow nr. 
And Charlet, vpon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmit thy felfe. 
Thou (halt be pUc'd a» Viceroy vnder ' 
And fall entny thy Regail dignity. 

*Alan. Muft he be then at 
Adorne hit Templet with a Coronet, 
And yet in fubftance and authority, 
Rctaine but priuiledge of a priuate mj 
This proffer it abfurd, and rcafonlefle. 

Char. 'Tit knownc already that 1 am potTeft 
W.th more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reuerene'd for their lawfull King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquiiht, 
Detract fo much from that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole ? 
No Lord Ambaflador, Ik rather keepe 
That which I haue, thaa coueting for more 
Be caft from pofsibility of all. 

Yorltt. Infulting Charliiy haft thou by fecret 
Vt'd interceftion to obtain* a " 
And now the matter growe* to 



Stand'ft thou aloofe vpon Companion. 
Either accept the Title thou vfurp'ft, 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defcrt, 
Or we will plague thee wkb inceftant Warret 

Rmg. My Lord, yon do not well in 
To cauill in the courfc of mil Contract: 
If once it be rsaglected, ten to one 
We lhall not finde like opportunity. 

Alan. To fay the truth, it it your policie, 
To fane your Subtectt from fuch maflacre 
And ruthlefie (laughters at are dayly feene 
By our proceeding in Hoftility, 
And therefore take this compact of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleafure 

War. How layft thou CharU,} 
Shall our Condition 
Char. It Shall t 
Onely referu'd, you daime no i 
In any of our Townes of Garrifon. 

/«r. Then fweare Allegcance to hit 
As thou art Knight, neuer to difobcy, 
Nor be Rebellious to the Croume of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crawne of England 
So, now difmilTe your Army when ye pleafe : 
Hang vp your Enfignrt, let your Drummc* be ftil 



ABus Quintus. 



Sujfollff in ewfertnet 
Glnttftt' Exeter. 



King. Your wondrous rare defcription ( 
Of beauteout Margartt hath aftonifh'd me : 
Her vertues graced with external) gifts, 
Do breed Loues felled pa (lions in my heart, 
And like as rigour of tempeftuous guftet 
Prouokei the mighrjeft Hulke againat the tide, 
So am I driucn by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to fuffer Sbipwracke, or arrive 
Where I may haue fruition of her Lquc. 

Suf. 'I'm ili my good Lord, this fuperfkiall ule, 
It but a preface of her worthy praife : 
The cheefe pcrfectitma of that looely Dame,. 
(Had I fufrkient skill to vtter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing lines, 
Able to rauifh any dull conceit. 
And which It more, fhc is not fo Diuine, 
So full repleate with choke of all delights, 
But with at humble lowlinefle of minde, 
She it content to be at your coramand I 
Command 1 meane, of Vertuout chsfte intents, 
To Loue, and Honor Henry at her Lord. 

King. And other wife, will Heury tie' re preft 



Earl«) 



Therefore my Lord Protector, gjue confent, 
That Aiarg'ret may be England* Royall Queene. 

Gl». So fttould 1 giue confent to flatter lione, 
You know (my Lord ) your HighnedTe it bctroatl 
Vnto another Lady of efteeme, 
How fhall we then difpenfe with that contract, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with vnlawfull Oathe*,. 
Or one that at a Triumph, hauing vow'd 
To try hit ftrength, forfaketh yet the Liftet 
By reafon of hi* Adoerfariet oddes. 
A poore Earlet daughter is vnequali oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glsuctfier. Why what ( I pray ) it ^Margaret 
then that? 
Her Father it no better than an Earle, 
Although in glorious Titles he excell. 

Suf. Ye* my Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples, and lcrufalem, 
And of fuch great Authoritie in France, 
A* hit alliance will confirm* our peace. 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegcance. 

Git. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may 
Becaufe he it neere Kinfman vnto Char let. 

£V/r.Bcfide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal 
Where Rtignitr fooner will receyue, than giue. 

Suf. A Dowre my Lord*? Difgrace not fo your Kaog, 
That he fhould be fo abiect, bafe,and poore, 
To choofe for wealth, and not for perfect Loue. 
Henry is able to enrich hit Queene, 
And not to feeke a Queene to make him rich, 
So worthieffe Pecantt bargaine for their Wruety 
At Market men for Oxen, Sheep*, or Horfe. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Then to be dealt in by Attucney-fhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom bit G 
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Mult be companion of his Nupriall bed. 

And therefore Lords, fince he aficlts her moft, 

Moft of all theie reaibns bindcth »s, 

In our opinions (he fttould be preferr'd. 

For what is wedioeke forcedl but a Hell, 

An Age of difcord and continuall ftrife, 

Whereas the contrarie bringeth blifle, 

And is a patterns of CelcftiaU peace. 

Whom fcotjd we mjtcb with Htnrj briaga King, 

Bot tMargartt, that is daughter to a King : 

Her peeretene feature, ioyned with h.r birth, 

Approues her fit for none, but for a Kiag. 

Her valiant courage, and vndaunted fpirtt, 

(More then in women commonly is Irene) 

Will anfwer our hope in iilue of a King. 

For Htary, (bnne vnto a Conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more Conqueror}, 

If with a Lady of fo high refolue, 

(As is faire Margaret) he be link'd in loue. 

Then yeeld my Lords, and heerc conclude with mec, 

That Margaret ftiall be. Queene, and none but Ace. 

King. Whether it be through force of y«K report, 
My Noble Lord of SufFoIke r Or for that 
My tender youth was »euer yet attaint 
With any patTion of inflaming Iouc , 
1 cannot tell : but this I am aflur'd, 



I feele fuch iharpe diflention in my breaft, 
Such tierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 
As I am ficke with working of my thoughts. 
Take therefore (hipping, pofte my Lord to ~~ 
Agree to any couenants, and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouch fa fe to come 
To crofie the Seas to England, and be crown'd 
King Htaria fakhfc.il and annointed < ^ 
For jrour expences and fuffic'teat cbarje7 
Among the people gather vp a tenth. 
Be gone I fay, for till you do recurne, 
1 reft perplexed with a thou (and Caret. 
And you (good Vnckle) banifti all offence : 
If you do ceafiifc me, by what you were, 
Not what you are, I know it will ezcufe 
This fodaine execution of my will. 
And fo conduit me, where from company, 
I may reuolue and ruminate my gTcefe. Exit, 
qio. I greefe I feare me, both at firft and laft. 

Exit GltteBer. 

Suf. Thus Suffblke hath preuail'd.and 1 
As did the youthful! Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like euent in loue, 



But profper better than the Troian did : 
Margaret 0*11 now be Queene, and rule the Kingt 
But I will rule both her, the King.and Realme. 



Exit 
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The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Good Duke 



H V M F R E Y. 



<±4flus ^Primus. Scaena Trima. 



The Queene 



Flouri/h of Trumpet t : Then Hohoyet. ' 

, Dukj Humfrcy , Salisbury ,rVar»i<kc , 
ford on the ore fide. 
, Suffolk^, Tor It/, Somerjet, and 



on the ( 



Buckingham, 




Suffeike. 

S by your high Imperial! Maiefty, 
] had in charge at my depart for France, 
Ai Procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace ; 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Tourts, 
In prefence of the Kings of Frante, and Sail, 
The Dukes of Or/eance, Qalaher, t Britaigne, and Alanfsn, 
Seuen Earles,twelue Barons, & twenty reuerend Bi&ops 
I haue perform 'd my Taske, and was efpous'd, 
And humbly now vpon my bended knee, 
In fight of England, and her Lordly I'crres, 
Deliuer vp my Title in the Queene 
To your moft gracious hands, that are the Subftance 
Of that great Shadow I did represent : 
The happieft Gift, that eucr Marquette gaue, 
The Faireft Queene, that euer King receiu'd. 

King. Suffolke arifc. Welcome Queene Margaret, 
I can expreflTe no kinder figne of Loue 
Then this kinde kifle I O Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulneiTc : 
For thou haft giuen me in this beauteous Face 
A world of earthly Meltings to my foule, 
If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England, & my gracious Lord, 
The mutuall conference that my minde hath had, 
By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreames. 
In Courtly company, or at my Beades, 
With you mine %Aldtr Uefeft Soueraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to falute my King, 
With ruder termes, fuch as my wit affoords, 
And ouer ioy of heart doth minifter. 

King. Her fight did rauifti, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wifedomei Maiefty, 
Makes me from Wondring. fall to Weeping ioyes. 
Such is the Fulncfle of my hearts content. 
Lords, with one cheerefull voice, Welcome my Loue. 
sill kneel. Long liue Qu. Margaret, England* 
Queene. We thanke you all. 
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Suf. My Lord Protedor, fo it pleafe your Grace, 
Heere are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King 
For eighteene moneths concluded by confent. 

Clo. Reads. Inprimis, // u agreed bettreene tin French K. 
Qhar la, and William de la Pole eMaraueffe of SuffJIte, Am- 
haffador for Henry King of England, That the /aid Htnry jhal 
ejfouje the Lady Margaret, daughter vnto Reignier King of 
Naplet, Sicillia, and Jerufalem, and Cnwue her Queene If 
England, ere the thirtieth of May next enfuing. 

Item, That the Dutcby of Anhu,and the County of Main, 
Jhall he released and deliuered to the King her father. 

King. Vnkle, how now ? 

Qlo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 
Some fodaine qualme hath ftrucke me at the heart, 
And dim'd mine eyes, that I can reade no further. 

King. Vnckle of Winchefter, I pray read on. 

Win. Item, // it further agreed hetxreene them, That the 
DutcheJJe of Anion and Maine, frail he released and deliuered 
ouer to the King her Father, and fixe fent ouer of the King of 
England! cwne prefer Ccft and (fhargti, without kautng amy 
Dowry. 

King.Thtj pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suffolke, 
And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 
We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I'th parts of France, till tertne of eighteene Monetht 
Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vnde Winchefter, 
Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet, 
Salisburie, and Warwicke. 
We thanke you all for this great fauour done, 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 
Come, let vs in, and with all fpeedc prouide 
To fee her Coronation be perform 'd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke. 

Manet the reft. 
Glo. Braue P ceres of England, Pillars of the 
To you Duke Humfrey muft vnload his grcefe : 
Your grcefe, the common grrere of all the Land. 
What* did my brother Henry fpend his youth, 
Hit valour, coine, and people in the warres ? 
Did he fo often lodge in open field : 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate, 
To conquer France, hit true inheritance ? 
And did my brother 'Bedford toyle his wits, 

To 
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To keepe by policy what Htnrit got : 

Hiu you your felues, Samtrjtt ,'Bue^ingbam, 

Braise Tenh), Saliiury, and victorious Waritic^t, 

Receiud deepefcarres in France and Normandie: 

Or hath mine Vnckle e Beauferd t and my felfe, 

With all the Learned Counfell of the Realme, 

Studied fo long, fat in the Councell houfe, 

Early and late, debating too and fro 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 

And hath his Highnefle in hii infancie, 

Crowned in Paris in defpight of foes, 

And flull thefe Labours, and thefe Honours dye ? 

Shall Henna Conquer), Htdfardt vigilance, 

Your Deeds of Warre, and all our Counfell dye? 

0 Peeres of England, (hamcfull is this League, 
Fatal! this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charraclers of your Renowne, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 
Vndoing all as all had neuer bin. 

Car. Nephew, what meanes this paffionate difcourfe? 
This preroration with foch circumftancc : 
For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keepe it ftill. 

Qlo. I Vnckle, we will keepe it, if we can : 
But now it is impofaible we (hould. 
Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the roA, 
Hath giuen the Dutchy of Anna and Mayne, 
Vnto the poore King Rtignitr, whofe Urge fryle 
Agrees not with the leanneffe of his purfe. 

Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, 
Thefe Counties were the Kcyes of Ntrmandit : 
But wherefore wecpes 9'arviii^f, my valiant fonne? 

War. For grecfe that they are part recouerie. 
For were theie hope to conquer them againe, 
My fword (hould ihed hot blood, mine eyes no teares. 
yinhu and Maint ? My felfe did win them both : 
Thofe Prouinces, thefe Armes of mine did conquer, 
And are the Citties that I got with wounds, 
Deliuer'd vp againe with peacefull words / 
Mort Ditu. 

Tcrfy. For Suflfblkes Duke, may he be fuffbeate, 
That dims the Honor of this Warlike Ifle : 
France fliould haue torne and rent my very hart, 
Before I would haue yeelded to this League. 

1 neuer read but England* Kings haue had 

> Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues, 
And our King Henry giues away his owne. 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Hum. A proper ieft, and neuer heard before, 
That Suffolke fliould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Cofts and Charges in tranfporting her : 
She fliould haue (bid in France, and fteru'd in France 

Car. My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. 

Hum. My Lord of Winchefter I know your minde. 
Tis not my fpeeches that you do mi (like : 
But 'til my prefence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate, in thy face 
I fee thy furie : If I longer ftiy, 
We (hall begin our ancient bickerings: 
Lordings farewell, and fay when I am gone, 
I prophefied, France will be loft ere long. Exit Humfrty. 

Cat. So, there goes our Protector in a rage: 
Tis knowne to you he is mine enemy : 
Nay more, an enemy vnto you all, 



And no great friend, I feare me to the King , 
Confider Lords, he is the next of blood, 
And heyre apparent to the English Crowne : 
Had Htnrit got an Empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdomet of the Weft, 
There's reafon he would be difpleas'd at it : 
Looke to it Lords, let not his fmoothing word* 
Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumfpect. 
What though the common people fauour him, 
Calling him, Humfrty tbt good Du{ecf Gkfitr, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voyce, 
Iefu maintaine your Royal 1 Excellence, 
With God preferuc the good Duke Humfrty: 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloHe, 
He will be round a dangerous Protector. 

But. Why (hould he then protect our Soueraigne ? 
He being of age to goueme of himfelfe. 
Cofin of Somerfet, ioyne you with me, 
And altogether with the Duke of SufTolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyle Duke Humfrty from his feat. 

Car. Thia weighty bufinefTc will not brooke delay, 
He to the Duke of Suffolke prefently. Exit Cardinall. 

Sem. Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfritt pride 
And greatnefle of his place be greefe to vs, 
Yet let vs watch the haughtie Cardinall, 
His infolence is more intolerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land befide, 
If Glofter be difplac'd, hee'l be Protector. 

'But. Or thou, or 1 Somerfet will be Protector*, 
Dcfpite Duke Humfrty, ax the Cardinall. 

Exit Buclttngbam, and Scmtrftt. 

Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him. 
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooues it vs to labor for the Realme. 
I neuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofter, 
Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman: 
Oft haue 1 feene the haughty Cardinall. 
More like a Souldier then a man o'th'Church, 
A* ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Ruffian, and demcane himfelfe 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common- wejle. 
Warwicke my fonne, the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds, thy plainneffe, and thy houie-kceping, 
Hath wonne the greateft fauour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke, thy Acts in Ireland, 
In bringing them to ciuill Difcipline : 
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Soueraigne, 
Haue made thee fear'd and honor'd of the people, 
Ioyne we together for the publikc good, 
In what we can, to bridle and fuppreffe 
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinall, 
With Somerfets and Buckingham! Ambition, 
And as we may, cherifh Duke Humfries deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 

War. So God helpe Warwicke,as he loues the Land, 
And common profit of hi* Countrey. 

Tor. And fo (ayes Yorke, 
For he hath greateft caufc. 

Salitbury. Then lets make haft away, 
And looke vnto the maine. 

Warwie{t. Vnto the maine ? 
Oh Father, ■•'Maine is loft, 

That Maint, which by maine force Warwicke did winne, 
And would haue kept, fo long as breath did laft: 
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant eMaine, 
Which 1 will win from France, or elfe be flaine 

£arif IVarvickf, and Salubury. Manet Tbr^e. 
Tcr^t. Anku and Maine are giuen to the Fiench, 
Pari is loft, the ft-ite of Nermardie 
Stands on a tickle point, now they arc gone : 
Suffolkc concluded on the Articles, 
The Heeres agreed, and Henry was well plcas'd, 
To change two Dukcdomes for a Dukes fjire daughter. 
1 cannot blame them all, what is't to them* 
"Tis thine they giuc away, and not their owne. 
Pirates may mike chcipc penyworths of their pillage, 
And purchafc Friends, anJ giue to Curtetans, 
Still reoellmg like Lords till ill be gone, 
While as the filly Owner of the goods 
Weep« ouer them, and wrings his haplelt'c hands, 
And fliakes his head, and trembling ftinds aloofe, 
i While all is fhir'd, and all is borne away, 
I Ready to ftetue, and dare not touch his owne. 
I So Vorke mud fit, and fret, and bice his tongue, 
While his owne l.inds are hargain'd for, and lold : 
Me thinkej the Realmes of England, France, & Ireland, 
Beare that propartion to my flefh and blood, 
As diJ the fatall brand ^iltttra burnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart or Qalidon : 
Anku and Maine both giuen vnto the French t 
Cold newts) for me : for I had hope of France, 
Eue,n as I haue of fertile Englands foile. 
A day will come, when Yorke fhall ctaime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the NewUi parts, 
And make a foe* of loue to proud Duke Humfrey, 
And when I fpy aduantagr, ciaimc the Crowne, 
For that's the Golden marke 1 feeke to hit : 
Nor fhall proud Lancaftcr vforpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scrpter in his chilJifh Fift, 
Nor weare the Diadem vpon his head, 
Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne. 
Then Vorke be ftill a-while, till time do feme: 
Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 
To prie into the fecrets of the State, 
Till Henrie forfeiting in ioyes of loue, 
With his new Bride, fc Englands dcere bought Queen, 
And Humfrey with the Pecres be falne at iarres : 
Then will I raife aloft the Milke-white-Rofe, 
With whofe fweet fmell the Ayre fhall be perfom'd, 
And in in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, 
To grapple with the houfc of Lancafter, 
And force perforce lie make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whofe bookifh Rule, hath pull'd fcirc England downe. 

Exit Torkf. 
Enter Dul(e Humfrey and tie wife Eliancr. 
Elia.Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the hejd at Ceres plenteous load ? 
Why doth the Great Duke Humfrey knit his browes, 
As frowning at the Fauours of the world ? 
Why are thine eyes fiat to the follen earth, 
Gating on that which feemes to dimme thy fight ? 
What feeft thou there ? King Henries Diadem, 
Inchac'd with all the Honors of the world f 
If fb, Gaze on, and gToucll on thy face, 
Vntill thy head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
What, is't too fhart? He lengthen it with mine, 
And hauing both together heau'd it vp, 
Wce'l both together lift our heads to 
And neucr more abafe our fight fo low, 



As to vouchfafe one glance vnto the ground. 

Hum. O A'.//, fweet AW/,if thou doft loue thy Lord, 
Banifh the Canker of ambitious thoughts: 
And may that thought, when 1 imagine ill 
Againft my King and Nephew, vertuuus Henry, 
lie my Lift breathing in this mortal! worid. 
My troublous drcames this night, doth make me fad. 

67/. What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and He requite it 
With fweet rehearfall of my mornings dreamed 

Hum. Me thought this ftafl'e mine Office-badge in 
Court 

Was broke in twaine : bv whom, I haue forgot, 

But as 1 thinkc, it was byth Cardinal, 

And on the pecces of the broken Wand 

Were pbe'd the heads of Edmtnd Duke of Somerfet, 

And William dt la PJe firft Duke of SufFolke. 

This was my dreame, what it doth bt>dc God knowes. 

Eli. Tut, this was nothing but an argument, 
That he that breakes a flicke of Glofters gTouc, 
Shall loofe his head for his prcl'umptioo. 
But lift to me my Humfrey, my fwecte Duke : 
Me thought I fate in Seatc of Maiefty, 
In the Cathedrall Church of Weftminfter, 
And in that Chairc where Kings ic Queens wer crownd, 
Where Henrie and Dame Margaret knccl'd to me, 
And on my head did fet the Diadem. 

Hum. Nay Elinor, then muft I chide outright : 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter'd Eiiarer, 
Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realme? 
And the Protectors wife belou'd of him ? 
Haft thou not worldly pleafuie at command, 
Aboue the reach or compifTc of thy thought? 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble downe thy husband, and tin felfe, 
From top of Honor, to Difgraces feete ? 
Away from me, and let me hearc no more. 

Elia. What, what, my Lord ? Are you fo chollcricke 
With Elianor, for telling but her dreame i 
Next time He keepc my dreame* vnto my fel/e, 
And not be check'd. 

Hum. Nay be not angry, I am pleat'd againe. 
Enter Mejfenger. 

Meff. My Lord Protector, 'tis his Highne* plcafure. 
You do prepare to ride vnto S. AUmi, 
Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawlce. 

Hu. I go.Come Nel thou wilt ride with v\> Ex. Hum 

Eli. Yes my good Lord, He follow 
Follow I muft, 1 cannot go before, 
While dorter beares this bafe and htlmble 
Were I a Man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
I would remoue thefe tedious stumbling blockes, 
And fmooth my way vpon their headlrfle occkes. 
And being a woman, 1 will not be flacke 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir Icbn; nay fejre not man. 
We are alone, here's none but thre.ic 1. Emtti 

Hume. lefos preferue your Royall Maiefty. 

Elia. What fiift thou? Maiefty : I am but Grace. 

Hume. But by the grace of God, and Hmmtt aduice. 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiplied. 

Elia. What laift thou man? Haft thou as yet conier'd 
With Margerie lerdane the cunning Witch, 
With Roge r Ikllingbrockf the Coniurer ? 
And will they vndertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they haue promifed to fhew your Higbncs 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of vnder ground, 

That 
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Thar (hall make anfwere to fuch Que rtions. 
As by your Grace (hall be propounded him. 

Eltanor. It is enough, lie thinke vpon the Queftions : 
When from Saint Aibones we doe make rerurne, 
Wee le fre thefe things effected to the full. 
Here Hun , rake this reward, mike merry man 
With thy Confederates in this weightie caufe. 

Exit E/ianor. 

Hunt. Hume muft make merry with the DuchefTe Gold: 
Marry and (hall : but how now, Sir lobn Hume f 
Seale vp your Lips, ami giue no words but Mum, 
The buftnefle asketh filent fecrecie. 
Dame Eliamr giues Gold, to bring the Witch : 
Gold cannot come amifTc,were (he a Dcuill. 
Yet haue I Gold flyes from another Coaft : 
I dare not fay, from the rich Cardinall, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke; 
Yet I doe finde it fo : for to be plaine, 
They (knowing Dame Elianors afpiring humor) 
Haue hyred me to vnder-mine the DuchefTe, 
And buzie thefe Coniurations in her brayne. 
They lav, A craftie Knaue do's need no Broker, 
Yet am i Suffice and the Cardinalls Broker. 
Hume,\f you take not heed, you (hall goe neere 
To call them both a payre ofcrafrie Knaue*. 
Well,fo it Aands: and thus 1 feare at lift, 
Humes Knauerie will be the DuchefTe Wracke, 
And her Attainture, will be Humpbreyes fall : 
Sort how It will, I fhall baue Gold for all. Exit 

Enter three or /cure Petitioner s, the Armorers 
being one . 

1. Pet. My Mifters, let's ftand dofe, my Lord Pro- 
vill come this way by and by, and then wee may 

deliuer our Supplications in the Quill. 

2. Pet. Marry the Lord protett him, for hee's a good 

man, lefu bleffe him. 

■ 

Enter Suffu!lfe,attd Queene. 

Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
him: He be the tirtt fure. 

2. Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my Lord Protestor. 

Sufi. How now fellow: would'ft any thing with me? 

l.P*f. 1 pray my Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my 
Lord Protector. 

Queene. To my Lord Protector ? Are your Supplica- 
tions to his LorJfhip' Let me fre them: what is thine? 

1. Pet. Mine is, and't pleafe your Grace, againft John 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfit, 
and Lands,and Wife and all, from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too ? that's fbme Wrong indeede. 
What's yours i What's heerc i Agiinft the Duke of 
Suffolke, for enclofing the Commons of Mcl/orde. How 
now, Sir Knaue i 

2. Pit. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our 
whole Townefhip. 

Peter. Againft my Mafter ibemas Horner, for faying, 
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 
Crowne. 

Queene. What fay'ft thou * Did the Duke of Yorke 
fay/hee was rightfull Heire to the Crowne? 

Prfrr.That my MillrrlTe was 5 No furfooth'.my Mafter 
faid,That he was, and that the King was an Vfurper. 



Suff. 



Who is there i 

Enter Srruant. 

Take this fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Purfe- 
uant prefently : wee'le heire more of your matter before 
the King. Exit. 

Queene. And as for you that loue to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of our Protectors Grace, 
Begin your Suites anew,and i'ue to him. 

Ttare the Supplication. 
Away, bife Cullions: Suffice let them goe. 
All. Come, let's be gone. Exit, 
puttie. My Lord of SufYiulkr, fay, is this the guife? 
Is this the Fafhions in the Court of England ? 
is this the Government of Briraines He ? 
And this the Royaltie of Albkns King ? 
What, fhall King Henry be a Pupill ilill, 
Vnder the furly Glclien Goucrnancc? 
Am I a Queene in Title and in Stile, 
And muft be mide a iubiect to a Duke ? 
I tell thee Toole, when in theCitie Tours 
Thou ran'ft a. tilt in honar of my Loue, 
And ftol'ft away the Ladies hrai ts of France ; 
I thought King Henry had refembled thee, 
In Courage, Court(hip,and Proportidn: 
But all his minde is bent to Holinrffe, 
To number Aut. Maries on hit Beades : 
His Champions.are the Prophets and Apoftles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawes of facrcd Writ, 
His Studie is his I iJt-yird,and his Loues 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the Coliedge of the Cardinalls 
Would chufc him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his Head ; 
That were a State lit for his Hoiinette. 

Suff. Madame be patient: as 1 was caufc 
Your HighnefTc came to England, fo will I 
In England workc your Graces full content. 

Queene. Be fide the haughtie Protector, haue we Beauford 
The imperious Churchman; Somerfet, Buti^ingbam, 
And grumbling 7'orbe: and nut (he leaft of thefe, 
But can doe more in England then the King. 

Suff. And he of thele,that can doe moft of all, 
Cannot due more in England then the Neui/s : 
Salutary and iyarvic{ are no fimple Pceres. 

HZureir.Not all thefe Lords do vex me halfe fo much, 
As that prowd Dame, the Lord Protectors Wife : 
She fweepes it thruugh the Court with troups of Ladies, 
More like an EmprelTe.then Duke Humpbreyes Wife: 
Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene : 
She hearts a Dukes Reuenewes on her backe, 
And in her heart the fcornes our Pouertie : 
Shall I not liue to be aueng'd on her i 
Contemptuous bale-borne Cillot as (he is, 
She vaunted 'mongft her Minions t'other day, 
The very traync of ber worft wearing Gowne, 
Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands, 
Till Suffilkf gaue two Dukedomes for his Daughter. 
6V/T Madame, my fclfe haue lym'd a Bu(h for her, 



And plac't a Quier of fuch enticing Birds, 
That (he will light to liflen to the Layes, 
And neuer mount to trouble you againe. 
So let her reft : and Madame lift to me, 
For I am bold to counfaile you in this; 
Although we fancie not the Cardinall, 
Yet mud we ioyne with him and with the Lord*, 
Till we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace. 
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At for the Duke of Yorke,th'u lite Complaint 
Will make but little for hit benefit : 
So one by one wee'le weed them all at laft, 
And you your felfe (hall ftcere the happy Helme. 



Exit. 



tbt King, I),. Humfrty,Cardina/l, Bucfyig- 
bam, r»r^, Salitiurj, Warwick, 
and tbt ( DutbtJft. 

King. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Samerftt, or y'or{r, all's one to me. 

IVt/. If Ttr^t haue ill demean'd himfelfc in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regent-flvp. 

Sam. If Somtrjtl be vn worthy of the Place, 
Let Tor^e be Regent, I will yeeld to him. 

IV a nr. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, Tcrlft is the worthyer. 

Card. Ambitious Warvit^t, let thy betters fpeake. 

Warn. The Cardinal!*! not my better in the field. 

But{. All in this prtfence are thy betters, Wormiest. 

Warm. ffarwicit may liue to be the bcft of all. 

Salitb. Peace Sonne, and fliew fome reafon But\mgbam 
Why Somtrjtl fliould be prefcrr'd in this? 

{Wr.Becaufe the King forfooth will haue it fo. 

Hum/. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfc 
To giue his Cenfure : Thefe are no Womens matters. 

Qutrnt. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of hU Excellence ? 

Humf. Madame, I am Protector of the Realme, 
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place. 

Stiff. Refigne it then,and leaue thine infolence. 
Since thou wert King; as who is King, but thou ? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath preuayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nobles of the Realme 
Haue beenc as Bond-men to thy Soueraigntie. 

Cnrrf.The Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags 
Are lanke and leane with thy Extortions. 

WThy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wiues Attyre 
Haue coft a made of publique Treafuric. 

c Buc(. Thy Crueltie in execution 
Vpon Offcndors, hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 

£$utt*t. Thy lale of Offices and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne, at the fufpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Exit Humfrtj. 
Giue me my Fannc: what, Mynion, can ye not? 

Si* giutstbt Dutbtfft a hex on tbt tart. 
I cry you mercy, Madame: was it you ? 

Dutb. Was't I t yea, I it wat,prowd French-woman : 
Could I come neere your Beautie with my Nay let, 
I could fct my ten Commandements in your face. 

King . Sweet Aunt be quiet,'twas againft her will. 

'Dutb. Againft her will, good King? looke to't in time, 
Shee'le hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 
Though in this place moft Matter weare no Breeches, 
She fhall not ftrike Dame Etiamtr vnreueng'd. 

Exit Eliamr. 

Buc^. Lord Cardinal), I will follow Slianar, 
And liften after Humfrtj, how he proceedes : 
Shee's tickled now, her Fume needs no fpurret, 
Shee'le gallop farrc enough to her deftruction. 



Humfrty. 



Humf. Now Lords, my Choller being ouei 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talJcc of Common-wealth A; 
As for your fpightfull falfe Obiections, 
Proue them, and I lye open to the Law: 
But Cod in mercie fo deale with my Soule, 
As I in dude loue my King and Countrey. 
But to the matter that we haue in hand : 
I fay, my Soueraigne, >'.r jjc is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of Fi 

Suff Before we make election, giue me 
To (hew fome reafon, of no little force, 
That !'.■{.■ is moft vnmeet of any man. 

V.-'-r. He tell thee, Suffc/ty, why 1 am 
Firft.for I cannot flatter thee in Pride : 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here, 
Without Dilcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands: 
Laft time I danc't attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was befieg'd,fami(ht,and loft. 

fTarw. That can I witnefte, and a fouler fact 
Did neuer Traytor in the Land commit. 

oun. i cacc ncaa-itrong trjrrric^e. 

tVarw. Image of Pride, why (hould I hold my 



Suff. Becaufe here is a man accufcd of T reafon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfc. 

7' ri-e. Doth any one accufc 7 '■-.< k< for a Traytor? 

King. What mean 'ft thou, Svffolkt? tell me, what are 
thefe I 

Suff. Pleafe it your Maieftic, this is the man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon ; 
His words were thefe : That Richard, Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfull Heire vnto the Englifli Crowne, 
And that your Maieftie was an Vfurper. 
King. Say man, were thefe thy words? 
jlrmortr. Ani't (hall pleafe your Maieftie, I neuer fayd 
nor thought any fuch matter ; God is my witnefte, 1 am 
falfely accus'd by the Villaine. 

Pettr. By thefe tenne bones, my Lords, hee did 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee wen 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Ter^t. Bale Dunghill Villaine, and Mechanical!, 
He haue thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech: 
I doe befeech your Royall Maieftie, 
Let him haue all the rigor of the Law. 

Alas, my Lord, hang me if euer I fpake the 



few' 



: my accufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 
rect him for his fault the 



day, he did vow vpon hit 
knees he would be euen with me : I haue good witneiTe 
of this ; therefore I befeech your Maieftie, doe not cart 
away an honeft man for a Villaines accufation. 
King. Vnckle, what (hall we fay to this in law ? 
Hs-r-f. This doome, my Lord, if I may iudge : 
Let Scmtrftt be Regent o're the French, 
Becaufe in 7V^/ this breedes fufpition ; 
And let thefe haue a day appointed them 
For fingle Combat, in conuenient place, 
For he hath witnefte of his feruants malice t 
This it the Law, and this Duke Humfrtya 
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Som. I humbly thanke your Royall Maieflie. 

Armorer. And I accept ihe Combat willingly. 

Piter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for Gods fake 
pitty my cafe : the fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 
O Lord haue mercy vpon me, I (hall neuer be able to 
fight a blow : O Lord my heart. 

Hum/. Sirrha, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang'd. 

King. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 
Combat, (hall be the laft of the next moneth. Come 
Somerfet, wee'le fee thee fent away. 

Flour tjb. 

Enter tbt rYitcb, tbe two Priefts, and Bullingbroo(e. 

Hume. Come my Matters, the Duchefle I tell you ex- 
peels performance of your promifes. 
'Balling. Mafter Hume,wt are therefore prouided : will 
her Ladyfliip behold and heare our Exorcifmcs? , 

Hume. I, what elfe t feare you not her courage. 

'Bulling. I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 
an inuincible fpirit 1 but it (hill be convenient, Mafter 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be- 
low ; and fo I pray you goe in Cods Name, and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 

Mother hrdan , be you proftrate, and grouell on the 
Earth ; hbn Southwell reade you, and let vs to our worke. 

Enter Eliansr ahft. 

Elianer. Well faid my Matters, and welcome all: To 
this geere.the fooncr the better. 

B'i.m. Patience, good Lady, Wiiards know their tiroes: 
Deepe Night.darke Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was fet on fire, 
The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts brcake vp their Craucs; 
That time bed fits the worke we haue in hand. 
Madame, fit you,and feare not : whom wee rayfe, 
Wee will make raft within a hallow'd Verge. 

Here dee tbt Qtrtmonies belonging, and ma\e tbe Crete, 
Bullingbrot^t er Southwell reades , Coniuro 
te, tec. It Thunder! and Lightens 
terribly: then tbt Spirit 
ri/etb. 

Spirit. Adfum. 

fViteb. Afmatb,by the eternall God, 
Whofe name and power thou trembled at, 
Anfwere that I wall aske I for till thou fpeake, 
Thou (halt not paffe from hence. 

Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had fayd, and 
done. 

Bulling. Firft of the King : What (hall of him be- 
come? 

Spirit. The Duke yet Hues, that Henry (hall depofe : 
But him out-Hue, and dye a violent death. 

'Bulling. What fates await the Duke of Suffolke > 

Spirit. By Water (hall he dve,and take his end. 

'Bulling. What (hall befall the Duke of Somerfet? 

Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles, 
Safer (hall he be vpon the fandie Plaines, 
Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 
Haue done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Bulling. Difcend to DarkneiTe,and the burning Lake 1 
Falfe Fiend auoide. 

Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirit. 



461 



Enter tbe Dutj ofYortj and the Dute tf 'Buckingham 
with their Guarded breake in. 

Terfy. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trarti : 
Beldam I thinke we watcht you at an ynch. 
What Madame, arc you there? the King ic Commonweale 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines; 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for thefe good deferts. 

Elianer. Not hall'e fo bad as thine to Englands King, 
Injurious Duke,that threateft where's nocaufe. 

Buc^ True Madame, none at all:what call you this f 
Away with them, let them be clapt vp clofe, 
And kept afunder: you Madame (hall with vs. 
Stafford take her to thee. 

Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming. 
All away. Exit. 

rir^e.Lord Buckingham, me thinks you watcht her well: 
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build vpon. 
Now pray my Lord, let's fee the Dcuils Writ. 
What haue we here ? Readet. 
The Duke yet Hues, that Henry /hall depofe : 
But him out-hue, and dye a 1'iolent death. 
Why this is iurt, . An • ■EaciJa Romanes •vintcre pojft , 
Well, to the reft : 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 

By Water /ball he dye, and ta{e tii end. 

What (hall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 

Let him Jbunre Caftles, 

Safer Jbalt be be vpon the fandie Plaines, 

Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain'd, 

And hardly vnderftood. 

The King is now in progrrfle towards Saint Albtnts, 

With him, the Husband of this louely Lady : 

Thither goes thefe Newes, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them : 

A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Protector. 

■Bitf^.Your Grace (hal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 
To be the Poftr,in hope of his reward. 

Torte. At your pleafure,my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe i 

Enter a Seruir.gman. 
Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away. 



' the King, Queene, Prtte&cr, Cardinal! , and 
Suffuse , ruth Faulkner 1 hallowing . 



Queene. Beleeue me Lords, for flying at the Brooke, 
I faw not better ("port thefe feuen yeeres day : 
Yet by your leaue, the Winde was very high, 
And ten to one, old Ioant had not gone out. , 

King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch (he flew aboue the reft : 
To fee how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Man and Birds are fayne of climbing high. 

Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maieflie, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doe towre fo well, 
They know their Matter loues to be aloft, 
And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch. 

Gltfl. My Lord.'tis but a bafe ignoble mindc, 
That mounts no higher then a Bird can forei 

Card. I 
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Card. I thought as much, hee would be aboue the 
Clouds. 

GUft. I my Lord Cardinal!, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Hcauen ? 

King. The Treafuric of euerlafting Ioy. 

Card. Thy Heauen is on Earth, thine Eye* It Thoughts 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
Pcrnirious Protector, dangerous Peer*, 
That fmooth'ft it fo with King and Common-weale. 

Gloft. What, Cardinal! ? 
Is your Prieft-hood growne pcremptnrie T 
'Tantant animk Ceelefttbm irar, Church-men fo hot ! 
Good V tickle hide fuch mallice: 
With fuch HolynelTe can you doe it ? 

Suff. No mallice Sir, no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrcll.and lb bad a Peere. 

Gloft. As who, my Lord f 

Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An't like your Lordly Lords Proteftorihip. 

Gloft. Why Suffolk England knowes thine infolence. 

Queene. And thy Ambition.G/o/rVr. 

2W, I prythee peace, good Queene, 
And whet not on thefe furious Peerea, 
For bleffed are the Peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be blefTed for the Peace I make 
Againft this prowd Proteflor with my Sword. 

Gift. Faith holy Vncklr,would't were come to that. 

Card. Marry, when thou dar'ft. 

Gloft. Make vp no factious numbers for the matter, 
In thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufc. 

Card. I, where thou dar'ft not peepe : 
And if thou dar'ft, this Euening, 
On the Eaft fide of the Groue. 

King. How now, my Lords i 

Card. Beleeue me, Coufin Ghfter, 
Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddenly, 
We had had more I port. 
Come with thy two-hand Sword. 

Ghft. True Vnckle.are ye aduis'd ? 
The Eaft fide of the Groue ! 
Cardinal!, I am with you. 

King. Why how now, Vnckle Ghfter * 

GMsVTalking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Cods Mother, Pricft, 
lie fhaue your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence lhall fayle. 

Card. &fedice teipfum, Protector fee to't well, protect 
your felfe. 

King. The Windes grow high, , 
So doe your Stomacks, Lords: 
How irkefome is this Mufick to my heart? 
When fuch Strings iarre, what hope of Harmony ? 
I pray my Lords let me compound this Shift. 

Enter one crying a Miracle. 

Gloft What meanes this noyfe i 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ft thou proclayme i 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 

Suffice. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi- 
racle. 

One. Forfooth,a blinde man at Saint Albcnet Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath recciu'd his fight, 
A man that ne're faw in his life before. 

King. Now God be prays'd.that to beleeuing Soules 
Ciues Light in DarknelTe.Comrort in Defpaire. 



Enter tbe Ma'nr of Saint Albcnet, and tu 'Brethren, 
hearing tbe man between* two in 0 Choyrt. 

Card. Here cornea the Townef-men, on Proceffion, 
To prefent your HighneiTe with the man. 

King.Gmt is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his fight his finne be multiplyed. 

Gloft. Stand by, my Matters, bring him neere the King, 
His HighnefTe pleafure is to talke with him. 

£/*£.Good-rel!ow,tell vs here the circumftance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord. 
What, haft thou berne long blinde, and now reftor'd t 

Simpe. Borne blinde, and't pleafe your Grace. 

Wife. I indeede was he. 

Suff. What Woman b this ? 

Wife. His Wile.and't like your Worlhip. 
.Gloft. Hadft thou been his Mother, thou could'ft haue 
better told. 

King. Where wcrt thou borne t 

Simpe. At Barwick in the North, and't like your 
Grace. . 

King. Poore Soule, 
Gods goodnefTe hath beene great to thee : 
Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowed pafTc, 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Queene. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam 'ft thou here by Chance, or of Deuotion, 
To this holy Shrine i 

Simpe. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 
Being call'd a hundred timrs, and oftner, 
In my fleepe.by good Saint Albon : 
Who faid; Symcn, come; come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will hclpe thee. 

Wife. Moft true, fbrfooth : 
And many time and oft my fclfe haue heard a Voyce, 
To call him fo. 

Card. What,art thou lame? 

Simpe. I, God Almightie helpe me. 

Suff. How cam'ft thou fo ? 

Sim fx. A fall off of a Tree. 

Wife. A Plum-tree, Mafter. 

Ghft. How long haft thou beene blinde ? 

Simpe. O borne fo, Mafter. 

Gloft. What, and would'ft climbe a Tree ? 

Simpe. But that in all my life, when 1 was a youth. 

Wm. Too true, and bought his climbing very deare. 

GUft. "Maffe, thou lou'dft Plumme* well, that would'ft 
venture fo. 

Simpe. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife de fired fome 
Damions , and made me climbe , with danger of mv 
Life. 

GUft. A fubtill Knaue,but yrt it lhall not feme : 
Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now,nowopcn them, 
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simpe. Yes Mafter, cleare as day, I thankc God and 
Saint Albonet. 

GUft. Say'ft thou me fo : what Colour is this Cloake 
of? 

Simpe. Red Mafter, Red as Blood. 

GUft. Why that's well faid: What Colour is my 
Gowne of ? 

Simpe. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as let. 

King. Why then, thou know'ft what Colour let is 
of? 

Suff. And yet I thinke.Iet did he ncucr fee. 

GUft. But 
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GUfi. But Cloakcs and Gownes, before this day, a 
many. 

If'it'r. Neuer before this day, in all his life. 

GUfi. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name? 

Sim p. Alas Matter, 1 know not. 

GUfi. What's his Name f 

Stmpc. 1 know not. 

GUfi. Nor his? 

&/: No indecde, Matter. 

Gl'fi. What's thine owne Name ? 

Stmpc. Saundtr Scmf*exe,ind if it pleafe you, Matter. 

CUfi. Then Saiendtr, fit there, 
The lying'ft Knaue in Chriftendome. 
If thou hadft beene borne blinde, 
Thou might'tt as well haue knowne all our Names, 
As thus to name the feuerall Colours we doc weare. 
Sight may dittinguith of Colours: 
But fuddenly to nominate them all, 
It is impoflible. 

My Lords,Saint A/bone here hath done a Miracle: 
And would ye not thinkc ir, Cunning to be great, 
That could reftorc this Cripple to his Leggcs againe. 

Sim fx. O Matter, that you could ? 

CUfi. My Matters of Saint Albtntt, 
Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And Things call'd Whippes ? 

Ma'nr. Ye*,my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

CUfi. Then fend for one prefently. 

Mahr. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit. 

GUft. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha, if you meane to faue your felfe from Whip- 
ping, leape me ouer this Stuole,and runne away. 

Simpc. Alas Matter,! am not able to (land alone t 
You goe about to torture me in vaine. 

Enttr a Beadle vitb fflifftt. 

GUfi. Well Sir, we muft haue you finde your 
Sirrha Beadle, whippe him till he leape ouer that 
Stoole. 

"Beadle. I will, my Lord. 
Come on Sirrha, oft' with your Doublet,quickly. 

Simfx. Ala* Matter, what (hall I doe? I am not able to 
ftand. 

Afttr tbt Btadle batb bit bim anct t bt Uapti eutr 
tbt Stoole, and runnei away : and ttey 
folUw, and cry, A Miracli. 
King. O God.feeft thou this,and beareft fo long ? 
Stutent. It made me laugh, to fee the Villaine ninne. 
GUfi. Follow the Knaue, and take this Drab away. 
IVift. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. 
GUfi. Let the" be whipt through euery Market Towne, 
Till they come to Barwick,from whence they came. 

Exit. 

Card. Duke Humfrey ha's done a Miracle to day. 
Stiff. True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. 
GUfi. But you haue done more Miracles then I : 
You made in a day,my Lord, whole Towne* to flye. 

Enter 'Buckingham. 

King. What Tiding* with our Coufin Buckingham t 
Buc{. Such as my heart doth tremble to vnfold 1 

A fort of naughtie perfons, lewdly bent, 

Vnder the Countenance and 

46, 



Of Lady Eliam,r, the Proteclor* Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Haue praclis'd dangcroufly againft your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurrrs, 
Whom we haue apprehended in the Fact, 
Rayfing vp wicked Spirits fiom vnder ground, 
Demanding of King Herries Life and Death, 
And oiher of your HighnciTe Priuie Councell, 
A* more at large your Grace lhall vndcrftand. 
Card. And fo my Lord Protector, by this 



Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London. 
This Newcs I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; 
*Tis like,my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. 

GUfi. Ambitious Church-man, Wuue to afflict my heart: 
Sorrow and griefe haue vanquiflu all my powers; 
And vanquifht as I am,l yecld to thee, 
j Or to the meanett Croome. 

King. O God, what mifchiefes work the wicked ones£ j 
j Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby. 

(lucent. CjUSltr, fee here the Tainflure of thy Neft, 
And looke thy felfe be faultlc<Tc,thou wert beft. 

GUfi. Madame, tor my felfe, to Heaucn I doe appcale, 
How 1 haue lou'd my King, and Common- weale : 
And for my Wife, 1 know not how it 
Sorry 1 am to heare what I haue heard. 
Noble fhee is : but if Ihce haue forgot 
Honor and Vertuc.and conuers't with fuch, 
As like to Pytch, defile Nobilitie ; 
I banilh her my Bed, and Companie, 
And giue her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath dis-honored GUfitn honett Name. 

King. Well, for this Night we will repofc vs her 
To morrow toward London, back againe, 
To looke into this Bufineflc thorowly, 
And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfwcres; 
And poyfe the Caufe in Iuftice equall Scales, 
Whofe Beame ftands furc.whofe rightful caufe preuaile*. 
FUuriJb. 



nrk,,S*bt,Hry,*nd Warwick,. 

Ttrkf. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Our funple Supper ended, giue me leiue, 
In this clofe Walke, to fatisfie my felfe, 
In crauing your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to England* Crowne. 

Salib. My Lord, I long to heare it at full. 

IVarw. Sweet Yirkf begin -.and if thy chyme be good, 
The Ktuilli are thy Subiecl* to command. 

Tarlft. Then thus: 
Edward the third, my Lords, had feuen Sonne*: 
The dr^Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wale* j 
The fecond, IVdlun of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lienei.Duke of Clarence i next to whom, 
Wa» hbn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaftcr; 
The fift, was Edmwd Langiey, Duke of Vorke } 
The fixt, was TUmm of Woodltock, Duke of Glofterj 
William of Windfor Wat the leuenth.and laft. 
Edward the Black-Piince dyed before his Father, 
And left behinde him Rutard, hisonrly Sonne, 
Who after Edward the third's death, raign'd as King, 
Till Henry Butlingbrttke, Duke of Lancattcr, 
j The eldeft Sonne and Heire of lobn of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Henry the fourth, 
Se'u'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightfull King, 
Sent his poore (^neene to France, from whence fl>e came, 

And 
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And him to Pumfret; whcre,as all you know, 
HarmelcflTe Richard was murthercd traiteroufly. 

Want. Father, the Duke hath told the truth , 
Thui got (he Houfe of Lancafler the Crowne. 

Yor^e. Whit h now they hold by force t and not by right: 
for Richard,tbc firi) Sonnet Heire, being dead, 
The I(Tue of the neat Sonne fliould haue rcign'd. 

Saluh. But mUiam of Hatfield dyed without an 
Heire. 

Yarkf. The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 
From whofe Line I clayme the Crowne, 
Had Iflue Phillip, a Daughter, 
Who marryed Edmmd Mcrumtr, Earle of March: 
Edmcnd had Iflue, Roger, Earle of March ; 
Roger had lflue, Edmund, Anne, and Eltaner. 

Sali/h. This Edmtnd,\n the Reigne of Bullinghroc^e, 
At I haue read, layd clayme vnto the Crowne, 
And but for Oven Glendour, had beene King j 
Who kept him in Captiuitie, till he dyed. 
But, to the reft. 

Virtue. Hii eldeft Sifter, *Anne, 
My Mother, being Heire vnto the Crowne, 
Marryed Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
Who was to Edmtnd Langlej, 
Edward the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne ; 
By her I clayme the Kingdome : 
She was Heire to Roger, Earle of March, 
Who was the Sonne of Edmtnd Mortimer, 
Who marryed Phillip, fole Daughter 
Vnto L»W/,Duke of Clarence. 
So, if the Iflue of the elder Sonne , 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

H'jitr. What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 
Henry doth clayme the Crowne from Itbn of Gaunt, 
The fourth Sonne, Yor^e claymes it from the third : 
Till Lioneli Iflue fi)les,his mould not reigne. 
It fayles not yet, but flnurifhes in thee, 
And in thy Sonnes.faire Aippes of fuch a Stock. 
Then Father Saliibury, kneele we together, 
And in this priuate Plot be we the firft, 
That (hall falute our rightfull Soueraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne. 

'Both. Long liue our Soueraigne Richard, Englands 
King. 

Y 'it. We thanke you Lords : 
But I am not your King, till 1 be Crown'd, 
And that my Sword be flayn'd 
With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafler : 
And that's not fuddenly to be perform'd, 
But with aduice and filent fecrecie. 
Doe you as 1 doe in thefe dangerous dayes, 
Winke at the Duke of Suffolkes infolence, 
At Bteu/ordt Pride, at Somerfett Ambition, 
At Buc{ingbam,md all the Crew of them, 
Till they haue fnar'd the Shcpheard of the Flock, 
That vertuous Prince, the good Duke Hum/rey t 
Tit that they feeke ; and they.in feeking that, 
Shall finde their deaths, if Yor{e tan prophecic. 

Salub. My Lord, breake we oft*; we know your minde 
at full. 

Warn. My heart a (Hires me, that the Earle of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. 

Yor^e. And Neuill, this I doe aflure my felfe, 
Richard (hall liue to make the Earle of Warwick 
The grcateft man in England, but the King. 



Sound Trumpett. Enter the King and State, 
with Guard, te banijb the Ducbejfe. 

King. Stand forth Dame Eliamr C.btam, 
gioBert Wife : 

In fight of Cod, and vs,your guilt is great, 
Receiue the Sentence of the Law (or (inne, 
Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg'd to death. 
You foure from hence to Prifon,back againe; 
From thence, vnto the place of Execution : 
The Witch in Smithfield (hall be burnt to aihet, 



you three (hall be ftrangled on the Gallowes. 
You Madamc,for you are more Nobly borne, 
Defpoyled of your Honor in your Life, 
Shall, after three dayet open Penance done, 
Liue in your Countrry here, in Banifttmcnt, 
With Sir hhn Stanly, in the lie of Man 

Eliansr. Welcome is 
Death. 

Gkft. Elianor, the Law thou feeft hath iudged 
1 cannot iuftifie whom the Law condemnes: 
Mine eyes are full of tcares, my heart of griefe. 
Ah Hum/rey, this diftionor in thine age, 
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground. 
I befeech your Maieftic giue me leaue to goe j 
Sorrow would follace,and mine Age would ~ 

King. Stay Hum/rey, Duke of Glofter, 
Ere thou goe, giue vp thy Staffe, 
Henry will to himfelfe Protector be, 
And God (hall be my hope, my flay, my guide, 
And Lanthorne to my fcete: 
And goe in peace, Hum ft ey, no lefle bclou'd, 
Then when thou wert Prote&or to thy King. 

Queer e. I fee no reafon.why a King of yeeres 
Should be to be protecled like a Child, 
God and King Hmry gouerne Englands Realme : 
Ciue vpyour Staffe. Sir, and the King his Realme. 

Ghft. My Staffe? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe t 
As willingly doe 1 the fame refigne, 
As ere thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And euen as willingly at thy feete 1 leaue it, 
As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 
Farewell good King: when I am dead,and gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 

Exit Glofter: 

Queene. Why now is Henry King.and Margaret 
And Hum/rey,Dake of Glofter, fcarcc himfelfe, 
That bcares fo ftircwd a mayme : two Pulls at 
His Lady bani flit, and a Limbe lopt off. 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it (land. 
Where it beft fits to be, in Heur'ut hand. 

Suft. Thus droupes this loftie Pyne,4c hangs hit fprayes, 
Thus ERanors Pride dyes in her youngeft da; 

Ytrlte. Lords, let him goe.Pleafc it 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and his Man, to enter the Lifts, 
So pleife your Highnefle to behold the fight. 

Queene. I, good my Lord: for purpofely therefore 
Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrel) try'de. 

King. A Gods Name fee the Lyfts and all things fit, 
Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 

Yor^e. I neuer law a fellow worfe beflead, 
Or more afraid to fight, then it the Appellant, 
The feruant of this 



i 



my Lords. 



Ente 
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Enter at tnt Deirt tbt Armorer and bit Neighbors, drinijug 
to him jo much, that bit it drunbe ; and he tnteri with a 
Drumme before him , and bit Staffe, with a Sand-bjgge 
faflrntd to it : and at the ttbtr Doort hit Man, with a 
Drumme and Sand-baggt,and Prtntittt drinking to him. 



l.Neigbbcr. Here Neighbour Horner, I drinke to you 
in a Cup of Sack ; and feare not Neighbor, you /hall doe 
well enough. 

». Neighbor. And here Neighbour, here*, a Cuppe of 
Charneco. 

^.Neighbor. And here's a Pot of good Double-Beere 
Neighbor: drinke, and feare not your Man. 

Armorer. Let it come yfaith, and lie pledge you all, 
and a figge for Ptttr. 

1. Prtnt. Here Ptttr, 1 drinke to thee, and be not a. 
fraid. 

a. Prtnt. Be merry Ptttr, and feare not thy Mailer, 
Fight for credit of the Prentices. 

Ptttr. I thanke you all:drinke,and pray for me, I pray 
you, for I thinke 1 haue taken my laft Draught in this 
World. Here Rcbin, and if I dye, I giue thee my Aporne ; 
and Will, thou ftult haue my Hammer: and here Turn, 
take all the Money that 1 haue. O Lord bleffe me, I pray 
God, for I am neuer able to deale with my Matter, hee 
hath learnt fo much fence already. 

Sa&b. Come,leaue your drinking,and fell to blowes. 
Sirrha, what's thy Namel 

Peter. Ptttr for (ooth. 

Sa/ub. PtttrT what more ' 

Peter. Tbumfe. 

SaJub. Tbumfe, Then fee thou thumpe thy Matter 
well. 

Armorer. Matters, I am come hither as it were vpon 
my Mans mitigation, to proue him a fCnaue.and my felfe 
an honeft man 1 and touching the Duke of Yorke, I will 
take my death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : and therefore Ptttr haue at thee with a 
downe-rignt blow. 

Torkt. Difpatch.this Knaues tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants. 

Tbry fight, and Ptttr ftribfi him dewmt. 

Armortr. Hold Ptttr, hold, 1 conferte, I confetTc Trea- 
fon. 

Torbf. Take away his Weapon : Fellow thanke God, 
and the good Wine in thy Mailers way. 

'Ptttr. O God, haue 1 ouercome mine Enemies in this 
prefence ? O Tettr,thou haft preuayl'd in right. 

Xing. Goe, take hence that Traytor from our fight, 
For by hi, death we doe perceiue his guilt, 
And God in luftice hath reueald to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought to haue murther'd wrongfully. 
Come fellow, follow vs for thy Reward. 



*Dubt Humfrey and bu Mtn In 
Mourning CJoaiet. 

Gloft. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud : 
And after Summer, euermore fuccredct 
Barren Winter, with his wrath full nipping Cold; 
So Cares and loyes abound,; 
Sin, what's a Clock? 
Stru. Tenne, my Lord. 



Cleft. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me, 
To watch the comming of my puniflit Duchefle : 
Vnneath may /hee endure the Flinrie Streets, 
To treade them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet iYr//,ill can thy Noble Minde abrooke 
The abieel People, gating on thy late, 
With enuious Lookes laughing at thy fhame, 
That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-Wheeles, 
When thou didft ride in triumph through the f 
But foft, I thinke flje comes, and lie prepare 
My teare-ftayn'd eyes, to fee her Miieries. 

Enter tbt Duthejft in a white Sbttt,and a taper 
burning in her band, with tbt Sheriff 
and Offittrt. 

Stru. So pleafe your Grace, wee'le take her from the 
Sherife. 

Glofttr. No, ftirre not for your Hues, let her parte 
by. 

Elianor. Come you, my Lord, to fee my open flume f 
Now thou do'ft Penance too. Looke how they gate, 
See how the giddy multitude doe point, 
And nodde their heads, and throw their eyes on thee. 
Ah Gltfttr,b\dt thee from their hateful I lookes, 
And in thy Clofet pent vp, rue my flume, 
And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 

Cleft. Be patirnt,gentle Nell, forget this gTiefe. 

Elianor. Ah GkRer, teach me to forget my felfe : 
For whileft I thinke I am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Proteclor of this Land; 
Me thinkes I fttould not thus be led along, 
Mayl'd vp in flume, with Papers on my back, 
And follow'd with a Rabble, that reioyce 
To fee my teares, and heare my deepe-fet 
The ruthlerte Flint doth cut my tender feet, 
And when I ftart.the enuious people laugh, 
And bid me be aduifed how 1 treade. 
Ah Humfrey, tan 1 beare this ihametull yoake ? 
Trowcft thou, that ere He looke vpon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enioyrs the Sunne? 
No: Darke flull be my Light, and Night my Day. 
To thinke vpon my Pompe.fliall be my Hell. 
Sometime He fay, I am Duke Humfreyti Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet fo he rul'd,and fuch a Prince he was, 
As he flood by, whileft I, his forlorne DucheiTe, 
Was made a wonder, and a pointing ftock 
To euery idle Rafcall follower. 
But be thou milde,and blufti not at my thai 
Nor ftirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang ouer thee, as Aire it ftiortly will. 
For Sufolie,he that can doe all in all 
With hcr.that hateth thee and hates vs all, 
And Torbt,ind impious Beauford,lhtt falfe Prieft, 
Haue all lym'd Butties to betray thy Wings, 
And Rye thou how thou canft, they'le tangle thee. 
But feare not thou, vntill thy foot be fnar'd, 
Nor neuer feeke prcuention of thy foes. 

Gloft. Ah AW/.forbcare:thou aymeft all awry. 
I mutt offend, before I be attainted : 
And had 1 twentie times fo many foes, 
And each of them had twentie times their power, 
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe, 
So long as I am loyal], true, and crimelcffe. 
Would'ft haue me refcue thee from this reproach? 

n Why 
— 
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Why yet thy fcandall were not wipt away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greater} hclpc is quiet, gen tic Nell t 
I pray thee fort thy heart to patience, 
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly wornei 
Enttr a Herald. 
Her. I fummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Moneth. 

Glcft. And my confent ne're ask'd herein before ? 
This ii clofe dealing. Well, I will be there. 
My AW/, I take my leaue: and Mailer Sherife, 
Let not her Penance excecde the Kings Commiftion. 

St. And't pleafe your Grace, here my 
And Sir hkn Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the lie of Man. 

Gltft. Muft you,Sir lobn,f n.ceci my Lady here? 

Stanly. So am I giuen in charge, may't pleafe 
Grace. 

Ghft. Entreat her not the worfe,in that 1 pray 
You vfe her well : the World may laugh againe, 
And I may liue to doe you kindnefle,if you doc it her. 
And foSir /oi«, farewell. 

Eliamr. What, gone my Lord, and bid roe not fare- 
well t 

Ghft. WitneiTe my teares, 1 cannot ftay to fpeake. 

Exit Ghfttr. 

Eliantr. Art thou gone to? all comfort goe with thee, 
For none abides with me : my Ioy, is Death ; 
Death, at whofc Name I oft haue becne afear'd, 
Becaufe I wiuYd this Worlds etcrnitic. 
Stanley, I prethee goe, and take me hence, 
I care not whither, for I begge no fauorj 
Onely conuey me where thou art commanded. 

Stanley. Why, Madame, that is to the He of Man, 
There to be vs'd according to your Statr. 

Eliantr. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach : 
And fhall I then be vs'd reproachfully i 

Stanley.Uke to a Duchefle.and Duke Humfreyet Lady, 
According to that State you mail be vs'd. 

Elianor. Sherife farewell, and better then I fare, 
Although thou haft beenc Conduct of my fhame. 

Sherife. It is my Office, and Madame pardon me. 

Eliantr. I, I, farewell, thy Office is dilcharg'd : 
Come Stanley, (hill we goe ? 

Stanley. Mad ime, your 
Throw off this Sheet, 
And goe we to attyre you for our lourney. 

Eliamr. My fhame will not be fhifted with my Sheet : 
No.it will hang vpon my rieheft Robes, 
And fhew it feife.aftyre me how I can. 
Goe,leade the way, I long to fee my Prifon. 

SumdaSrnet. Enter A^r,$*et*e,CarJmall,&,ff*l{e, 
ror{e, 'BvijngbaM, £Mmry,and fTarwklte, 
te the Parliament. 



King. I mufe my Lord of Glofter is not 
"Hi not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
What e're occafion keepes him from vs now. 

Queene. Can you not fee? or will ye not obfeme 
The ftrangrnriTe of his alter'd Countenance ? 
With what a Maieftie he bcares himfclfe, 
How infolent of late he is become, 
How prowd,how percmptorie,and vnlike himfelfe. 
We know the time fince he was milde and affable, 
And if we did but glance a farre-off Looke, 
Immediately he was vpon his Knee, 



That all the Court admir'd him for fubmiffion. 

But meet him now, and be it in the Morne, 

When euery one will giue the rime of day, 

He knit* his Brow,and fhewes an angry Eye, 

And paffeth by with fUflfe vnbowed Knee, 

Difdaining dutie that to vs belongs. 

Small Curres are not regarded when they grynnc, 

But great men tremble when the Lyon rores, 

And Hnmfrey is no little Man in England. 

Firft note, that he is neere you in difcent, 

And fhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 

Me feemeth then, it is no Pollicie, 

Refpeding whit a rancorous minde he bcares, 

And his aduantage following your deceafe, 

That he fhould come about your Royal! Perfon, 

Or be admitted to your HighnefTe Councell. 

Bv flatterie hath he wonne the Com mons hearts t 

And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 

"Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now'tii the Spring, and Weeds are flu I low- rooted, 

Suffer them now,and they'le o're-grow the Garden, 

And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry. 

The reuerent care I beare vnto my Lord, 

Made me collefl thefe dangers in the Duke. 

If it be fbnd,call it a Worn ins feare : 

Which feare, if better Reafons can fupplant, 

I will fubfcribc.and fay I wrong'd the Duke. 

My Lord of Suffblke,Buckingham,and Yorke, 

Reproue my allegation, if you can, 

Or clfe conclude my words cffclruall. 

Stiff. Well hath your HighnefTe feene into thi* Duke: 
And had I firft beenc put to fpeake my minde, 
I thinke I fhould haue told your Graces Tale, 
The DuchelTe,by his fubornation, 
Vpon my Life began her dhiellifh practises : 
Or if he were not priuie to thofe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of hi. high difcent, 
As next the King, he was fucceffiue Heire, 
And fuch high vaunts of hi* Nobilitie, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick DuchefTe, 
By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignea fall. 
Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke is deepe, 
And in his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon. 
The Fox barkesnot, when 'he would fteale the Lambe. 
No, no, my Soueraigne, Gieufter is a man 
Vnfounded yet,and full of deepe deceit. 

Qard. Did he not, contrary to forme of Law, 
Driu i <■ ftrange deaths, for fmall offences done t 

Torlfe. And did he not, in his Protectorfhip, 
Leuie great fummes of Money through the T 
For Souldiers pay in Francc,and neuer fent it ( 
By meanes whereof, the Townes each day i 

'Bnc{. Tut, thefe are petty faults to fa 
Which time will bring to light in fmooth 

King. My Lords at once: the care you blue of ys, 
To mowc downe 7'hornes that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy prayfe: but fhall I fpeake my confciencc, 
Our Kinfman Ghfttr is as innocent, 
From meaning Treafon to our Royall Perfon, 
As is the fucking Lambr,or harmelrfTe Doue: 
The Duke is vertuous, milde, and too well giuen, 
To dreame on euill,or to worke my downefall. 

£«.Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond 
Scemcs he a Doue? his feathers arc but borrow'd, 
For hce's difpofed as the hatefull Rauen. 
Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is furely lent him, 

For 
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For rice's enclin'd at is the raucnous Wolucs. 
Who cannot fteale a diape.that raeanes deceit? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of vs all, 
Hangs on the cutting 1" 



Enter Stmerjet. 
Sent. All health vnto my gracious Soucraigne. 
King. Welcome Lord Somtrj'tt : What Newcs from 
France ' 

Sam. That all your Intereft in thofe Territories, 
Is vt-cr'.v bereft you : all is loft. 

King. Cold Newts, Lord Stmtrjet : but Gods will be 
done. 

Tor{e. Cold Newes for me: for I had hope of France, 
As firmely at I hope for fertile England. 
Thus are my Bloflbme* blafted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillers eate my Leauet away : 
But I will rcmedic this geare ere long, 
Or fell my Title for a glorious Graue. 

Enltr Glemctfter. 

Gkft. All happinefle vnto my Lord the King: 
Pardon, my Liege, that I haue ftay'd fo long. 

Suff. Nay (,'. flcr, know that thou art come too 
Vnlefle thou wert more loyall then thou art: 
I doe arreft thee of High Treafon here. 

G/tft, Well Suff^kfy thou (halt not fee me bluro, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft : 
A Heart vnfpotted,is not easily daunted. 
The pureft Spring it not fo free from muddc, 
As I am cleare from Treafon to my Soueraiigne. 
Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guiltie ? 

Ytrke: Tit thought, ray Lord, 
That you tooke Bribes of France, 
And being ProteOor, ftay'd the Souldiert pay, 
By meanet whereof, hit Highncfle hath loft France. 

Ghfi. Is it but thought fo ? 
What arc they that thinke it ' 
I neuer rob'd the Souldiert of their pay, 
Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France. 
So helpe me God, at I baue watcht the Night, 
I, Night by Night, in ftudying good for England. 
That Doyt that ere I wreftcd from the King, 
Or any Groat I hoorded to my vfe, 
Be brought againft roe at my Tryall day. 
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper p 
Becaufe I would not taxe the needii 
Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons, 
And neuer ask'd for restitution. 

Card. It feruet you well, my Lord, to fay fo much. 

Gkft. I fay no more then truth, fo helpe me God.' 

Ttrlft. In your Protecrorfliip, you did deuife 
Strange Tortures for Often dors, neuer heard of, 
That England wat defam'd by Tyrannic. 

G/oft. Why 'tis well known, that whiles I wat Protector, 
Pirtie wat all the fault that wat in me : 
For I fhould melt at an OfTendors tearet, 
And lowly words were Ranfome for their fault : 
Vnlefle it were a bloody Murtherer, 
Or foule felonious Tbeefc.that fleee'd poore paiTengers, 
I neuer gaue them condigne punifhment. 
Murther indeede,that btoodic finne, I tortur'd 
Aboue the Felon, or what Trei'pas elfe. 

Stiff. My Lord.thcfe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer'd : 
But mightier Crimet are lay'd vnto your charge, 
Whereof yon cannot eafily purge your felfe. 



I doc arreft you in his HighnelTe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal! 
To keepe.vntill your further time of Tryall. 

King. My Lord of Glofter/tis my fpeciall hope, 
That you will cleare your felfe from all fufpence, 
My Conference tells me you are innocent. 

GUft. Ah gracious Lord,thefc dayes are dangeroui 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, 
And Charitie chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 
And Equitic exil'd your HighnelTe Land. 
I know, their Complot it to haue my Life t 
And if my death might make this lland happy, 
And proue the Period of their Tyrannic, 
I would expend it with all willingncfTc. 
But mine it made the Prologue to their Play : 
For thoufands more, that yet fufpeel no perill, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedie. 
Btaufordt red fparkling eyes blab hit hearts mallice, 
And Suffdkt cloudie Brow his ftormie hate ; 
Sharpe Buckingham vnburthens with his tongue, 
The enuious Load that lyet vpon hit heart: 
And dogged Tir^r.that reachet at the Moone, 
Whole ouer-weening Arme I haue pluckt 
By falfe accufe doth leuell at my Life. 
And you, my Soucraigne Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelcflc haue lay'd difgraces on my head. 
And with your beft endeuour haue ftirr'd vp 
My lieleft Liege to be mine Enemie : 
I, all of you haue lay'd your hcadt together, 
My felfe had notice of your Conuenticlet, 
And all to make away my guiltleffe Life. 
I fhall not want falfe Witnefle,to condemne 1 
Nor ftore of Treafons,to augment my guilt : 
The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected, 
A Staftc is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

Card. My Liege, his rayling is intolerable. 
If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon 
From Treafons fecret Knife, and Traytors Rage, 
Be thus vpbrayded, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender graunted fcope of fpeech, 
"Twill make them eoole in seale vnto your Grace. 

Suff.Htth he not twit our Soucraigne Lady here 
With ignominious wordt,though Clarkely coucht? 
At if (he had fuborned fome to fweare 
Falfe allegations, to o'rethrow hit ftate. 

§j. But I can giue the lofer leaue to chide. 
/c/.Farre truer fpoke then meant : I lofe in deed e, 
Befhrcw the winners, for they play'd me falfe, 
And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. 

£;.. ■ Hec'lc wrcft the frnce,and hold vs here all day. 
Lord Cardinal!, he is your Prifoner. 

Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fore. 
Gloii. Ah, thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before hit Legget be firme to beare his Body. 
Thus is the Sbephcard beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolucs arc gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my feare were falfe, ah that it were ; 
For good King Henry, thy decay I feare. Exit Ghfter. 

King.My Lords, what to your wifdomes feemeth beft, 
Doc,or vndoe.as if our felfe were here. 

$ueene. What, will your HighnelTe leaue the Parlia- 
ment f 

King. I Margaret; my heart is drown'd with griefe, 
Whofe flood begins to Aowe within mine eyes; 
My Body round engyrt with miferie : 

n a For 
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For w list's more miferable then Difcontent i 
Ah Vnckle Humfrty, in thy (ace I fee 
The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyaltie I 
And yet, good Humfrty, is the houre to come, 
That ere 1 prou'd thee falfe.or fear'd thy faith. 
What lowring Starre now cnuics thy cftate ? 
That thefe great Lords, and Margartt our Queene, 
Doe feelce fubuerlion of thy harmelefle Lire. 
Thou neuer didft them wrong, nor no man wrong: 
And at the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 
And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody SLaughter-houfe ; 
Euen fo rcmorfelcfTe haue they borne him hence : 
And as the Damme runnet lowing vp and downe, 
Looking the way her harmelefle young one went, 
And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings lode , 
Euen fo my felfc bcwaylcs good Ghfttn cafe 
With fad vnhe lpefoll teares, and with dimn'd 
Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : 
So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 
His fortunes I will weepe, and'twixt each groane, 
Say, who's a Traytor ? GioBtr he is none. Exit. 

Quttnt. Free Lords: 
Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 
Htiry,my Lord, is cold in great Affaires, 
Too full of foolifh pitcie : and Glcflert fhew 
Beguiles him, is the mournefull Crocodile 
With farrow fnares relenting paffengers ; 
Or as the Snake, roll'd in a Aowring Bankc, 
With thining checker'd flough doth fling a Child, 
That for the beau tie thinkes it excellent. 
Beleeue me Lords, were none more wife then I, 
And yet herein I iudge mine owne Wit g.»od ; 
This CUftrr ihould be quickly rid the World, 
To rid vs from the fcare we haue of him. 

Card. That he fhould dye, is worthie pollicie, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death : 
"Lis meet he be condemn'd by courfe of Law. 

Suff. But in my mindc, that were no pollicie: 
The King will labour Hill to faue his Life, 
The Commons haply rife, to faue his Life ; 
And yet we haue but triuiall argument, 
More then miftruft,that (hewes him worthy death. 

Ter^t. So that by this, you would not haue him dye. 

Suff. Ah 7*or^f,no man aliue,fo ftine as I. 

Ter{t. Tit Tor/p that hath more reafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinall.and you my Lord of Suffolke, 
Say as you thinke.and fpeake it from your Soules: 
Wer't not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet, 
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, 
As place Duke Humfrty for the Kings Protector t 

Qumu.So the poore Chicken mould be Aire of death. 

Suff. Madame 'tis true : and wer't not madneffe then, 
To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ? 
Who being accus'd a craftie Murtherer, 
Hit guilt mould be but idly ported ouer, 
Becaufe hit purpofe it not executed. 
No: let him dye. in that he is a Fox, 
By nature prou'd an Enemie to the Flock, 
Before hit Chaps be ftiyn'd with Crimfon blood, 
At Humfrty prou'd by Reafons to my Liege. 
And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him ; 
Be it by Gynnes,by Snares, by Subtletie, 
Sleeping.or Waking, 'tis no matter how, 
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit, 
Which mates him firft,that firft intends deceit. 



Sluetne. Thrice Noble Suffolke, 'tis refolutery fpoice. 

Suff. Not refolute, except fo much were done, 
For tilings are often fpoke, and feldome meant, 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to prefenie my SoueraJgne from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft. 

Card.Eut I would haue him dcad,my Lord of Suffolke, 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft : 
Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed, 
And lie prouide hit Executioner, 
I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege. 

Suff. Here is my Hand, the deed is worthy doing. 

Qucrnt. And fo fay I. 

rlrkf. And I : and now we three haue fpoke it, 
It skills not greatly who impugnes our 



, PoJIt. 



Tift. Great Lords, from Ireland am I 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are vp, 
And put the Englifhmcn vnto the Sword. 
Send Succours( Lords )and flop the Rage berime, 
Before the Wound doe grow vneurable , 
For being greene, there it great hope of helpe. 

Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient 
What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe? 

Ytrltt. That Somtrft be fent as Regent thither: 
"Tis mret that luckie Ruler be imploy'd, 
WitnefTe the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sm. If Twh, with all hit farre-fet pollicie, 
Had beene the Regent there, in (lead of me, 
He neuer would haue ftay'd in France fo long. 

Tor{t. No, not to lofe it all, at thou haft done. 
I rather would haue loft my Life betimet, 
Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home, 
By ftaying there fo long, till all were loft. 
Shew me one skarre, characxer'd on thy Skinne, 
Mens flefli preferu'd fo whole, doe feldome winne. 

Sh. Nay then, this fparke will proue a raging fire, 
If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with : 
No more, good Ywkt\ fweet Somerjtt be ftill. 
Thy fortune, 1't' te, hadft thou beene Regent there, 
Might happily haue prou'd farre worfe then his. 

r»r{t. What, worfe then naught? nay, 
take all. 

S&ntrftt. And in the number , thee , 

fame. 

Cord. My Lord of Yorke,trie what your fortune i»: 
Th'vnciuill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes, * 
And'temper Clay with blood of Engliftimen. 
To Ireland will you leade a Band of men, 
Collected choycely,from each Countie fome, 
And trie your hap againft the Irilhmen i 

Yttrlrt. I will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Maieftie. 
Suff. Why, our Authoritie is his confent, 
And what we doe eftabli(h,hc confirm cs : 
Then .Noble Tor^t, take thou thisTaske in hand. 

Ter^t. I am content: Prouide me Souldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires. 

Suff. A charge, Lord ttrfc, that I will fee performed. 

aw returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrty. 
Card. No more of him : for I will deale with him, 
That henceforth he (hall trouble vs no more : 
And fo breake off, the day it almoft fpent, 
Lord Suff»l^t,yo\i and I muft talke of that euenc. 

fer^t. My 
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T'.'U. My Lord of Suffolke, within fbureteene dajret 
At Briftow I expect my Souldiers, 
For there lie fhippe them all for Ireland. 

Suff. He fee it truly done, my Lord of Yorke. 

JVfr.Now nr^r.or neuer, lleele thy fearfull 
And change roifdoubt to refolution j 
Be that thou bop'ft to be, or what thou art $ 
Refigne to death.it it not worth th'enioying: 
Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the m erne -borne man, 
And finde no harbor in a Royall heart. 
Falter the Spring-time (howres.comes thoght on thoght, 
And not a thought, but thinkes on Oignitie. 
My Brayne,more bufie then the laboring Spider, 
Weaues tedious Snaret to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well : 'tispolitikely done, 
To fend me packing with an Hoaft of men t 
I feare me, you but warme the (ranted Snake, 
Who cherifht in your breads, will fting your hearts. 
Twaa men I lackt.and you will giue them me j 
I take it kindly : yet be well aflur'd, 
You put fliarpe Weapons in a mad-mans hand*. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourilh a mightie Band, 
I will ftirre vp in England fome black Storme, 
Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heauen,or Hell : 
And this fell Tempeft (hall not ceafe to rage, 
Vntill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 
Like to the glorious Sunnes tranlparant Bcames, 
Doe calme the furie of this mad-bred Flawe. 
And for a minifter of my intent, 
1 haue feduc'd a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 
lobn Cade of Aftfbrd, 
To make Commotion,as full well he can, 
Vnder the Title of John eMortimrr. 
In Ireland haue 1 feene this (tubborne Cade 
Oppofe himfelfe againft a Troupe of Kernes, 
And fought fo long, till that his thighes with Darts 
Were almoft like a flurpe-quill'd Porpcntine : 
And in the end being refcucd, I haue feene 
Him capre vpnght,like a wilde Morifco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 
Full often, like a fhag-hayr'd c rat tie Kerne, 
Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, 
And vndifcouer'd,come to me againe, 
And giuen me notice of their Villanies. 
This Deuill here mall be my fubltitute; 
For that Iobn Mortimer, which now is dead, 
In face, in gate, in fpeech he doth refemble. 
By this,I mail perceiue the Commons minde, 
How they affect the Houfe and Clayme of Tori*. 
Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured} 
I know, no paine they can inflict vpon him, 
Will make him fay, I mou'd him to thofe Armes. 
Say that he thriue,as 'tis great like he will, 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength, 
And reape the Ha runt which that Rafcall fow'd. 
For Humfrry ; being dead, as he (hall be, 
And Henry put apart! the next for me. 

f»o tr thru running ourr the Stage, from the 



1. Runne to my 
We haue difpatcht the 



• thru running oner tbt Sta 
Murtber of Duke Humfrry. 
my Lord ofSuffolke: let 



». Oh, that it were to doc : what haue we done ? 
dft euer heare a man fo penitent ? Enter 



Didft 

I. Here comes my Lord 



Suffolk*. 



Suff. Now Sirs, haue you difpatcht this thing? 
1. I, my good Lord,hee's dead. 

Suff. Why that's well iu. Goe, get you to my Houfe, 
I will reward you fbr this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peerea are here at hand. 
Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all 
According as I gaue directions ? 

I. Tit, my good Lord. 

Suff. Away, be 



Trumpet t. Enter the King, t be Queen t, 
Cardinal!, Suffolk/, Somerjet, mtb 
Attendantt. 

King. Goe call our Vnckle to our prefence ftraight: 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to day, 
If he be guiltie, as 'tis published. 

Suff He call him prefently.roy Noble Lord. Exit. 

King. Lords take your places : and I pray you all 
Proceed no (trailer 'gainft our Vnckle Clofter, 
Then from true euidence,of good efteeme, 
He be approu'd in praclife culpable. 

Slueene.God forbid any Malice fhould preuayle, 
That faultlefle may condemne a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition. 

King. 1 thanke thee Nell, thefe wordca content met 
much. 

Enter Suffolk*. 
How now? why look' It thou pale? why trembled thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what's the matter, Suffolk* T 

isd< 



Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord: Glojter 
Qu/en*. Marry God fortend. 
Card.Codt fecrct Iudgement: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpeake a word. 

King founds. 

S(u. How fares my Lord t Helpe Lords, the King b 



Som. Rere vp his Body, wring him by the Nofe. 
^v.Runne.goe, helpe, helpe :Oh Henry ope thine eyes, 
Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 
King. Oh Heauenly God. 
S%u, How fares my gracious Lord ? 
Suff. Comfort my Soueraigne, gracious Henry com- 
fort. 

King. What, doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me? 
Came he right now to fing a Rauens Note, 
Whofe difmall tune bereft my Vitall powm: 
And thinkes he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow breaft, 
Can chafe away the firft-conceiued found ? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugrcd words, 
Lay not thy hands on me I forbeare 1 fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fting. 
Thou balefull Meflenger,out of my fight : 
Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyrannic 
Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the World. 
Looke not vpon me, for thine eyes are wounding ; 
Yet doe not goe away : come Bafiliske, 
And kill the innocent gaxer with thy fight s 
For in the (hade of death, I (hall finde ioy ; 
In life.but double death, now Ghfler'i dead. 

Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus? 
Although the Duke was encmie to him, 
Yet he moft Chriltian-like laments his death : 
And for my felfe.Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid teares.or heart-offending groanes, 
Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life $ 
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I would be blinde with weeping, ficke with gronet, 

Looke pale ai Priro-rofe with blood-drinking fighe*, 

And all to haue the Noble Duke aline. 

What know I how the world may deeme of me? 

For it ii knowne we were but hollow Friend* : 

It may be iudg'd I made the Duke away, 

So mail my name with Slander* tongue be wounded, 

And Prince* Court* be fill'd with my reproach t 

Thi* get I by his death : Aye me vnhappie, 

To be a Quecne, and Crown'd with inramie. 

King. Ah woe is me for Gloftcr, wretched man. 

Quern. Be woe for me, more wretched then he is. 
What, Doft thou turne away, and hide thy face ? 
I am no loathfome Leaper, looke on me. 
What* Art thou like the Adder waxen deafer* 
Be poyibnou* too, and kill thy for lor ne Queene. 
Is all thy comfort fhut in Glofter* Tombe ? 
Why then Dame E/ianer wa* neere thy ioy. 
Erect his Statue, and wodhip it, 
And make my image but an Ale-houfe figne. 
Was I for thi* nye wrack'd vpon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winde from England* banke 
Droue backe againe vnto my Natiue Clime. 
What boaded this? but well fbre-warning winde 
Did feeme to lay, feeke not a Scorpions Neft, 
Nor fet no footing on this vnkinJe Shore. 
What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts, 
And he that loot'd them forth their Bra ten Cauet, 
And bid them blow towards England* blcfled more, 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : 
Yet /to'.ys would not be a murtherer, 
But left that hatefull office vnto thee. 
The pretty Taulting Sea refui'd to drowne me, 
Knowing that thou wouldft haue me drown'd on fhore 
With teare* a* fait a* Sea, through thy vnkindneiTc. 
The fplitting Rocke* cowr'd in the finking finds, 
And would not daft) me with their ragged fide*, 
Bccaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallace, perifti E/iantr. 
A* farre as 1 could ken thy Chalky ClifTe*, 
When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate v» backe, 
I ftood vpon the Hatchet in the ftorme: 
And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My eameft-gaping-fight of thy Land* view, 
I tooke a coftly lewell from my necke, 
A Hart it wa* bound in with Diamond*, 
And threw it towards thy Land : The Sea receiu'd it, 
And fo I wiftTd thy body might my Heart: 
And euen with this, I loft faire England* view, 
And bid mine eye* be packing with my Heart, 
And call'd them blinde and duskie Spectacles, 
For loofing ken of Alkitnt wiftied Coaft. 
How often haue i tempted Suffolkes tongue 
(The agent of thy foule inconftancie) 
To fit and watch me a* Afcan'tm did, 
When he to madding Dido would vnfold 
Hit Fathers Acts, commene'd in burning Troy. 
Am I not witcht like her r Or thou not falfe like him f 
Aye me, I can no more : Dye E/imr, 
For Henry weepe*, that thou doft liue fo long. 

Noy/e witbim. Enter Warwk{e t and many 
Comment . 

War. It i* reported, mighty Soueraigne, 
That good Duke Humfrty Traiterouily i* murdred 



By SufFolke, and the Cardinal! Beaufsrdt meant* t 
The Commons like an angry Hiue of Beet 
That want their Leader, fcatter vp and downe, 
And care not who they fting in his reuenge. 
My felfe haue calm'd their fpleenfull mutinie, 
Vntill they heart the order of hi* death. 

King. That he is dead good Warwick, 'tis too tnic, 
But how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry: 
Enter hi* Chamber, view his breaihleffe Corpe*, 
And comment then vpon hi* fodaine death. 

War. That (hall I do my Liege ; Stay Saitburie 
With the rude multitude, till 1 returne. 

King.O thou that iudgeft all thing*, ftay my thoghts: 
My thought*, that labour to perfwade my foule, 
Some violent hand* were laid on Humfriet life : 
If my fufpefl be falfe, fbrgiue me God, 
For judgement onely doth belong to thee i 
Faine would I go to chafe hi* palie lip*, 
With twenty thoufand kifle*,and to dralne 
Vpon hi* face an Ocean of fait teare*, 
To tell my loue vnto hi* dumbe deafe trunke, 
And with my finger* feele hi* hand, vnfecling : 
But all in vaine are thefe meane Obsequies, 

'Bed fmt forth. 
And to furuey hi* dead and earthy Image t 
What were it but to make my forrow greater 2 

Warv. Come hither gracious Soueraigne, view thi* I 
body. 

King. That it to fee how deepe my graue i* made, 
For with hit foule fled all my worldly fotace : 
For feeing him, 1 fee my life in death. 

War. At furely a* my foule intend* to liue 
With that dread King that tooke our ftate vpon him, 
To free v* from hi* Fathers wrathfull curie, 
I do beleeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon the life of thi* thrice-famed Duke. 

Snf. A dreadfull Oath, fworne with a solemn tongue : 
What inftance giues Lord Warwicke for hi* vow. 

War. See how the blood it felled in hi* face. . 
Oft haue I feene a timely-parted Ghoft, 
Of aftiy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodleffc, 
Being all defcended to the labouring heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attract* the fame for aydance 'gainft the enemy, 
Which with the heart there coo let, and ne're rcturnetb, 
To blufh and beautifie the Cheeke againe. 
But fee, hi* face it blacke, and full of blood t 
His eye-ballet further out, than when he liued, 
Staring full gaftly, like a fbangled man : 
Hi* hayre vprcar'd, hit noftrils ftretcht with ftrugling : 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt 
And tugg'd fur Life, and wa* by ftrength fubdude. 
Looke on the fheett hi* haire (you fee) is (ticking. 
Hit well proportion'd Beard, made rune and rugged, 
Like to the Summer* Corne by Tempeft lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdted heere, 
The It- j ft of all thefe fignes were probable. 

&/.Why Warwicke, who mould do the Dto death? 
My felfe and Stanford had him in protection, 
And we I hope fir, arc no murtherer*. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Humfries foes, 
And you (fbrfooth) had the good Duke to keepe t 
Ti* like you would not fraft him like a friend. 
And "ti* well feene, he found an enemy. 

Queen. Than you belike fufpeft thefe Noblemen, 
A* guilty of Duke Humfriet timclcfle death. 

Vfar. 
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Wttrxf. Who finds the Heyfcr dead, and bleeding frefh, 
And (eel faft-by,a Butcher with an Axe, 
But will fufpecl/twa* he that made the (laughter? 
Who find* the Partridge in the Puttoclu Neil, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kyte foare with vnbloudied Bcake? 
Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedte. • 

Qu. Are you the Butcher, SirfoJ{> vthert't your Knife r 
Is Beaufvrd tearm'd a Kyte? where are hi* Tallons? 

Stiff. I weare no Knife, to flaughter deeping men, 
Buthere's a vengefull Sword, rufted with eafe, 
That Dull be fcowred in his rancorous heart, 
That (landers me with Murthers Crimfon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar'ft.prowd Lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faultie in Duke Humfrtyti death. 

fVarw. What dares not Warwick, if fa lie Suffolk? dare 
him ? 

' Qu. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Though Suffolk? dare him twentie tboufand times. 

War*. Madame be ftill : with reuerence may 1 lay, 
For eucry word you fpeake in his behalfe, 
Is flander to your Royall Dignitie. 

Suff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor, 
If euer Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much, 
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed 
Some fterne vntutur'd Churle ; and Noble Stock 
Was graft with Crab-tree flippe, whofe Fruit tbou art, 
And neuer of the Ntuili Noble Race. 

/f<jr».But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And 1 mould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouland (hames, 
And that my Soueraigne* pretence makes me milde, 
I would, falle murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee begge pardon for thy palTed fpeech, 
And lay, it was thy Mother that thou mcant'ft, 
That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardie ; 
And after all this fearefull Homage done, 
Giue thee thy hyre.and fend thy Soule to Hell, 
Pernicious blood-fucker of fieeping men. 

Suff. Thou ili j) t be waking, while I ihed thy blood, 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft goe with me. 

/fir nr. Away eurn now, or I will drag thee hence : 
Vnworthy though thou art, He cope with thee, 
And doe fome feruice to Duke Humfreyet Cboft. 

Extant. 

King. What ftronger Breft-plate then a heart s-ntainted ? 
Thrice is he arm 'd, that hath his Quarrell iuftj 
And he but naked, though lockt vp in Steele, 
Whofe Confcience with Iniuftice is corrupted. 

A noy/e within. 

Queen*. What ooyfe is this ? 

Bmttr Suffer and Warnic^ with their 
tfttfone drawn*. 

King. Why how now Lords t 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, 
Here in our prefence i Dare you be fo bold ? 
Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here f 

Suff. The trayt'rous Warwick, with the men of Bury, 
Set all vpon me, mightie Soueraigne. 

Enter SaUehury. 
Salith. Sin ftand apart, the King mall know your 



Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 

Vnlefle Lord Suffice ftraight be done to death, 

Or baniuSed faire Englands Territories, 

They will by Violence teare him from your Pallace, 

And torture him with grieuous lingring death. 

They !ay,by him die good Duke Humjrej dy'det 

They fay,in him (hey fcare your Highncfte death} 

And metre inftincx of Loue and Loyaltie, 

Free from a ftubbome oppofite intent. 

As being thought to contradia your liking, 

Makes them thus forward in his Banilhment. 

They &y,in care of your rooft Royall Perfon, 

That if your Highncfle mould intend to fleepe, 

And charge, that no man mould difturbe your reft, 

In paine of your ditlike, or paine of death ; 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrait Edia, 

Were there a Serpent feenc,with forked Tongue, 

That fly ly glyded towards your Maieftie, 

It were but necelTarie you were wak't: 

Leaft being fuffer'd in that harmefull (lumber, 

The mortall Worme might make the lleepc ettrnall. 

And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will guard you, where you will.or no, 

From fuch fell Serpents as frlfe Suffolk* is} 

With whofe inuenomed and fatall (ling, 

Your louing Vnckle.twentie times his worth, 

They fay is fliamefully bereft of life. 

Comment within. An anfwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. 

Suff. 'Tis like the Commons,rude vnpoIiiV. Hindes, 
Could fend fuch MefTage to their Soueraigne : 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy'd, 
To (hew how queint an Orator you are. 
But all the Honor Saliibury hath wonne, 
Is, that he was the Lord EmbalTador, 
Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all 

King. Goe Salnhury, and tell them all from me, 
I thanke them for their tender louing care ; 
And had I not beene cited fo by them, 
Yet did I purpofe as they doe entreat : 
For Cure, my thoughts doe hourely prophet ie, 
Mifchance vnto my State by SuffJi/t meanes. 
And therefore by his Maieftie 1 fweare, 
Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am, 
He (hall not breathe infe&ion in this ayre, 
But three dayes longer, on the paine of death. * 

S^h. Oh Henry, let roe pleade for gentle Suffolk*. 

King. Vngentle Queene, to call him gentle Suffolk*. 
No more I fay : if thou do'ft pleade for him, 
Thou wilt but adde encreale vnto my Wrath. 
Had I but fayd. I would haue kept my Word ; 
But when I fweare.it b irreuocable : 
If after three dayes fpace thou here bee'ft found, 
On any ground that 1 am Ruler of, 
The Wdrld {hall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 
Come ft / dr»iekt.comc good rfarwukt, goe with mee, 
I haue great matters to impart to thee. £ar;'f. 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you, 
Hearts Difcontent, and fowre Affliction, 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie : 
There's two of you, the Deuill make a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 

Suff. Ceafe, gentle Queene, thefe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk* take his heauie leaue. 

Queene. Fye 
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Qui™. Fye Coward woman, and foft baited wretch, 
Haft chou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy. 

Suf. A plague vpon them : wherefore mould I curfle 
them } 

Would curfe* kill,ai doth the Mandrakes grone, 
I would inuent as bitter fearching tcrmes, 
As curft, as harm, and horrible to hcare, 
Deliuer'd ftrongly through my tired teeth, 
With full as many ligne* of deadly hate, 
As leane-fac'd enuy in her loathfome caue. 
My tongue mould (tumble in mine earned words, 
Mine eyes would fparlclc like the beaten Flint, 
Mine haire be fi« an end, as one diftracV. 
I, euery ioynt mould feeme to curfe and ban, 
And euen now my burthen 'd heart would breake 
Should 1 not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke. 
Call, worfe then Gall, the daintieft that they tafte : 
Their fweeteft (hade, a groue of CyprelTe Trees : 
Their cheefeft Profpecl, murd'ring Bafiliskes: 
Their foftrft Touch, as fmart as Lyzards flings: 
Their Muficke, frightfoll as the Serpents hifTc, 
And boading Screech -Owles, mike the Confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell 

Enough fweet Suffolke.thou torment'ft thy felfe, 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne "gainft glafle, 
Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile, 
And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am baniih'd from, 
Well could 1 curfe away a Winters night, 
Though (landing naked on a Mountaine top, 
Where byting cold would neuer let grade grow, 
And thinke it but a minute fpetit in (port. 

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe,giue me thy hand, 
That I may dew it with my mournfull tea.eis 
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place, 
To wafti away my wofoll Monument*. 
Oh, could this kifle be printed in thy hand, 
That thou might'ft thinke vpon thefe by the Scale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath 'd for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my grecfe, 
Tis but furmis'd, whiles thou art ftanding by, 
As one that furfets, thinking on a want: 
I will repeale thee, or be well aiTur'd, 
Aduenrure to be banished my felfe : 
And banished I am, if but from thee. 
Go, fpeake not to me ; euen now be gone. 
Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thoufand leaues, 
Leather a hundred times to part then dye ; 
Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 

Suf. Thus is poore Suft'olkc ten times banished, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
Tis not the Land I care for, wer't thou thence, 
A WildcrncfTe is populous enough, 
So SufFolke had thy hcauenly company. 
For where thou art, there is the World it felfe, 
With euery fcuerall pleafure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 
I can no more : Liue thou to ioy thy life ; 
My felfe no ioy in nought, but that thou liu'ft. 

Eater Vaux. 

Qnttnt. Whether goes Vaux fo faft ? What newes 1 
prethee ? 



"Vaux. To fignific vnto his Maiefty, 
j That Cardinall Huaiford is at point of death : 
For fodainly a grecuous ficknefle tooke him, 
That makes him gaspe, and Dare, and catch the aire, 
Blalpheming God, and curling men on earth. 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfritt Ghoft 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The fecrets of his ouer-charged foule, 
And 1 am fent to tell his Maieftie, 
That euen now he cries alowd for him. 

Sh. Go tell this heauy MelTage to the King. Exit 
Aye me I What is this World ? What newes are thefe t 
But wherefore greeue I at an houres poore lofle, 
Omitting Suffolkc* exile, my foules Treafure? 
Why onely Sutlblke mournc I not for thee ? 
And with the Southerne clouds, contend in te arcs ? 
Theirs for the earths encrcafe, mine for my forrowes. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ft is comming, 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf If I depart from thee, 1 cannot liue, 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfe, 
But like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? 
Heere could 1 breath my foule into the ayre, 
As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with mothers dugge betweene it's lips. 
Where from thy fight, I mould be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee toclufe vp mine eyes: 
To haue thee with thy lippes to (top my mouth : 
So should 'ft thou eyther turne my flying foule, 
Or 1 would breathe it fo into thy body, 
And then it liu'd in fweete Eliiium. 
To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
Oh let me ftay, befall what may befall. 

£}ueen. Away l Though parting be a fretfull corofiue, 
Ir is applyed to a deathfull wound. 
To France fweet Suffolkc : Let me heare from thee : 
For wherefoere thou art in this worlds Globe, 
He haue an lru that dull finde thee out. 

Suf 1 go. 

Qu. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A Iewell lockt into the wofolft Cuke, 
That euer did containe a thing of worth, 
Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo fonder we : 
This way fall I to death. 

4*. This way for me. Ext mm 

Enter the King, Salubury, and Wanuic (t t t$ tba 
Cardinal in bed. 

King. How fare's my Lord 5 Speake Heou/ord to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Ca.lf thou beeft death, lie giue thee England* Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another lfland, 
So thou wilt let me liue, and feele no paine. 

King. Ah, what a figne it is of euill life, 
Where death's approach is fecne fo terrible. 

ft'.t-. Beauferd, it is thy Soueraigne fpeake* to thee. 

'Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will. 
Dy'de he not in his bed? Where should he dye ? 
Can I make men liue where they will or no? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confefle. 
Aliue againe? Then (hew me where he is, 
He giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 




47* 



Digitized by Google 



rbefecond<Part of Henry the Sixt. ' 137 



Combe downe his haire | looke, looke, it (lands vpright, 
Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foule : 
Giue me fome drinkc, and bid the Apothecarie 
Bring the ftrong poyfon that I bought of him. 

King. Oh thou eternall mouer or the heauens, 
Looke with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 
Oh beate away the bufie medling Fiend, 
That layes ftrong fiege vnto this wretches foule, 
And from his bofome purge this blacke difpaire. 

Var. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 

Sal. Difturbe him not, let him paffe peaceably. 

King. Peace to his foule, if Cods good pleafure be. 
Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ft on heauens blifle, 
Hold vp thy hand, make fignall of thy hope. 
He diet and makes no figne :Oh God forgiue him. 

Birr. So bad a death, argues a monftrous lire. 

King. Forbeare to iudge, for we are finners all. 
Clofe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe, 
And let vs all to Meditation. txennt. 

%AlarnM. Fight at Sea. Or dnanct goei off. 

Enter Lieutenant, Suffil^e, and otbert. 

Lieu. The gaudy blabbing and remorfefull day, 
Is crept into the bofome of the Sea : 
And now loud houling Wolues aroufe the lades 
That draggc the Tragkkc melancholy night : 
Who with their drowlle, flow, and flagging wings 
Clcape dead-mens graues, and from their mifty lawes, 
Breath foule contagious darknefle in the ayre : 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 
Hecre (hall they make theit ranfome on the fand, 
Or with their blood ftaine this difcoloured (hore. 
Maiftrr, this Prifoner freely giue 1 thee, 
And thou that art his Mate, make boote of this : 
The other Walter Wbitmore is thy (hare. 

i. gtut. Whit is my ranfome Mafter, let me know. 

Ma. A thoufand Crownes, or elfe lay down your head 

Mate. And fo much (hall you giue, or off goes yours. 

Lieu. What thinke you much to pay aooo.Crowncs, 
And bearc the name and port of Gentlemen t 
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall i 
The Hues of thofe which we haue loft in fight, 
Be counter-poys'd with fuch a pettie fumme. 

X.Gent, lie giue it fir, and therefore (pare my life. 

%. Cent. And fo will l.and write home for it ftraight. 

Wbitm. 1 loft mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 
And therefore to reuenge it, (halt thou dye, 
And fo fliould theic, if I might haue my will. 

Lieu. Be not fo ra(h, take ranfome, let him liue. 

Snf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou (halt be payed. 

Whit. And fo am I : my name is Walter Wbitmore. 
How now?why (farts thou?What doth death affright? 

Snf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me that by Water I mould dye : 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded. 

Vbit. Gnaltier or Walter, which it is 1 care not, 
Neuer yet did bafe dilhonour blurre our name, 
Bat with our fword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when Merchant-like I fell reuenge, 
Broke be my fword, my Armes torne and defae'd, 
And 1 proclaimed a Coward through the world. 
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Snf. Stay Wbitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
The Duke of Suffblke, William de la Pole. 

Vbit. The Duke of Suffulke, muffled vp in ragges ? 

Snf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke. 

Lieu. But Ioue was neuer (laine as thou (halt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Henries blood. 

Snf. The honourable blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be flied by fuch a iaded Groome : 
Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when 1 (hooke my head. 
How often haft thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 
When 1 haue (carted with Queene Margaret > 
Remember it, and let it make thee Crcft-falne, 
I, and alay this thy abortiue Pride : 
How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood, 
And duly wayted for my comming forth ? 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalfe, 
And therefore (hall it charme thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak Captaine, (hall I (fab the forlorn Swain. 

Lien. Firft let my words flab him.as he harh me. 

Snf. Bafe (hue, thy words are blunt.and fo art thou. 

Lien. Conuey him hence.and on our long boats fide, 
Strike off his head. &/Thou dar'ft not for thy owne. 

Lien. Poole, Sir Poole ? Lord, 
I kennell, puddle, finkc, whofe filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring, where England drinkes: 
Now will I dam vp this chy yawning mouth, 
For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 
Thy lips that kift the Queene, (hall fwrcpe the ground i 
And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Hnmfriet death, 
Againft the fenfelrfle windes (hall grin in vaine, 
Who in contempt (hall hifTe at thee againe. 
And wedded be thou to the Hagget of hell, 
For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthlelTe King, 
Hauing neyther Subie£, Wealth, nor Diadem : 
By diuellifh policy art thou growne great, 
And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg'd, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 
By thee Anion and Maine were Lid to France. 
The falfe reuolting Normans thorough thee, 
Difdaine to call vs Lord, and Viccardit 
Hath (laine their Gouernors, furpriz'd our Forts, 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 
The Princely Warwicke, and the Neuilt all, 
Whofe dreadfull fwords were neuer drawne in vaine, 
As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes . 
And now the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Crowne, 
By (hamefull murther of a guiltleflTe King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with reucnging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduance our halfe-fac'd Sunne, ftriuing to fhine ; 
Vnder the which is writ, hnitu nubbm. 
The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
Is crept into the Pallace of our Kin;, 
And all by thee : away, conuey him hence. 

Snf. O that I were a God, to (hoot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe paltry, feruilc,abicct Drudges: 
Small things make bafe men proud. 1 his Villaine heere, 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then 'Bargnlut the ftrong Illyr'un Pyrate. 
Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hiues: 
It it impolTible that I would dye 
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By fuch a lowly VafTail as thy felfe. 
Thy words moue Rage, and not remorfc in me : 
I gu of Meflage from the Q^eene to France : 
I charge thee waft me fafcly crofTV the Channell. 

Lieu. Water : W. Come Suffolk e, I muft waft thee 
to thy death. 

Suf. Pine grlidta timer cecupat arm, it is thee I feire. 

MV.Thou flialt haue caule to feare before 1 1 
What, are ye dinted now? Now will ye rtc*>pe. 

I.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him, fpeak him fair. 

Suf Suffolkes Imperial! tongue is fterne and rough: 
Vs'd to command, vntaught to pleade for fauour. 
Farre be it, we mould honor fuch as thefe 
With humble f>.ite: no. rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow to any, 
Saue to the God of hcauen, and to my King : 
And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole, 
Then ftand vncouer'd to the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobility, is exempt from feare : 
More can I bcare, then yoo dare execute. 

Lieu. Hale him away, and let him talke no more i 
Come Souldiers, mew what cruelty ye can. 

Suf. That this my death may ncuer be forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Beionion*. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandctto Haue 
Murder 'd fweet Tullj. Brum Bafrard hand 
Stab'd Iulm Caejar. Sauage Iflanders 
Ptnpey the Great, and Suffol{e dyes by Pyrat*. 

Ex-it Water with Sufielkf. 

Lieu. And as for thefe whofe ranfome we haue fet, 
It is our pleafure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you with v»,and let him go. 

€xit Untenant, and the refi. 

e&fanet the firfi Gent. Enter Walter tritb the b\4y. 

Wal. There let his head, and liuclefTe bodie lye, 
Vntill theQueene his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter. 

i.Gent. O barbarous and bloudy fpeetacle, 
His body will I beare vnto the King : 
If he reuenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Quecnr, that liuing, held him dcere. 

Enter 'Bruit, and hbn Holland. 

Beui. Come and get thee a fword, though made of a 
Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. 

Hoi. They haue the more neede to fleepe now then. 

He.: 1 tell thee, h.-r Cade the Cloathier, mesne* to 
drefTe the Common-wealth and turne it, and fet a new 
nap vpon it. 

Hoi. So he had need, for 'tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was neuer merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen 
came vp. 

Beui. O rr.iferable Age : Vcrtue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafta men. 

Hoi. The Nobilirje thinke fcorne to go* in Leather 
Aprons. 

Biuu. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. 

Hoi. True : and yet it is laid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
on : which is as much to fay, as let the Magiftrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore mould we be Magiftrates. 

Beui. Thou haft hit it : for there's no better figne of a 
braue minde, then a hard hand. 

HJ. I fee them, I fee them : There's 'Befit Sonne, the 
Tanner of Winghim. 

Hee fhall haue the skinnet of our 



make Dogges Leather of. 

Hoi. And Dickc the Butcher. 

'Beui. Then is fin ftruckr downe like an Ore, and ini- 
quities throate cut like a Calfe. 
Hoi. And Smith the Weauer. 
Beu. Argo, their thred of lift is fpun. 
Htl. Come, come, let's fill in with them. 

Drumme. Enter Cade, Diei? 'Butcher, Smith the Wea**r, 
and a Savyer, vitb infinite numbert. 

Cade. Wee lobn Cade, fo tearm'd of our fuppofed Fa- 
ther. 

But. Or rather of dealing a Cade of Herring*. 

Cade. For our enemies fhill faile before vs, inferred 
with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Prince*. Com- 
mand filcnce. 

"But. Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 
But. He was an honcft man, and a good Bricklayer. 
Qade. My mother a Flamagenet. 
Buteb. I knew her well, fhe was a Midwife. 
Cade. My wife defcended of the Laeia. 
But. She wa* indeed a Pedler* daughter,* fold many 
Laces. 

rVtautr. But now of late, not able to trauell with her 
furr'd Packe, fhe wafhes buckes here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe. 

But. I by my faith, the field is honourable, and there 
was he borne, vnder a hedge: for hi* Father had neuer a 
houfe but the Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weauer- A muft needs, for beggery is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

But. No queftion of that t for I haue feene him whipt 
three Market dayes together. 

Cadi. I feare neither fword, nor fire. 
Wea. He neede not feare the fword, for his Coate i. of 



i 
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But. But me thinks he fhould ftand in feare of fire, be- 
ing burnt i'th hand for ftealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be braue then, for your Capcaine is Braoe, and 
Vowes Reformation. There fhill be in England, fcucn 
halfe peny Loaue* fold for a peny : the three hoop'd pot, 
fhall haue ten hoopes, and I wil make it Fellony to drink 
fmall Beere. All the Realmc fhall be in Common, and in 
CheapCde fhall my Palfrey go to grafle t and when 1 am 
King, as King I will be. 
Ail. God laue your Maiefty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people. There fhall bee oo 
mony, all fhall eate and drinke on my fcore, and I will 
apparrell them all in one Liuery, that they may agree like 
Brothers, and worfhip me their Lord. 

But. The firft thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyer*. 
Cade. Nay, that 1 meane to do. Is not this a lamenta- 
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lam be fhould 
be made Parchment ; that Parchment being icribeld ore, 



fhould vndoe a man. Some fay the Bee lti 



but I la 



'tis the Bees waxe : for I did but feale once to a thing, and 
I was neuer mine owne man fince. How now i Who's 
there ? 

Enter a Qlearbf. 
Weauer. The Clearke of Chartam : hee can write and 
reade, and calt accompt. 
Cade. O monftrous. 

Tea. We tooke him fetting of boyes Copie*. 

C*de. 
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Cadt. Here', a Villaine. 

rVea. Ha's a Booke in hit pocket with red Letters in't 
Qade. Nay then he is a Coniurer. 
But. Nay, he can make Obligations and write Court 
hand. 

Cadt. I am forry for't : The man it a proper man of 
mine Honour : vslelTe I finde him guilty, he ftwll not die. 
Come hither firrah, 1 mull examine thee : What it thy 
name ? 

Clear ^e. Emanuell. 

'But. They vfe to writ it on the top of Letters: Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cadt. Let me alone : Doft thou vfe to write thy name? 
Or haft thou a tnarke to thy lrlfe, like a honeft plain dea- 
ling man ? 

Cltar^t. Sir I thanke Cod, 1 haue bin fo well brought 
vp, that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confcft :away with him : he's a Villaine 
and a Traitor. 

Cadt. Away with him 1 fay : Hahg him with hit Pen 
and Inke-horne about hi. necke. 

Exit tut with the Gtarltf 
Enter cjifitbatl. 

ATicb. Where't our Generall ? 

Cadt. Heere 1 am thou particular fellow. 

Mkb. Fly, fly, By, Sir Humfrty Stafford and hit brother 
are hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cadt. Stand villaine, ftand, or He fell thee downe : he 
flull be encountred with a man m good at himfelfe. He 
is but a Knight, it a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equall him I will make my felfe a knight prc- 
fcntly ; Rife vp Sir lib* tUttr timer. Now haue at him. 



Sir Humfrey Staffed, and bit Brttbtr, 
with Drum and Stldiirt. 



Staf. Rebelliout Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallowet: Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages : forfake thit Groome. 
The King it mercifoll, if you reuult. 

'Bra. But angry, wrathful!, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you go forward : therefore yceld, or dye. 

Cade. As for thefe lilken-coated flauea I pafle not, 
It is to you good people, that 1 fpeake, 
Ouer whom (in time to come) 1 hope to raigne : 
For I am rightfull heyre vnto the Crowne. 

Staf. Villaine, thy Father wat a Playflerer, 
And thou thy felfe a Sheareman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam wat a Cardiner. 

Bre. And what of that ? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmund Murtimtr Earle of March, 
married the Duke of Clartntt daughter, did he not? 
Staf. I fir. 

Cadt. By her he had two children at one birth. 
Brt. That't felfe. 

Cadt. I, there't the qucftion ; But 1 fay, 'tit true : 
The elder of them being put to nurfe, 
Wat by a begger- woman ftolne away, 
And ignorant of hit birth and parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
Hit fonne am I, deny it if you can. 

'But. Nay, 'tit too true, therefore he fbaU be King. 

Wta. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father* houfe, le 
the brickct are aliue at thit day to teftifie it : " 
deny it not. 
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Staf. And will you credit thit bafe DruJgct Wordcs, 
that (peakcs he knowct not what. 

%AU. I marry will we : therefore get ye gone. 

'Brt. latkf Cadt, the D.of York hath Ought you thit. 

Cadt. He lyes, for I inuented it my felfe. Go too Sir- 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Htn- 
ry the filt, (in whofe time, boyes went to Span-counter 
for French Crownes) I am content he (hall raigne, but He 
be Protestor ouer him. 

'Butcber. And furthermore, wee'l haue the Lord Saytt 
head, for felling the Dukedome of Maine. 

Cadt And good rrafon : for thereby is England main'd 
And feine to go with a ft.iffc,but that my puiftance holds 
it vp. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that that Lord Say hath 
grided the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch : cfc 
more then that, he can fpeake French, and therefore hce is 
a Traitor. 

Staf. O grolTc and miferable ignorance. 

Cadt. Nay anfwer if you can : The Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go too then, I ask but this: Can he that fpcaks 
with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no? 

All. No, no, and therefore wee'l haue his head. 

Bra. Well, feeing gentle words will rw 
Aflailc them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout eucry Towne, 
Proclaime them Traitor* that are vp with Cade, 
That thole which flye before the battel! ends, 
May euen in their Wiues and Childrcns fight, 
Be hang'd vp for example at their doorrs : 
And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. Exit. 

Cade. And you that loue the Commons, follow me: 
Now fhew your felues men, 'tis for Liberty. 
We will not Icjuc one Lord, one Gentleman: 
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhooen, 
For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 
As would (but that they due not) take our parts. 

'Bur. They are all in order, and march toward vs. 

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are mod out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

Alarum ta the fgbt, wherein bctb the Staffurdt are fiaint. 
Enter Cade and tbt reft. 

Cade. Where's Dicke, the Butcher of Afhford ? 
'But. Heere fir. 

Cadt. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen, It 
thou behaued ft thy fclfc, as if thou hjdft becne in thine 
owne Slaughter-houfe: Tberfore thut will I reward thee, 
the Lent wall bee as long againe as it is , and thou wait 
haue a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But, I defire no more. 

Cadt. And to fpeake truth, thou deferu'ft no lefle. 
This Monument of the viftory will I beare, and the bo- 
dies fhall be dragg'd at my horfc hetles, till 1 do come to 
icre we will haue the Maior* fword born be- 



London, 
fore v*. 

But. If we meane to thrive, and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoner*. 

Cadt. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come, let's 



Enttr tbt King with a Supfdieathn,and tbt Queent with Suf- 
f>Hft bead, tbt Du\t of Budyngbam, and the 
Lord Say. 

Queewt. Oft haue I heard that grcefe foftens the mind, 

And 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 
Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafe to 
But who can ceafe to weepe, and looke on this. 
Heere may hit head lye on my throbbing bred: 
But wheie's the body that I ftnuld imbrace I 

'Buc. What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebells 
Supplication - 

King. He fend fbme holy Bilhop to in treat : 
For God forbid, fo miny fimple foules 
Should perilh by the Sword. And I my felfe, 
Rather then bloody Warre mill cut them fliort, 
Will parley with lackf Cade their General I. 
But flay, lie read it ouer once againe. 

Qu. Ah barbarous villaines : Hath this louely face, 
RuI'd like a wandering Plannet ouer me, 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were vnworthy to behold the fame. 
^ King. Lord Say, lackf Cade hath fvronie to huae thy 

Say. I, but I hope your HighneiTe mail haue his. 

King. How now Madam? 
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolke* death ? 
I feare me (Looe) if that I had beene dead, 
Thou would'ft not haue nioum'd fo much for me. 

S(u. No my Loue, 1 mould not mourn-, but dye for 
thee.' 

Enter a MtJJenger. 

King. How now? What newes.'Why com'ft thou in 
fuch hafte ? 

Mef. The Rebels are in Southwatke : Fly my Lord t 
Jacte Cade proclaimes himfclfe Lord Mortimer, 
Dekended from the Duke of Clarence houfe, 
And calles your Grace Vfurper, openly, 
And vowei to Crowne himfel/'e in Weftminfter. 
His Army is a ragged multitude 
Of Hindet and Petants, rude and mercilefle : 
Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 
Hath giuen them heart and courage to proceede : 
All Schollers, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falfe Catrerpillers, and intend their death. 

Km. Oh gracclelTc men: they know not what they do. 

Buck- My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vntill a power be rais'd to put them downe. 

Qu. Ah were the Duke of SufTblke now aliue, 
Thelc Kcntim Rebels would be foone appeas'd. 

King. Lord Saj, the Traitors hatcth thee, 
Therefore away with vs to Killingworth. 

Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger : 
The fight of me is odious in their eyes : 
And therefore in this Citty will I (by, 
And Hue alone as fecret as I may. 

Mtjf. latkf C"<^ e h«h gotten London-bridge. 
The Citiiens flye and forfake their houfes: 
The Rafcall people, thirfting after prey, 
loyne with the Traitor, and they ioyntly fweare 
To fpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. 

Buc. Then linger not my Lord, away, take horfe. 

Kmg. Come Margaret, God our hope will fuccor rs. 

Sht. My hope is gone, now SufFoIke is deceaft. 

King. Farewell my Lord, truft not the Kentish Rebels 

Buc. Truft no body for feare you betraid. 

Say. The truft I haue, is in 



And therefore am I bold and refolute. 



Exeunt. 



Enter Lard Scallt vf*u the Tower waling. Then enter t 
two or three Qttintnt belovr. 

Scalet. How now? Is lackf Cade flaine ? 
I.OV. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine : 
For they haue wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thofc that withftand them : 
The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Scalet. Such ayd as I can fpare you (hall command, 
But I am troubled heere with them my felfe, 
The Rebels haue asTay'd to win the Tower. 
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 
And thither I will fend you Mathtrr Gsffe. 
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Liuec, 
And fo farwell, for I muft hence againe. Exeunt 

Enter lackf Cadt and the reft, and ftrikft bit 
ftaffe en London ftone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 

And heere fitting vpon London Stone, 

1 charge and command, that of the Cities coft 

The pi fling Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 

This firft yeare of our raigne. 

And now henceforward it (hall be Treafon for any, 

That calles me other then Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier running. 
Soul. lackf Cadt, latkf Cas- 
cade. Knocke him downe there. They kjll him. 
'But. If this Fellow be wife, hee'l neuer call yee latkf 

Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning. 
Dickf- My Lord, there's an Army gathered 

in Smithficld. 

Cade. Come, then let's go fight with them : 

But firft, go and fet London Bridge on fire, 

And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 

Come, let's away. Exeunt cmrtes. 



Alarum t. 



tMatbr* Qofft i Jlain,and all the 
latkf Cadt, with hit Comfort}. 



Qadt. So firs : now go fome and pull down the Sauoy : 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Hut. I haue a fuite vnto your Lordlhip. 

Cade. Bee it a Lordfliippe, thou Ault haue it for that 
word. 

<But. Onely that the Lawes of England may 
of your mouth. 

John. Made 'twill be fore Law then, for he was 
in the mouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay lohn, it wil be {linking Law, for his 
ftinkes with eating toafted cheefe. 

Qadt. I haue thought vpon it, it fliall bee fo. Away, 
burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth shall be 
the Parliament of England. 

/»*». Then we are like to haue biting Statute* 
VnleiTe his teeth be pull'd out. 

Cadt. And hence-forward all things (hall be in Com- 
mon. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, a prite, a pnte, heeret the Lord Say, 
which fold the Townes in France. He that made ti pay 
one and twenty ™ 1 
the laft Subfidie. 
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Enter Geerge.xritb tbe Lord Say. 

Cadi. We!!, hee mall be beheaded for it ten times : 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
art thou within point-blanke of our Iurifdi&ion Regal!. 
What can ft thou anfwer to my Maiefty, for giuing vp of 
Normandie vnto Mounfieur Bafimetu, the Dolphine of 
France ? Be it knowne vnto thee by thefe prefence, euen 
the prefence of Lord Mortimer, that 1 am the Beefome 
that muft fweepe the Court cleane of fuch filth as thou 
art : Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme, in erecting a Grammar Schoole : and where- 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Score and the Tally, thou haft caufed printing to be vs'd, 
and contrary to the King, bis Crowne, and Dignity, thou 
haft built a Paper-Mil!. It will be prooucd to thy Face, 
that thou haft men about thee, that vfually talke of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as 
no Chriftian cue can endure to heare. Thou haft appoin- 
ted luftices of Peace, to call poore men before them, a- 
bout matters they were not able to anfwer. Moreouer, 
thou haft put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not 
reade, thou haft hang'd them, when (indccde) onely for 
that caufe they haue bcene moft worthy to liue . Thou 
doft ride in a foot-cloth, doft thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ft not to let thy horfe weare 
a Cloake, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofe 
and Doublets. 

Dice/. And worke in their fhirt to, as my fetfc for ex- 
ample, that am a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent. 

Die. What fay you of Kent. 

Say. Nothing but this : Tis bona terra, mala gent . 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks La- 
tine. 

Say. Heare me but fpeake, and beare mee whcr'e you 
will: 

Kent, in the Commentaries Orfar writ, 

Is term'd the ciuel'ft place of all this Ifle : 

Sweet is the Covntry, becaufe foil of Riches, 

The People Liberall, Valiant, Afliue, Wealthy, 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pitty. 

I fold not tMaine, I loft not Ncrmandie, 

Yet to recouer them would loofe my life: 

luftke with fauour haue I alwayes done, 

Prayres and Teares haue mou'd me, Gifts could neuer. 

When haue I ought exacled at your hands? 

Kent to maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 

Large girts haue I beftow'd on learned Clearkes, 

Becaufe my Booke preferr'd me to the King. 

And feeing Ignorance is the curie of God, 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to heauen. 

VnlefTe you be pofleft with diuellifh fpirits, 

You cannot but forbeare to murther me : 

This Tongue hath parlied vnto Forraigne Kings 

For your behoofe. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field ? 

Say. Great men haue reaching handstoft haue I ft ruck 
Thofc that 1 neuer faw,and ftrucke them dead. 

Geo, O monftrous Coward! What, to come behinde 
Folkes ? 

•W. Thefe cheekes are pale for watching for your good 
Cade. Giue him a box o'th'eare, and that wil nuke 'em 
red againe. 



477 



Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes, 
Hath made me full of ficknefte and difrafcs. 

Cade. Ye mall haue a hempen Candle then,* the help 
of hatchet. 

Diet/. Why doft thou quiuer man ? 

Say. The Palfie, and not (rare prouokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he noddes at vs, as who mould fay, He be 
euen with you. He fee if his head will ftand fteddicr on 
a pole, or no : Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me : wherein haue 1 offended moft T 
Haue I affefled wealth, or honor? Speake. 
Are my Chefts fill'd vp with extorted Gold ? 
Is my Apparrell fumptuous to behold ? 
Whom haue I iniur'd, that ye feelce my death ? 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefTe blood fhcdding, 
This breaft from harbouring foule deceit full thoughts. 
O let me liue. 

Cade. I feele remorfe in my felfe with his words s but 
He bridle it : he fhall dye, and it bee but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar vn- 
der his Tongue, he fpeakes not a Gods name. Goe, take 
him away I fay, and ftrilce off his head prefentty,and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houfe, Sir Ianut Cromer, 
and ftrike off his head, and bring them both rppon two 
poles hither. 

All. It (hall be done. 

Say. Ah Countrimen : If when you make your prair's, 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felues : 
How would it fare with your departed foules, 
And therefore yet relent, and faue my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye : the 
proudcft Pecre in the Realme, (hall not weare a head on 
his moulders, vnlefTe he pay me tribute : there (hall not 
a maid be married, but (he (hall pay to me her Mayden- 
head ere they haue it : Men (hall hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, that their wiues be as free 
as heart can with, or tongue can tell. 

Dice/. My Lord, 
When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp ci 
ties vpon our billes ? 

Cade. Marry prefently. 

All. O braue. 

Enter one vitb the beads. 

Cade. But is not this brauer 1 
Let them kifle one another : For they lou'd well 
When they were aliue. Now part them againe, 
Leaft they confult about the giuing vp 
Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers, 
Deferre the fpoile of the Citjevntill night: 
For with thefe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces, 
Will we ride through the ftrects,& at euery Corner 
Haue them kifTc. Away. 

*Alartm, and Retreat. Enter againe Cade, 
and all km rabblemem . 

Cade. Vp Fi(h-ftreete, downe Saint Magnes comer, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames : 



Sound a parley. 

What noife is this I heare f 

Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley 

When I command them kill? 

o 
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Enter Buckingham, and tld Clifford. 
'But. I hcere they be, that dare and will difturb thee : 
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King 
Vnto the Commons, wliom thou haft milled, 
i And heere pronounce free pardon to them all, 
\ That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 
| Cltf. What fay ye Countnmen, will ye relent 
And yecld to mercy, whil'ft 'til offered you, 
Or let a rabble leade you to your death*. 
Who loues the King, and will imbrace hi* pardon, 
Fling vp hi* cap,and fay, Cod faue his Maiefty. 
Who hateth him, and honor* not his Father, 
Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he hi* weapon at vs, and pa He by, 

iAU. God faue the King, God faue the King. 
C;„c V. Buckingham and ClitTord are ye fo braue ? 
And you bafe Pe rants, do ye beleeue him, will you need* 
be hang'd with your Par Jons about your neckesf Hath 
my fword therefore broke through London gate*, that 
you would leaue me at the White-heart in Southwarke. 
I thought ye would neuer haue giuen out thefe Armes til 
you had rccouered your ancient Ftredome. But you are 
all Recreant* and Daftards, and dt light to Due in flaucrie 
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backc* with bur- 
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauifti your 
Wiue* and Daughter* before your faces. For me, 1 will 
make shift for one, and fo Gods Curfle light vppon you 
all. 

All WeeM follow Cade, 
Weel follow Cade. 

Cltf I* Qadt the fonne of Henry the fift, 
That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him. 
Will he conduft you through the heart of France, 
And make the meancft or you Eartesand Duke* t 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to Aye too : 
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoilc, 
VnlefT'c by robbing of your Friends, and vs. 
Wcr't not a ihame, that whilft you liue at iarre, 
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquished 
Should make a Hart orc-feas, and vanquish you? 
Me thinkes alreadie in this ciuill broyle, 
I fee them Lording it in Londjn ftrccts, 
Crying Villiagt vnto all rhey meete. 

, Better ten thoufjnd bafe-borne Cadet mifcarry, 
Then you ihould ft.<ope vnto a Frenchman* mercy. 

J To France, to France, and get what you haue toft : 
Sparc England, f«r it i* your Natiue Coalt: 
Henry hath mony, you are rtrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of Viclorie. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, 
Wce'l follow the King, and Clifford. 

Cade. Was euer Feather fo lightly blowne too Sc fro, 

| it thil multitude ? The name of Henry the fift, hales them 
to an hundred inifvhic.es, and mikes them Iciue mee dc- 

I folate. 1 fee them lay their hradei together to furprize 
me. My fword make way for me, for heere is no ftaying: 
in defpighl ot the diuels and hell, haue through the verie 
oiiddeft of you, and heauen* and honor be wirneffc, that 
no want of relulution in mee, but onely my Followers 
bafe and ignominious treafons, make* me betake mee to 

j my heelc*. Exit 
1iuc{. What, is he fled? Go fome and follow him, 
And he that bring* his head vnto the King, 
Shall haue a ihuufand Crownc* for hi* reward. 

Exeunt June of them. 



Follow me fouldier*, wee'l deuife a meane, 
To reconcile yog all vnto the King. 

Sumd Trumpets. Enter King,Queette,awd 
Same r jet an tie Tar r as. 

King. Was euer King that ioy'd an earthly Throne, 
And could command no more content then U . 



No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King, at nine month* 
Wat neuer Subied long'd to be a King, 
As 1 do long and with to be a Subicft. 



inter Buckingham and Qlijftrd. 

But. Health and glad tydings to your Maiefty. 
Kin. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade lurpr'uj'd ? 
Or is he but retir'd to make him ftrong? 

Enter Multitudes vitb Halters about their 
Alettes . 

aif. He i* fled my Lord, and all hi* power* do yeeld, 
And humbly thu* with halter* on their neckes, 
Expect your HighnclTc doome of life,or death. 

King. Then heauen fet ope thy euertafting 
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praiie. 
Souldier*, thi* day haue you redeem'd your liue*, 
And ihcw'd how well you loue your Prince & Ceuntrey : 
Continue ftill in thi* fo good a minde, 
And Henry though he be infortunate, 
Affure your felue* will neuer be vnkinde I 
And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 
I do difmiffe you to your feuerall Countrie*. 

*All. God faue the King, God faue the King. 

Enter a Mtjfenger. 

Me!, Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed, 
The Duke of Vorke is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puiffant and a mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaffrs and ftout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array. 
And ftill proclaimed) a* he come* along, 
His Armes are onely to rcmoue from thee 
The Duke of Somerfet, whom he tearme* a Traitor. 

King. Thus ftands my ftate, 'twixt Cade and Yorke 
diftrrft, 

Like to a Ship, that hauing fcap'd a Tcmpeft, 
Is ftiaight way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate. 
But now i* Cade driuen backc, hi* men difpiere'd. 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 
And a.ke him what's the reafon of tbefe Armes i 
Tell him, lie fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And iamrrfet we will commit thee thither, 
Vntill his Army be difmift from him. 

Somerfet. My Lord, 
He yeeldc my fclfe to prifon willingly, 
Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good. 

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in cermet, 
For he is fierce,and cannot brooke hard Language. 

But. I will my Lord, and doubt not lb to deale, 
A* all things ihall redound vnto your good. 

King. Come wife, let's in, and learne to gouern better, 
For yet may England curie my wretched raignc. 

Flcurijh. Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Qadt. Fye on Ambition* : fie on my felfe, that haue a 
fword, and yet am ready to familh. Thefe hue dries haue 
I hid mc in thefe Woodi, and durft not peepe our, for all 
the Country is laid for me : but now am I lb hungry, that 
if I might haue a Leafe of my lire for a thoufand yeare*, I 
could ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Briike wall haue 
I climb"d into thia Garden, to fee if 1 can eate GralTe, or 
picke a Sallet another while, which i* not amilTV to coole 
a mans ftomicke this hot weather : and I think thit word 
Sallet was borne to do me good : fur many a time but for 
a Sallet, my braine-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when 1 haue beene dry, tt brauely mar- 
ching, it hath feru'd me infteede of a quart pot to drinke 
in : and now the word Sallet mull ferue me to feed on. 



Enter Idtn. 

Idtn. Lord, who would Hue turmoyled in the Court, 
And may enioy fuch quiet walkes as thefe? 
Thil fmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contentcth mc, and worth a Monarchy. 
I feeke not to waxe gTeat by other* warning, 
Or gather wealth 1 care not with whatenuy : 
Sufficeth, that I haue maintaine* my Hate, 
And (end* the poore well pleafed from my gate. 

Qui*. Heere'a the Lord of the foile come to feire me 
for a ftray, for entering nit Fee-fimple without leaue. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and get a icoo. Crownes 
of the King by carrying my head to him, but lie make 
thee eate Iron like an Oilridge, and (wallow my Sword 
like a great pin ere thou and 1 part. 

Idtn. Why rude Companion, whatfoere thou be, 
I know thee not, why then ihould I betray thee? 
It't not enough to breake into my Garden, 
And like a Theefe to come to rob my grounds: 
Climbing my wallet infpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt braue me with thefe fiwcfc termet ? 

Quit. Braue thee ? I by the beft blood that cuer was 
broach i, and beard thee to. Locke on mee well, I haue 
eate no mrate thefe fiue dayet, yet come thou and thy 
fiuc men, and if I doe not leaue you all at dead at a 
naile, I pray God i may neuer eate gratfe more. 

Idtn. Nay, it (hall nere be faid, while England 
That lAUxaadtr Idtn an Efqoire of Kent, 
Tooke oddet to combate a poore famitht man. 
Oppofe thy fledfaft gazing eyet to mine. 
See if thou canft out-face me with thy looket: 
Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the leffer ; 
Thy hand it but a finger to my firt, 
Thy iegge a lVcke compared with this Truncheon, 
My foote (hall fight with all the ftrength thou haft, 
And if mine arme be hcaued in the Ayre, 
Thy graue is digg'd alrraJy in the earth : 
As for words, whofe greatncfle anlwer't word*, 
Let thit my i word report what fpeech forbearet. 

Cadt. By my Valour : the mod compleate Champi- 
on that cuer I heard. Steele, if thou turne the edge, or 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clownc in chines of Beefe, 
ere thou (leepc in thy Sheath, 1 befeech loue on my knees 
thou iij \\ t^c torn d to Ho tr*-*^ J • 

Htert tbty Figtt. 

O I am flaine, Famine and no other hath tlaine roe, let ten 



thoufand diuelles come againft me, and giue me but the 
ten meales I haue loit, and Fde defie them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houle, becaufe the vnconquered foule of 
Cadt it fled. 

Idtn. ls't Cadt that 1 haue fliin,that monftrout traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee tor this thy deede, 
And hang thee o're my Tombc, when I am dead. 
Nc're (hall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But thou (halt weare it at a Heraldt coate, 
To emblaze the Honor that thy Mailer got. 

Cadt. Idtn farewell, and be proud of thy viclory: Tell 
Kent from me, ihe hath loll her bell man, and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards i For I that neuer feared any, 
am vanquished by Famine, not by Valour. Dy<t. 

Id. How much thou wrong 'ft me,heauen be my iudge ; 
Die damned Wretch, the curie of her that bare thee ; 
And as 1 thruft thy body in with my fword, 
So with 1, 1 might thrufi thy (bule to hell. 
Hence will 1 draggc thee headlong by the heelet 
Vnto a dunghill, which (hall be thy graue, 
An J there cut oft" thy moft vngracious head, 
Which 1 will beare in triumph to the King, 

thy trunke for Crowet to feed vpon. Exit. 



TsraV, and hi *Army of Irijb, triib 
Drum and Ci<mri. 



Tar.From Ireland thus come* York to claim hit right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Htnrin head. 
King Belles alowd, burne Bonfiret cleare and bright 
To entertainc great England! lawfull King. 
Ah &i«elt hUttfitiiS who would not buy thee deere? 
Let them obey, that k no wet not how to Rule. 
Thit hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot giue due acTion to my words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter (hall it haue, haue I a foule, 
On which lie toiTe the Fleurc-dc-Luce of France. 



Whom haue we heere t Buckingham to difturbe me ? 
The king hath lent him lure i 1 mult ditfetnbie. 

'But. Ynrke.if thou meaneft wel, 1 greet thee well. 

Tar. Hum/itr of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meifenger, or come o* pleafure. 

'But. A Meflenger from Htnry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon of thefe Armcs in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Suoicct, as 1 am, 
Againft thy Oath, and true Allegeance fworne, 
Should raifc lo great a power without hit Iraue ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court i 

Tar. Scarlc can I fpeakr, my Choller is fo great. 
Oh I could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint, 
1 am lb angry at thele abiect tearmet. 
And now like Aittx Ttlamtnitu, 
On Sheepe or Oxen could 1 Ipend my furie. 
I am farre better borne then it the king : 
More like a King, more Kingly in my thought!. 
But 1 muft make faire weather yet a while. 
Till Htnry be more wejkc.and 1 more ftrong. 
Buckingham, I prethee pardon me, 
Thar 1 haue giuen no anfwer all this while: 
My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 
The caufc why I haue brought this Armie hither, 
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It to remoue proud Somerfet from the King, 
Seditious to hit Grace, and to the State. 

'But. That is too much prefumption on thy part : 
But if thy Armcs be to no other end, 
The King hath yeelded vnto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerfet i* in the Tower. 

Tirlft. Vpon thine Honor ii he Prifoner ? 

El, {. Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 

Ytr(e. Then Buckingham I do difmifle my Powrei. 
Souldiert, I thanke you all : difperfe your felues : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field , 
You flull haue pay, and euery thing you with. 
And let my Soueraigne, vertuous Henry, 
Command my eldeft Tonne, nay all my fonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, 
lie lend them all as willing as 1 liue : 
Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armor, any thing 1 
Is his to vfe, fo Somerfet may die. 

But. Yorke, 1 commend this kinde fufa 
We twaine will go into his Highnefle Tent. 

Enter King and tAltendamtt. 
King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 

Tor^e. In all fubmilfion and humility, 
Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your Highnefle. 
K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Ttr. To heaue the Traitor Somcrlet from hence, 
And fight againft that monftrous Rebel. Cade, 
Who fince 1 heard to be difcomfited. 



Enter Idtn witb Cadet bead. 

Iden. If one fo rude, and of fo meane condition 
May pafTe into the prefence of a King : 
Loe, 1 prefent your Grace a Traitors head. 
The head of Code, whom I in combat flew. 

ATinj-.The head of CWrfGreat God, how iuft art thou? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That liuing wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that (lew him ' 

Iden. 1 was, an't like your Maicfty. 

King. How art rhou calt'd? And what it thy degree ? 

Idem. ^Alexander / ft, that's my name, 
A poore Efquire of Kent, that loucs his King. 

But. So pleife it you my Lord, 'twere not i 
He were created Knight for hit good feruice. 

King. Iden, kneele do-vne, rife vp a Knight: 
We giue thee for reward a thoufand Market, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie, 
And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege. 

Enter Queent and Somerfet. 

/f.See Buckingham, Somerfet comes with th'Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Qu. For thoufand Yorket he mall not hide 
But boldly Hand, and front him to hit fice. 

Ttr. How now? is Somerfet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall 1 endure the fight of Somerfet f 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abufe ? 
King did I call thee > No: thou art not King : 
Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, 
Which dar'ft not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. 



That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne : 

Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers ftaffe, 

And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter. 

That Gold, muft round engirt thefe browet of" mine, 

Whole Smile and Frowne, like to Acbillet S pea re 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Heere it a hand tu hold a Scepter vp, 

And with the fame to acle controlling Lawes: 

Giue place : by heauen thou (halt rule no more 

O're him, whom heauen created for thy Ruler. 

Sent. O monftrous Traitor ! I arreft thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Tieafon'gainft the King and Crowne : 
Obey audaciout Traitor, kneele for Grace. 

Ttr{. Wold'ft haue me kneelerFirft let me ask of thee, 
If they can brooke 1 bow a knee to man : 
Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale : 
I know ere they will haue me go to Ward, 
They'l pawne their fwords of my infranchifement. 

Qit. Call hither Clifford, bid him come 
To fay, if that the Baftard boyet of Yorke 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

Ttrlte. O blood-befpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caft of Naflei, England* bloody Scourge, 
The fonnei of Yorke, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their Fathers baile.and bane to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boye*. 

Enter Edward and I^cbard. 
See where they come, lie warrant they'l make 
Enter CI fftrd. 

~V And here comet Clifford to deny their bailc. 

Oif. Health, and all happinefTe to my Lord the King. 

?>.l thanke thee Clifford: Say, what newea with thee - 
Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke : 
We are thy Soueraigne Clifford^ kneele againe ; 
For thy miftaking lo, We pardon thee. 

Clif. Thit it my King Yorke, I do not 
But thou miflaket me much to thinke I do, 
To Bedlem with him, it the man grown 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Makes him oppofe himfelfe agiinft hit King. 

Clif. He it a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Qu. He it atrefted, but will not obey : 
Hit funnes(hc fayea)fhall giue their wordt for him. 

Ttr. Will you not Sonnet? 

Edv. I Noble Father, if our wordt will feTue. 

RUb. And if wordt will not, then our Weapons thai. 

Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue wc heere ? 

Ytrlft. Looke in a Glade, and call thy Image fo. 
I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither to the ftake my two braue Beares, 
That with the very shaking of their Chaines, 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres, 
Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me. 



rltl tf W 
Satitbury 



Bean to death, 



f-'/Are thefe thy Beares? Wec'l bate thy 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 
If thou dar'ft bring them to the bayting place. 

3J/f£. Oft haue I fcene a hot ore-weening Curre, 
Run backe and bite, becaufc he was with-held, 
Who being fuffer'd with the Beares fell paw, 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene hit legges and 
And fuch a peece of feruice will you do, 
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If you oppofe your fehi« to match Lord Warwicke. 

Ctif. Hence heape of wrath, fbulc indigefled lumpe, 
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fliapc. 

Tar. Nay we flull heate you thorowly anon. 

Clif. Take heed* leaft by your heate you burne your 
feluet : 

King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Sabbury, flume to thy filuer haire, 
Thou mad mi (leader of thy brain-iicke fonne, 
What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian-? 
And feeke for forrow with thy Spectacles t 
Oh where is Faith ? Oh, where is Loyalty ? 
If it be baniflit from the froftie head, 
Where Hull it finde a harbour in the earth i 
Wilt thou go digge a graue to finde out Wirre, 
And flume thine honourable Age with blood ' 
Why art thou old, and want'ft experienced 
Or wherefore doeft abufe it, if thou haft it? 
For flume in dutie bend thy knee to me, 
That bowet vnto the graue with mickle age. 

Sal. My Lord, I haue confidered with my felfo 
The Title of this moil renowned Duke, 
And in my conlciencc, do repute his grace 
The rightfoll heyre to England* Royatl fcate. 

King. Haft thou not fworne Allegeancc. vnto me? 

Sal. I haue. 

Aj. Canft thou difpenfe with heauen for fuch an oath ? 

Sal. It is great finne, to fwearc vnto a finne : 
But greater finne to keepe a finfull oath : 
Who can be bound by any folemne Vow 
To do a murd'roua deede, to rob a man, 
To force a fpotlefle Virgins Chaftitie, 
To reaue the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 
To wring the Widdow from hercuftom'd right, 
And haue no other reafon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemne Oath ? 
A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter. 

King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himfelfe. 

Ter\e. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou haft, 
I am refolu'd for death and dignitie. 

Old Clif. The firft I warrant thee, if dreame* proue true 

War. You were beft to go to bed, and dreame againe, 
To keepe thee from the Tempeft of the field. 

OldOif. I am refolu'd to beare a greater ftorme, 
Then any thou canft coniure vp to day : 
And that He write vpon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houfed Badge. 

War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Neuils Creft, 
The rampant Beare chain'd to the ragged ftaffc, 
This day He weare aloft my Burgonet, 
As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar Ihewes, 
That kecpes his leaues infpight of any ftorme, 
Euen io affright thee with the view thereof. 

OldOif. And from thy Burgonet He rend thy Beare, 
And tread it vnder foot with all contempt, 
Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. 

To.Clif. And fo to Armes victorious Father, 
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. 

Rich. Fie, Charitie for flume, fpeake not in fpight, 
For you flull fup with Iefu Chrift to night. 

To Clif. Foule ftygmaticke that's more then thou 
canft tell. 

Ric. If not in heauen, you'l furely fup in hell. Exeunt 

Enter Wanriclfe. 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke callet : 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 

___ 



Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 
Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 
Enter Tor{e. 

Var. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 

7V. The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I haue encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Euen of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well. 

Eater Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of vs the time is come. 

Tor. Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death. 

Wrr.Then nobly Yorke, 'tis for a Crown thou fightft: 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 
It gTeeues my foule to leaue theee vnaffail'd. Exit War. 

Clif. What feeft thou in me Yorke ? 
Why doft thou paufe ? 

Tor^e. With thy braue bearing fliould I be in loue, 
But that thou art Io faft mine enemie. 

Clif. Nor fliould thy proweffe want praife 4c efteeme, 
But that 'tis fliewne ignobly, and in Treafon. 

Ter^e. So let it helpe me now againft thy furord, 
As I in iuftice, and true right cipreffe it. 

Clif. My foule and bodie on the action both. 

Tar. A dreadfoll lay, addreffe thee inftantly. 

Qlif La fit Ctrrtne'lix eumtnet. 

Tar. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace, for y art ftill, 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will. 

Enter yong Clifford. 

Clif. Shame and Confofion all is on the rout, 
Feare frames diforder, and diforder wounds 
Where it fliould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their minifter, 
Throw in the froxen bofomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier fly e. 
He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no felfe- loue : nor he that loues himfelfe, 
Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end, 
And the premifed Flames of the Laft day, 
Knit earth and heauen together. 
Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities, and pettie founds 
To ceafe. Was't thou ordain'd fdeere Father) 
To loofe thy youth in peace, and to atchecue 
The Siluer Liuery of aduifed Age, 
And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus 
T o die in Ruffian battell ? Euen at this fight, 
My heart is turn'd to ftone : and while 'tis mine, 
It flull be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fpares : 
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall to my naming wrath, be Oyle and Flax t 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 
Meet I an infant of the houfe of Yorke, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde eMedea yong Abfrtk did. 
In cruelty, wilt I feeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new mine of olde Cliffords houfe : 
As did ■ t'.ntM old Anekyjti beare, 
So beare I thee vpon my manly {boulders: 
But then, cAineat bare a liuing loadc ; 

o 3 Nothing 
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Nothing fo heauy as thefe woe* of mine. 

Enter Riebard t and Sonterjet to ffgbt. 

Ricb. So lye thou there : 
For vnderneath in Ale-houfe paltry figne, 
The Caftle in S. *AIIk*i\ Somerfet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in hi* death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull ftill : 
Priefts pray for enemies, but Prince* kill. 
Figbt. 



& 



ftay. 



Enter King, £$vtent,and otbert. 
u. Away my Lord, you are flow, for 
~ng. Can we outrun the Heauen* ? Good Margaret 



Qu. What are you made of? You'l nor fight nor fly: 
w is " 



Now is it manhood, wifedome,and 
To giue the enemy way, and to f 
By what we can, which can no more but flye. 

^Alarum a farre off. 
If you be Cane, we then fhould fee the bottome 
Of all our Fortune* : but if we haply fcape, " 
( As well we may, if not through your negled) 
We flull to London get, where you arc lou'd, 
And where this breach now in our F 
May readily be ftopt. 

Enter Clifford. 



Qtif. But that my hearts on future mifcheefe fet, 
I would fpeake blafphcmy ere bid you flye : 
But flye you muft : Vncureable difcomfitc 
Rcigncs in the hearts of all our prefent parti. 
Away for your releefe, and we will liue 
To fee their day.and them our Fortune giue. 
Away my Lord, away. 



Alarum. 'Retreat. Enter Yorfy, Ricbard, Warwick, 
and SeJdiert,»itb Drum & Colour t. 

Tor{e. Of Salsbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions, and all brufh of Tune 1 
And like a Gallint, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occafion. This happy day 
Is not it felfe, nor haue we wonne one foot. 
If Salsbury be loft. 

Ricb. My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I holpe him to his horfe. 
Three times beftrid him : Thrice I led him off, 
Perfwaded him from any further *€t: 
But ftill where danger was, ftill there I 
And like rich hangings in a homely he 
So was his Will, in his old feeble body, 
But Noble as he is, looke where he comes. 

Enter Salubury. 

Sal. Now by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day: 
By th'Mafte fo did we all. 1 thanke you Richard. 
God knowes how long it is 1 haue to liue: 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day 
You haue defended me from imminent death. 
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we 
'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being oppofite* of fuch repayring Nature. 

Yorke . I know our fafety is to follow them, 
For (as I heare) the King is fled to London, 
To call a prefent Court of Parliament : 
Let vs purfue him ere the Writ* go forth. 
What fayes Lord Warwicke,fl»all we after 

War. After them : nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eternix'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all. 
And more fuch dayet as thefe, to vs befall. 



FINIS. 
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The third Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Duke of 



Y O R K E. 



sAttm Primus. Sccena ^Prima. 




^Alarum. 

Enter Tlantagentt , Edward, Richard, A" '/"-.'•y, Motmt- 
agut, »'„'.n...', «rf Smldieri. 

Warmit^e. 

Wonder how the King efeap'd oar hands? 
P/.While we purfu'd the Horfmen ofy North, 
He flyly ftole away, and left hi* men : 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe Warlike eares could neuer broolce retreat, 
Cbear'd vp the drouping Army,and himfelfe. 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
Charg'd our maine Battailes Front: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Souldicrs flaine. 

£dm. Lord Stafford! Father, Duke at "Huc^ingbam, 
Is either flaine or wounded dangerous. 
I cleft hi* Beauer with a down-right blow : 
That this is true (Father) behold his blood. 

Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltflsires 
Whom I encountred aa the Battels ioyn'd. (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beft deferu'd of all my (bnnesi 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Sometfet t 
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of Iehn of Gaunt. 
Rich. Thus do I hope to fluke King Henries head. 
Warm. And fo doe I, victorious Prince of Torlqt. 
Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, 
I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes flull neuer clofe. 
This U the Pallace of the fearefull King, 
And this the Regall Seat : poflefle it Tar^e, 
For this ia thine, and not King Henriet Heires. 

Tlant. Aflift me then,fweet Warwick, and I will, 
For hither we haue broken in by force. 

Notf. Wee'le all afltft you: he that fives, Hull dye: 
P/W.Thankes gentle Norfoil(e, ftay by me my 
And Souldicrs day and lodge by me this Night. 

They got vp. 

Warm.Ani when the King comes, offer him no violence, 
VnlefTe he feeke to thruft you out perforce. 

Plant.The Queene this day here hold* her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we fhall be of ber counfaile, 
By words or blowes here let vs winne our right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ftay within this Houfe. 

Wan,. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call'd, 
Vnleffe Plantagaui,Duk.e of Yorke,be King, 



And bafhfull Henry depos'd, whofe Cowardke 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Plant. Then leaue me not, my Lords be refotute, 
I meane to take pofTeffion of my Right. 

Warm. Neither the King, nor he that louei him Left, 
The prowdeft hee that holds vp Laatafitr, 
Dares ftirre a Wing.if Warmic\ fhalce his Bells. 
He plant Plantagenet, root him vp who dares: 
Rcfolue thee Richard, clayme the Englifli Crowne. 

Flourijb. Enter King Henry,Cl,fford, Northumberland, 
WeftmerLad, Ex tier, and the reft. 

Henry. My Lords, looke where the Hurdle Rebell fits, 
Euen in the Chayre of State: belike he meanes, 
Backt by the power of Warmest, that falfe Peere, 
To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 
Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord Qlifford,tt you both haue vow'd icuengr 
On bim, bis fonnes, his fauoritrt,and his friends. 

Ntrtbumh. If I be not, Heauens be reueng'd on me. 

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford moutnc in 
Steele. 

/fr/i«.What,fliall we fuffcr this* lets pluck him down, 
My heart for anger burnes, I casmot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

afford. Patience is for Poukroones,fuch as he : 
He durft not fit there, had your Father liu'd. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let vs afTayle the Family of Torht. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coafin be it fo. 

Henry. Ah, know you not the Citie favours them, 
And they haue troupes of Souldicrs at their beck ? 

Wejhn. But when the Duke is flaine, they fc quickly 
flye. 

Henry. Farre be the thought of this from Ht 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 
Coufin of Exeter, frowncs, words, and threats, 
Shall be the Warre that Henry meanes to vfe. 
Thou factious Duke of Yorke defcend my Tl 
And knecle for grace and mercie at my feet, 
I am thy Soueraigne. 
Torlfe. I am thine. 

Exet. For fliame come downe,he made thee Duke of 
Yorke. 

It was my Inheritance,* the Earlcdome was. 

Exit. Thy 
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Exet.Thy Father wat a Traytor to the Crowne. 
Warm.Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne, 



In following thii vfurping Henry. 

d. Whom (hould hee fo 

King? 



follow, but his naturall 



Warm. True C/z/w,/, that's Air W Duke of Yorke. 
Henry. And (hall I ftand.and thou fit in my Throne? 
Yorke. It muft and (hall be fo.content thy felfe. 
Warm. Be Duke of Lancafter, let bim be King. 
Weftm. He it both King,and Duke of Lancafter, 
And that the Lord of Weftmerland Hull maintaine. 

Warm. And Warwick (hall difpruue it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chas'd you from the field, 
And (lew your Fathers,and with Colour* fpread 
Marrht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates. 

Northumb.Y e% Wanricke,l remember it to my gricfe, 
And by his Soule, thou and thy Houfe (hall rue it. 

Weftm. Plantagentt, oi thee and thefe thy Sonnet, 
Thy Kinfmcn,and thy Friends, He haue more Hues 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veinet- 

Qlff. Vrge it no more, left that in ftead of words, 
I (end thee, Warmicke, fuch a Meflenger, " 
As (hall reuenge his death, before I ftirre. 

Warm. Poore Clifford, how I fcorne his worth lefle 
Threarj. 

Tlaat. Will you we (hew our Title to the Crowne ? 
If not, our Swords (hall pleade it in the field. 

Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne? 
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earle of March. 
I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift, 
Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe, 
And feii'd vpon their Townea and Prouincet. 

Warm. Talke not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. 

Henry. The Lord Protector loft it.and not I : 
When 1 was crown'd,! was but nine moneths old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, 
And yet me thinket you loofe : 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpert Head. 

Edward. Sweet Father doe fo,fet it on your Head. 

Mount. Good Brother, 
As thou lou'ft and honored Armes, 
Let's fight it out,and not (land cauilling thus. 

Richard. Sound Drummet and Trumpett , and the 
King will dye. 

Plant. Sonnet peace. 
^ Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to 

War*. Plantagentt (hal fpcake firft : Hear* him Lords, 
And be you (ilent and atrentiue too, 
For he that interrupts him, (hall not liue. 
//m.Think'ft thou, that 1 wilt 1 eauc my Kingly Throne, 
Wherein my Grandlire and my Father fat? 
No:firft (hall Warrc vnpeoplc this my Realise ; 
I, and their Colours often borne in France, 
And now in England, to our heartt great forrow, 
Shall be my Winding-ftieet. Why faint you Lords i 
My Title's good, and better farre then hit. 

Wane. Proue it Henry,ii\d thou (halt be King. 

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the 

Plant. Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Henry. I know not what to fay, my Titlet weake: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heire ? 

Plant. What then * 

Henry. And if he may, then am I lawfull King: 
For JiU-hard,\a the view of many Lordt, 



Refign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 
Whofe Heire my Father wat, and I am his. 

Tlant. He rofe againft him, being his Soueraigne, 
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce. 

War*. Suppofc,my Lords, he did it vnconftrayn'd, 
Thinke you 'twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ? 

Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne hit Crowne, 
But that the next Heire (hould fucceed and reigne. 

Henry. Art thou againft vt, Duke of Exeter ? 

Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

Plant. Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not? 

Exet.My Confcience tells me he it lawfull King. 

Henry. All will reuolt from me, and turne to him. 

Northvmb. Plantagentt, for all the Claymc thou lay 'ft, 
Thinke not, that Henry (hall be fo depot'd. 

Warm. Depot'd he (hall be, in defpight of all. 

Northumb. Thou art deceiu'd : 
'Tit not thy Southerns power 
Of Eflex, Norfolke, SufToIke, nor of Kent, 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuout and prowd, 
Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Clifford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowet to fight in thy defence : 
May that ground gape,and fwallow me aliue, 
Where I (hall kneele to him that (lew my Father. 

Henry. Oh Clfford,hovt thy words reuiue my heart. 

Plant. Henry of Lancafter, refigne thy Crowne: 
What mutter you, or what confpire you Lordt? 

Warn. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men, 
And ouer the Chayre of State, where now he (ate, 
Write vp his Title with vfurping blood. 

He ftamfts with hi fat, and the Sanldier, 

Henry. My Lord of WarwicMeare but < 
Let me for this my life time reigne at King. 

P/*»f.Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine 
And thou (halt reigne in quiet while thou liu'ft. 

Henry. I am content : Richard Plantagentt 
Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. 

afford. What wrong it thit vnto the Prince, your 
Sonne i 

Warm. What good is thit to England, and 
Weftm. Bafe, fearefull,and defpayring Henry. 
Ciifftrd. How haft thou iniur'd both thy felfe and vt? 
Weftm. I cannot (by to heare thefe Article*. 

A art tumt>. IN or 1. 

Clifford. Come Coufw, let vs tell the 
Newes. 

Weftm. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate 
In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bidet. 

Nortbumb.&c thou a prey vnto the Houfe of ) 1 .. , 
And dye in Bands, for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff. In dreadfull Wane may'ft' thou be ouercome, 
Or hue in peace abandon'd and defpit'd. 

Warm. Turne thit way Henry,»nd regard them not. 

Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will 
yeeld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter. 

Warm. Why (hould you figh.my Lord i 
Henry. Not for my felfe Lord Warmic^bvt my 
Whom I vnnaturally (hall dif-inherite. 
But be it at it may: I here entayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine Heire* for euer. 
Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath, 
To ceafe thit Quill Warre : and whil'ft I liue, 

To 
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To honor me as thy King, and Soueraignes 

And neyther by Treafon nor Hoftilitie, 

To feeke to out me downe,and reigne thy felfe. 

Plant. This Oath I willingly take, and will performe. 

Warm. Long Hue King Henry : Plantaginet embrace 
him. 

^ Henry. And long liue thou , and thefe thy forward 

Plant. Now Torke and Lane after are reconcil'd. 
Extt. Accurft be he that feeke* to make them foe*. 

Senet. Htrt they came downe. 
Plant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lie to my Caftle. 
ffarw. And lie keepe London with my Souldier*. 
Norf. And I to Norfblke with my followers. 
Mount. And I *nto the Sea, from whence I came. 
Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. 

Enttr tbt Queene. 

Exeter. HeeTe come* the Queene, 
Whofe Lookes bewray her anger: 
lie fleale away. 

Henry. Exeter fo will I. 

Queer 1. Nay,goe not from me, I will follow thee. 

Henry. Be patient gentle Queene, and I will ftay. 

Queen*. Who can be patient in fuch extreamc* t 
Ah wretched man, would I had dy'de a Maid i 
And neuer Irene thee, n cue r borne thee Sonne, 
Seeing thou haft prou'd fo vn natural 1 a Father. 
Hath he deferu'd to loofe hi* Birth-right thus ? 
Hadft thou but lou'd him ha Ire fo well as I, 
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 
Or nourifht him, as I did with my blood j 
Thou would'ft haue left thy deareft heart-blood there, 
Rather then haue made that fauage Duke thine Heire, 
And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. 

Printe. Father, you cannot dif-inherite me: 
If you be King, why fliould not I fucceede? 

Henry. Pardon me Margaret, pardon me fwect Sonne, 
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't me. 

Enforc't thee? Art thou King, and wilt be forc't? 
I flume to In an- thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, 
Thou haft vndone thy felfe, thy Sonne, and me, 
And giu'n vnto the Houfe of Ttrke fuch head, 
As thou fruit reigne but by their fufferance. 
To cntayle him and hi* Hcires vnto the Crowne, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulchcr, 
And creepe into it farre before thy time ? 
Warwick it Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 
Sterne Falctnhridge commands the Narrow Seas, 
The Duke is made Proteftor of the Realmc, 
And yet flult thou be fafe ? Such fafctie findet 
The trembling Lambe, inuironned with Wolues. 
Had I beene there, which am a (illy Woman, 
The Souldier* fliould haue toft'd me on their Pike*, 
Before I would haue granted to that AQ. 
But thou prefcrr'ft thy Life, before thine Honor. 
And feeing thou do" ft, I here diuorce my felfe, 
Both from thy Table Henry, »nd thy Bed, 
Vntill that A& of Parliament be repeal d, 
Whcrrby my Sonne i* dif-inherited. 

The Northernc Lord*, that haue forfwome thy Colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread t 

And fpread they Hull be, to thy foule difgrace, 

And vtter mine of the Houfe of Ttrkt. 

Thu* doe I leaue thee: Come Sonne, let'* away, 

Our Army it ready , come, wee'le after them. 
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Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and hearc me fpeake. 
Queene. Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee 
gone. 

Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward, thou wilt ftay me? 

iW.' Wben*rreturae with vicW » die field, 
He fee your Grace : till then, lie follow her. 

Queene. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thu*. 

Henry. Poore Queene, 
How loue to me, and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake out into tcrmcs of Rage. 
Reueng'd may fhe be on that hatefoll Duke, 
Whofe haughtic fpirit, winged with defire, 
Will coft my Crowne,and like an emptie Eagle, 
Tyre on the fiefh of me,and of my Sonne. 
The lofle of thofe three Lord* torment* my heart i 
He write vnto them, and entreat them faire ; 
Come Coufin,you fliall be the MeOenger. 

Extt. And 1,1 hope, (hall reconcile them all. Exit. 

Fltarijh. Enter Richard, Edward, and 
cMeuntague. 

Richard. Brother, though I bee youngefl, giue mee 
leaue. 

Edward. No, I can better play the Orator. 
Mount. But I haue reafon. ftrong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke, /Torke. 

Ttrke. Why how now Sonne*, and Brother, at a drift: ? 
What i* your Quarrell ? how began it firft ? 
Edward. No Quarrell, but a flight Contention. 
Ttrke. About what i 

Rich. About that which concernes your Grace and vs, 
The Crowne of England, Father, which is you n. 

Torke. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Richard. Your Right depends not on hi* life, or death. 

Eaward.tiow you are Heire, therefore enioy it now: 
By giuing the Houfe of Lancafter leaue to breathe, 
It will out-runne you, Father, in the end. 

Terky. I tooke an Oath , that hee fliould quietly 
reigne. 

Eaward.But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake a thoufand Oat he*, to reigne one ycere. 

Richard. No: God forbid your Grace fhould be for- 
fworne. 

rorkt. I fliall be, ifl clayme by open Warre. 
Richard. He proue the contrary, if you'le heare mee 
fpeake. 

Ttrke. Thou canft not, Sonne : it it impoftible. 

Richard. An Oath it of no moment, being not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate, 
That hath authoritie ouer him that fweare*. 
Henry had none, but did vfurpe the place. 
Then feeing 'twat he that made you to depofe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, it vaine and friuolou*. 
Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke, 
How fweet a thing it it to weare a Crowne, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elmhm, 
And all that Poets faine of BlifTe and Ioy. 
Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, 
Vntill the White Rofe that I weare, be dy'de 
Euen in the luke-warmc blood of Henriet heart. 

Ttrke, Richard ynough: I will be King,or dye. 
Brother, thou (halt to London prefently, 
And whet on Warwick^ to this Enterprifc. 

Thou 
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Thou SUbard (halt to the Duke of Norfolke, 

And tell him priuily of our intent. 

You Edward {hall vnto my Lord C&bbam, 

With whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for they are Souldiors, 

Wittie,courteoui,liberall,full of fpirit. 

While you ire thus imploy'd, whit refteth more ? 

But that I fceke occafion how to rife, 

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

Enttr Gabriel. 

But ftay, what Newes ? Why coram' ft thou in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabriel. The Queene, 
With all the Northern* Earlcs and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 
She is hard by, with twentie thousand men: 
And therefore fortJfie your Hold, my Lord. 

Yorkj. I, with my Sword. 
What ' thiak'ft thou, that we feare them 5 
I Edward and Richard, you (hall ftay with me, 
j My Brother Mo untague {hall pofte to London- 
Let Noble fPanric{t,Qebbam, and the reft, 
Whom we haue left Protectors of the King, 
With powrefoll Pollicie ftrcngthen themfclues, 
And truft not fimple Htnry t not his Oathes. 

Mount. Brother, I goe : He winne them, feare it not. 
And thus most humbly I doe take my leaue. 

Exit tMitmtagut. 

Emter c%forttnter t and bit Brother* 

Tor*. Sir Jtt»,and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Vnckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happie houre. 
The Armie of the Queene meane to befiege vs. 

I ohm. Shee (hall not needc, wee'le mcete her in the 
field. 

forte. What, with fine thoufand men? 
Jtkhsrd. I, with flue hundred, Father, for a neede. 
' A Woman's generall : what ihould we feare ? 

A March afarrt off. 
Edward. I heare their Drummes : 
Let's fet our men in order, 
And ilTue forth, and bid them Battaile ftraigbt. 

rer*>.Fiue men to twentie : though the oddes be great, 
I doubt not, Vnckle, of our Viaorie. 
Many a Battaile haue I wonne in France, 
When as the Enemie hath becne tenne to one: 
Why mould I not now haue the like fuccefle ? 

Alarum. Exit, 

Rutland. Ah, whither (hall I Aye, to fcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor, l»oke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Enter Qliffcrd. 

Clifford. Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood faues thy life. 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he dull dye. 

Tutor. And I, my Lord, will beare him company. 

Clifford. Souldiers,away with him. 

Tut.' . Ah CI, ford, nr. 1 thci not this innocent Child, 
Leaft thou be hated both of God and Man. Exit. 



Clifford. How now* is he dead alreadie i 
Or is it feare, that makes him clofe his eyes t 
He open them. 

Rutland. So looks the pent-rp Lyon o're the Wretch, 
That trembles vnder his deuouring Pawes: 
And fo he walkes, infulting o're his Prey, 
And fo he comes, to rend his Limbes afunder. 
Ah gentle Clifford,kil\ me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a cruell threatning Looke. 
Sweet Clifford heare me fpeake, before I dye: 
1 am too meane a fubieft for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reueng'd on men, and let me liue. 

Clifford. In vainc thou fpeak'ft,poore Boy : 
My Fathers blood hath ftopt the pafTage 
Where thy words (hould enter. 

Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He is a man, and Clifford cope with him. 

Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, their lines and thine 
Were not reuenge fumcient for me : 
No, if I digg'd vp thy fore-fathers Graues, 
And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynei, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor cafe my heart. 
The light of any of the Houfe of Yor$e, 
It as a furie to torment my Soule : 
And till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leaue not one aliue, I liue in Hell. 
Therefore — 

Rutland. Oh let me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee I pray;fweet Clifford pitty me. 

Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affords. 

Rutland. I neuer did thee harme: why wilt tboa Hit 
me? I 
Clifford. Thy Father hath. 

Rutland. But 'twas ere I was borne. 
Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me, 
Leaft in reuenge thereof, Gth God is iuft, 
He be as miferably flaine as I. 
Ah, let me liue in Prifon all my dayes, 
And when I giue occafion of offence, 
Then let me dye, for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clifford. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fathei-.there- 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Dij faciant laudi jumma Jit ifia turn. 

Clifford. Plantagentt, I come Plant agtnet : 
And this thy Sonnes blood « leauing to my Blade, 
Shall ruft ypon my Weapon, till thy blood 
Congeal'd with this, doe make me wipe off both. Exit. 

tAlarum. Enter Richard, Dubj of Yorker. 

. The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refcuing me; 
And all my followers, to the eager foe 
Turne back, and Aye, like Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lam bet purfu'd by hunger-framed Wolues. 
My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know, they haue demean'd themfelues 
Like men borne to Renowne, by Life or Death. 
Three times did 'Rjcbard make a Lane to me, 
And thrice cry'de, Courage Father, fight it out t 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide, 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt, 
In blood of thole that had encountred him : 
And when the hardyeft Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry'de. Charge, an J giue no foot of ground, 
And cry'de, ACrowne,or elfe a glorious Tom be, 
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A Scepter, or an Earthly Sepulchre. 
With this we charg'd again e : but out alas, 
Wc bodg'd againe, as I haue feene a Swan 
With bootlelfe labour fwimme againft the Tyde, 
And fpend her ftrength with ouer-matching Waves. 

A Jberi Alarum 
Ah hearke, the fjtall followers doe purfue, 
I am feint 



it,and cannot flye their fiirie : 
And were I (bong, I would not fhunne their furie. 
The Sands are numbred.that makes vp my Life, 
Here muft I ftay.and here my Life rouft end. 

Enter tbt Siuttnt, Clifford, N > tbumbtrland, 
tbt young Pt wit, and Soulditrs. 

Come bloody Clifford, rough Nor tbumbtrland, 
I dare your quenchlcfle furie to more rage : 
lam your Butt, and 1 abide your Shot. 

Nortbumb. Yeeld to our mercy, proud Plantagtatt. 

afford. l,to fuch mercy, as his ruthleiTe Arme 
With downe-right payment, fliew'd vnto my Father. 
Now P button hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 

Yorkf. My allies, as the Phcenix.may bring forth 
A Bird, that will reuenge vpon you all : 
And in that hope, 1 throw mine eyes to Heauen, 
Scorning what ere you can arfiitl me with. 
Why come you not ? what, multitudes, and feare t 

Cliff. So Cowards fight, when they can Aye no further, 
So Doues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
So defperateTheeues,alI hopcleflc of their 
Breathe out Inucfliucs 'gainft the Officers. 

Ytrlet. Oh Clifford, hut bethinke thee on 
And in thy thought ore-run my former time : 
And if thou canft, for blufliing, view this face, 
And bite thy tonguc,that flanden him with Cowardice, 
Whofe frowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blowrs twice two for one. 

Qtutm. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thou/and caufes 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life : 
Wrath makes him deafe; fpcake thou Northumberland. 

Nortbumb- Ho;d Clifford, due not honor him fo much, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart. 
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
For one to thru ft his Hand betweene his Teeth, 
When he might fpurne him with hii Foot away ? 
It is Warrcs prize, to take all Vantages, 
And tenne to one,is no impeach of Valour. 

Clifford. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the 
Gynne. 

Nortbumb. So doth the Connie ftroggle in the 
Net. 

? • r So triumph Theeues vpon their conquer'd Boor)', 
So True men yeeld with Robbers, fo o're-matcht. 

Nortbumb. What would your Grace haue done 
him now ? 

Quetnt. Braue Warriors, Clifford and No, 
Come make him Hand vpon this Mole-hill here, 
That raught at Mountaines with out-ftretched 
Yet parted but the fludow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be Englands King? 
Was't you that reuell'd in our Parliament, 
And made a Preachment of your high Dcfcent ? 
Where arc your Mefle of Sonnes, to back you now . 
The wanton Edward,»nd the luftie Gtorgt f 



And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigie, 
Dicije,jo\iT Boy,that with his grumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ? 
Or with the reft, where is your Darling, %utla*d? 
Looke r«r^,l ftayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his Rapiers point, 
Made iffue from the Bofome of the Boy: 
And if thine eyes can water for his death, 
1 giue thee this to drie thy Cheekes withall. 
Alas poo re Tor\t, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I mould lament thy miferable date. 
I prythee grieue, to make me merry, ' • / 
What, hath thy fierie heart fo parent thine entrayles, 
That not a Teare can fall, for Rutiands death ? 
Why art thou patient,man? thou ft>ould'ft be mad: 
And I, to make thee mad, doe mock thee thus. 
Stampc,raoe,and fret, that I may ting and dance. 
Thou would'ft be fee' J, I fee, to make me fport t 
Torlff cannot fpeake, vnlefle he weare a Crowne. 
A Crowne for JV^f ; and Lords, bow lowe to him: 
Hold you his hands, whl left I doe fet it On. 



I marry Sir, now lookes he like a King : 
I, this is he that tooke King Htnrta Chaire, 
And this is he was his adopted Heire. 
But how is it, that great PUutagcet 
Is crown'd fo foone, and broke his folemne Oath ? 
As I bethinke me, you mould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had (hooke hands with Death. 
And will you pale your head in Hrmriet Glory, 
And rob his Temples of the Diademe, 
Now in his Life, againlt your holy Oath ' 
Oh 'tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 
OfF with the Crowne:*nd with the Crowne, his Head, 
And whileft we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 
afford. That is my Office, for my Fathers lake. 
Quetiu. Nay ftay , let's heart the Orison* hee 
makes. 

Torkj. Shee- Wolfe of France, 
But wotfe then Wolucs of France, 
Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth : 
How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captiuates.t 
But that thy Face is Visard-like, vnchanging, 
Made impudent with vfe of euill deedes. 
I would allay, prowd Queene,to make thee blufli. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ft,of whom deriu'd, 
Were flume enough, to flume thee, 
Wert thou not ftjameleffe. 
Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and lerufalem, 
Yet not fo wealthie as an Engliih Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult I 
It needes not, nor it bootes thee not, prowd Queene, 
Vnlefle the Adage muft be verify'd, 
That Beggers mounted, runne their Horfe to death. 
Tis Beaatie that doth oft make Women prowd, 
But God he knowes,thy flure thereof is fmall. 
'Til Vertue, chat doth make them moft admir'd, 
The contrary,doth make thee wondrcd *t. 
Tis Gouernment that makes them f 
The want thereof, makes thee 1 
Thou art as oppofite to 
As the Antipodti are vnto vs, 
Or at the South to the Stpttntriom. 
Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt in a Woman* Hide, 
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How could'ft thou drayne the life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, 
And yet be feene to beare a Woman! face ? 
Women are [oft, milde,pittifull, and flexible; 
Thou, fterne, obdurate, flintie, rough, remorfeleiTe. 
Bidft thou me rage 5 why now thou haft thy wifh. 
Would'ft haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blowes vp inceffant (bowers, 
And when the Rage allaye*,the Raine begins. 
Thefe Teares are my fweet Rut I and t Obfeqoies, 
And euery drop cryes vengeance for his death, 
'Gainft thee fell Clifford, and thee falfe French-woman. 

Nerihumb. Befttrew me, but his paflions moues roe fo, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares. 

Yorkf. That Face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht, 
Would not haue flayn'd with blood: 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
Sce.ruthlelTe Queene,a hapleffc Fathers Teares : 
This Cloth thou dipd'ft in blood of my fweet Boy, 
And I with Teares doe waftt the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goc boaft of this, 
And if thou tell'ft the heauie ftorie right, 

sd Teares : 



Vpon my Soule,the hearers will <hed 
Yea,euen my Foes will fhed faft-falling 
And lay, Alas, it was a pittious deed. 
There, take the Crowne,and with the Crowne.my Curfe, 
And in thy need,fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I rcape at thy too crucll hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, tjkc me from the World, 
My Soule to Heaucn,my Blood vpon your Heads. 

Nortbunb.Hii be been /laughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I fliould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

S(ueen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland T 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. 

Clifford. Heere's for my Oath, heere's for my Fathers 
Death. 

Quern*. And heere's to right our gentle-hearted 
King. 

t'or^t. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious Cod, 
My Soule flyes through thefe wounds, to fceke out thee. 

ghttrnt.Off with his Head, and fct it on Yorke Gates, 
So 1»r{f may ouer-loolce the Towne of Yorke. 

Fiaurijb. Exit. 

A March. Enter Edward, Richard, 



Edward. I wonder how our Princely Father fcap't t 
Or whether he be fcap't away.or no, 
From Cliffordi and Ncrtbumberlandi purfuit ? 
Had he been ta'ne, we ihould haue heard the newes; 
Had he beene flaine, we fhould haue heard the newes: 
Or had he fcap't, me thinkes we fhould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcape. 
How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? 

Richard. I cannot ioy,vntill I be refolu'd 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I (aw him in the Battailc range about, 
And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth. 
Me thought he bore him in the thick-it troupe, 
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, 
Or as a Beare encompafs'd round with Dogges : 



Who hauing pincht a few, and made them cry, 
The reft ftand all a loo ft, and barke at him. 
So far' 3 our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Me thinkes 'tis prise enough to be his Sonne. 
See how the Morning opes her golden Gales, 
And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne. 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Louc ? 

■ or doe I fee 



Ed. Dasle mine eyes, 
Ricb.Three glorious Sunnes,each one a 
Not fepcrated with the racking Clouds, 
But feuer'd in a pale cleare-ftuning Skye. 
See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kifle, 
As if they vow'd fome League inuiolable. 
Now are they but one Lampc,one Light, one Sunne : 
In this, the Heauen figures fome cuent. 

Edward. 'Tis wondrous ft range, 
The like yet neuer heard of. 
1 thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field, 
That wee, the Sonnes of braue Plantagenet, 
Each one alreadie blazing by our m cedes, 
Should notwithftanding ioyne our Lights together, 
And ouer-fhine the Earth, as this the World. 
What ere it bodes, hence-forward will I 
Vpon my Targuet three (aire fhining Sunn 

Richard. Nay, beare three Daughters : 
By your leaue, 1 fpeake it, 
You loue the Breeder better then the Male. 

Eater cut blowing. 

But what art thou,whofe heauie Lookes fore-tell 
Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue i 

Mtff. Ah, one that was a wofull looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine, 
Your Princely Father, and my louing Lord. 

Edward. Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard too 



Richard. Say how he dy'dc,for I will heare it all. 

Mtff. Enuironed he was with many foes, 
And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greckes,that would haue cntred Troy. 
But Htrculti himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes t 
And many ftroakes, though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber'd Oalce. 
By many hands your Father was fubdu'd, 
But onely flaught'red by the irefoll Armc 
Of vn-relenting Cliffhrd,and the Qucene : 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh'd in his face : and when with griefe he wept, 
The nithlcffe Qucene gauc him, to dry his Chcekes, 
A Napkin, fteeped in the harmelciTe blood 
Of fweet young Rutland,by rough Clifford flaine: 
And after many fcornes, many foule taunts, 
They tooke his Head, and on the Gates of Yorke 
They fet the fame,and there it doth remaine, 
The faddeft fpedacle that ere I view'd. 

Edo-ard.Svreet Duke of Yorke, our Prop to leane ▼pon, 
Now thou art gone, wee haue no StafFe,no Stay. 
Oh aifferd,boy& 'rous Clifford , thou haft flaine 
The flowre of Europe, for his Cheualrie, 
And trecheroufly haft thou vanquiflit him, 
For hand to hand he would haue vanquifht i 
Now my Soules Pallace is become a Prifon: 
Ah, would fhe breake from hence, that this my body 
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Might in the ground be clofed vp in reft : 
For neuer henceforth fhall J ioy againe : 
Neuer, oh neuer fhall 1 fee more ioy. 

*RJcb. I cannot wecpe : for all my bodies moyfture 
Scarfe ferue* to quench my Furnace-burning hart : 
Nor can my tongue vnloade my heart* great burthen, 
For felfe-fame winde that I fhould fpcake withalt, 
It kindling coalc* that fires all my breft, 
And burnes me vp with flames, that tear* would quench. 
To weepe, it to make leflTe the depth of grcefe: 
Tea res then for Babes; Blow es, and Rcuenge for met. 
Richard, I be. ire thy name, He venge thy death, 
Or dye renowned by attempting it. 

Ed. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy defcent by gazing 'gainft the Sunne: 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdom* lay, 
Either that is thine, or elfe thou wcr't not his. 

March. Enttt Warwick/, Mar queffi Mcunlaruu, 
and tbeir Army. 
Wmw k\, How now faire Lords ? What fiuse? What 

ncwes abroad 1 
Rjch. Great Lord of Warwick*, if we mould- recompt 
Our balcfull newes, and at each words deliuerance 
Stab Poniards in our fkih, till all were told, 
The words would addc more anguish then the wounds. 

0 valiant Lord, the DukeofYorkc is fliine. 

Edw. O Warwicke, Warwicke, that P/antagentt 
Which held thee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago, I drown'd thefe ncwes in teares. 
And now to addc more meafure to your woes, 
Icome to tell you things fita then betalne. 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your braue Father brcath'd his lateft gaspe, 
Tydings, as fwiftly as the Poftes could runne, 
Were brought me of your Lofle, and his Depart. 

1 then in London, keeper of the King, 
Mufter'd my Soldiers, gathered flockcs of Friends, 
Marcht toward S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
Bearing the King in my behalfe along : 

For by my Scouts, I was aduertifed 
That (he was comming with a full intent 
To dam our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Htnriti Oath, and your Succelsion s 
Short Tale to make, we at S. Albons met, 
! Our Battailes ioyn'd, and both (ides fiercely fought : 
J But whether 'twas the coldnefTe of the King, 
• Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queene, 
i That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. 
Or whether 'twas report of her fuccefle, 
Or more then common fcare of Clifford* Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captiues, Blood and Death, 
I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth, 
Their Weapons like to Ughtning, came and went : 
Our Sooldiers like the Night-Owles lasie flight, 
Or like a laaie ThreuSer with a Flaile, 
Fell gently down*, as if they ftrucke their Friends. 
I cheer'd them vp with iuftice of our Caufe, 
With promife of high pay,and great Rewards : 
But all in vaine, they had no heart to fight, 
And we (in them) no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled : the King vnto the Queene, 
Lord George, your Brother, Norfolke, and my Sclfe, 



In hade, port hafte, are come to ioyne with you : 
For in the Marches hcere we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight againe. 

£<f.Where is the Duke of Norfolke, gentle Warwick? 
And when came Gttrrt from Burgundy to England? 

n\:,. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately feat 
Ftom your kinde Aunt Dutchefle of Burgundie, 
With ayde of Souldiers to this needfoll Warre. 

/to&.Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft haue I heard his praifes in Purfoite, 
But ne're till now, his Scandal! of Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandall Ricbard,doH thou heare: 
For thou (halt know this ftrong right hand of mine, 
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Htnr'ui head, 
And wring the awefoll Scepter from his Fift, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre, 
As he is fam d for Mildneflfc, Peace, and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeakc : 
But in this troublous time, what's to be done T 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 
And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb'ring our Aue-Marics with our Beads ? 
Or flult we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Deuotion with reucngefoll Armes? 
If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you out, 
And therefore comes my Brother Mountague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather, many moe proud Bird*, 
Haue wrought the eafie-mclting King, like Wax. 
He fwore confent to your Succcflion, 
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 
May makeagainft the houfe of La n* after. 
Their power ( I thinke)i* thirty thoufand ftrong : 
Now, if the helpe of Norfolke. and my feife, 
With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among'ft the louing Welshmen can'ft procure, 
Will but amount to liue and twenty thoufand, 
Why Via, to London will we march, 
And once againe, beftride our foaming Steeds, 
And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foes, 
But neuer once againe furnc backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks. I heare great Warwick fpeak; 
Ne're may he liue to fee a Sun-fhine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him fiay. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhoulder will I leane, 
And when thou failft( as God forbid the houre) 
Muft Edward fall, which peril! heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Vorke: 
The next degree, is Englands Royall Throne: 
For King of England (halt thou be proclaimed 
In euery Burrough as we palTe along, 
And he that throwes not vp his cap for ioy, 
Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant "Richard Movntagvt : 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
But found the Trumpets,and about our Taske. 

Rich. Then Clifford, were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft (hewne it Aintie by thy deeds, 
1 come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine. 

cV.Then ftrike vp Drums, God and S.George for vs. 

p War. 
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Enter a e!Ateffengtr : 
War. How now? what newes ? 
Mr/. The Dulce of Norfolice fend* you word by me, 
The Queene is comming wich a puifiant Hoaft, 
And craues your company, for fpecdy counfcll. 

Why then it forts, braue Warriors, let's away. 

Exeunt Omnts. 

FJouriJb. Seller tbt King, the Qneene, Clifford, Nor i bum - 
andTong Prime, witb Drumme and 
Trumfettet. 

S^u. Welcome my Lord, to this braue town of Yorke, 
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne. 
Doth not the obictt checre your heart, my Lord. 

K. l,as the rockeschearc them that feare their wrack, 
To fee this light, it irkes my very foule: 
With-hold reuenge ( deere God) 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly haue 1 infring'd my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful! piety mull be layd ail jc : 
To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes? 
Not to the Beatt, that would vfurpe their Den. 
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Be.. - licke ? 
Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. 
Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortall fting? 
Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe. 
The i malic:: Worme will turne, being troden on, 
And Doues will pecke in fafegard of their Brood. 
Ambitious Yorke, did leueli at thy Crowne, 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes. 
He but a Dulce, would haue his Sonne a King, 
And raife his iflue like a louing Sire. 
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 
Did'ft yeeld confent to difinherit him : 
Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. 
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans race be fcarefull to their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not fcenc them euen with thofe wings, 
Which fometime they haue vs'd with fearfull flight, 
Make warre with him that climb'd vnto their neft, 
Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence? 
For flume, my Liege, make them your President : 
Were it not piety that this goodly Boy 
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heereafter fay vnto his childe, 
What my great Grandfather, and Grandfire got, 
My careleiTe Father fondly gaue away. 
Ah, what a flume were this? Loolcc on the Boy, 
And let his manly face, which promifeth 
Succeflefull Fortune lleele thy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne,and leaue thine owne with him. 

King Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force : 
But Clifford tell me, did'ft thou neuer heare, 
That things ill got, had euer bad luccefle. 
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 
Whofe Father for his hoording went to hell : 



He leaue my Sonne my V 
And would my Father had left me no more « 
For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 
As brings a rhoufand fold more care to keepe, 
Then in poflelTion any iot of pleafure. 
Ah Co fin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know, 



How it doth grecue me that thy head is heere. 

Qu.My Lord cbeere vp your fpirits, our foe* are nye, 
And this (oft courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promift Knighthood to our forward fonne, 
Vnflieath your (word, and dub him prcfently. 
£</nv>r</,knccle downe. 

King. Edward Plantagenit, arife a Knight, 
And learne this Leifon; Draw thy Sword in right. 

Prin. My gracious Father.by your Kingly leaue, 
He draw it at Apparant to the Cruwne, 
And in that quarrell.vfe it to the death. 

CJiJ. Why that is fpuken like a toward Prince. 

Enter a Mtffenger. 

Mrff. Royall Commanders, be in readineiTe, 
For with a Band of thirty thouiand men. 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And in the Townes as they do march along. 
Proclaimed him King, and many flye to him, 
Darraigne your battel), for they are at hand. 

Clif. 1 would your Highneflc would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beft luccefle when you are abfent. 

tZ« 1 g°°d my Lord, and leaue vt to our Fortune. 

King. Why, that's my fortune too, therefore lie ftay. 

Nenb. Be it with rcfolution then to fight. 

Prin. My Royall Father,cheere thele Noble Lords, 
And hearten thole that fight in your defence: 
Vnfhcath your Sword.good Father: Cry S. George. 

Martb. Enter Edward, H'anrielte, Ricbard, Clarence, 
Norfol^e t Mount a gut, and Soldiers. 



Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for 
And fet thy Diadem vpon my head? 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Qu. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes, 
Before thy Souetaignc,and thy lawful! King ? 

Ed. I am his King, and he mould bow hu knee : 
I was adopted Heire by bis content. 

Cla. Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You that are King, though he do wcarc the Crowne, 
Haue caus'd him by new Ac't of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his owne Sonne in. 

Clif. And reafon too, 
Who mould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne. 

Ricb. Are you there Butcher? O.I cannot fpeake. 

Clif. I Crooke-back.here I ftand to anfwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudeft of thy fort. 

Ricb. Twas you that kill'd yong Rutland, was it 

Qlif. I, and old Yorke, and yet not fatisficd. 
Ricb. For Gods fake Lords giuc fignall to the fight. 

lVar. What fay'ft thou Henry, 
Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? ( you fpeak 

Qy. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwicke, dare 
When you and I, met at S.«/f7A«ri laft, 
Your legget did better feruice then your hands. 

War. Then 'twas my turne to fly, and now 'tis thine 

Clif You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 

War. "Twas not 



I 



yout valor Clifford 
JVor.No.nor your manhood that durft make you ftay. 
Ricb. Northumberland,! hold thee reuerently, 
Break? off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big-fwolne heart 
Vpon that Clifford, that crucll Child-killer. 

Clif I flew thy Father, cal'll thou him a Child ? 
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Rich. I like a Daftard,and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didd'ft kill oar tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sunfet, lie make thee curfe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words (my Lords) and h 
me fpeake. 

Qu. Defie them then, or els hold clofe thy tip*. 
1 ptythee g<ue no limits 



I am a King, and priuiledg'd to fpeake. 

Ciif.My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be cur'd by Words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich. Then Executioner vnlheath thy fword I 
By him that made vs all, I am refolu'd, 
That Cliffords Manhood, lyes vpon hit tongue. 

Ed. Say Utnry, ihi\\ I haue my right,or no: 
A thoufand men haue broke their Fafh to day, 
That ne're (hall dine, vnleflc thou yeeld the Crowne, 

War. If thou deny, their Blood vpon thy head, 
For Vorke in iuftice put's his Armour on. 

Pr.Ed. If that be right, which Warwick fates is right, 
There is no wrong, but euery thing is right. 

War. Who euer got thee, there thy Mother (rands, 
For well I wot, thou haft thy Mothers tongue. 

But thou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 
But like a foule mifhapen Stygmaticke, 
Mark'd by the Deftinies to be auoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadful! flings. 

%itb. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifh gilt, 
Whofe Father beares the Title of a King, 
(As if a Channel! fhould be call'd the Sea) 
Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art 
To let thy tongue deleft thy bafe-borne heart. 

Ed. A wiipe of rtraw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
To make this fhamelefle Cillet know her felfe : 
Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 
Although thy Huiba nd may be Mtnelatu : 
And ne're was jlgamrmwi: Brother wrong'd 
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father reuel'd in the heart of France, 
And tam'd the King,and made the Dolphin ftoope: 
And had he match'd according to his State, 
He might haue kept that glory to this day. 
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grae'd thy poorc Sire with his Bridal! day, 
Euen then that Sun-wine brew'd a fhowre for him, 
That wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd fedition on his Crowne at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy Pride ? 
Had'ft thou bene meeke,our Title ftill had flept, 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, 
Had flipt our Claime, vntill another Age. 

C/n.But when we faw, our Su.-iHine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred vs no increafe, 
We fet the Axe to thy vfurping Roote s 
And though the edge hath fomcthing hit our felues, 
Yet know thou, fince we haue begun to flrike, 
Wce'l neuer lcaue, till we haue hewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing, with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this refolution, I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou denied'ft the gentle King to fpeake. 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours 
And either Vicxorie, or elfc a Qraue. 
S^y. Stay Edward. 

Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee"! no longer ftay,. 
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand liues this day. 



Exeurffons. Enter VParwic^e. 

War. Fore-fpent with Toile, as Runners with a Race, 
I lay me downe a little while to breath •. 
For ftrokes receiu'd,and many blowes repaid, 
Haue robb'd my ftrong knit finewes of their 
And fpight of fpight, needs muft I reft a-while. 

Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or ftrike vngentle death, 
For this world frownes, and Edward: Sunne is dowded. 

War. How now my Lord, what happe? what hope of 
good? * 
Rnttr Gartner. 

Cla. Our hap is lofTe, our hope but fad difpaire, 
Our ran Ices are broke, and ruine folio wet vs. 
What counfaile giue you? whether fhall we flye ? 

Ed. Bootlefle is flight, they follow vs with Wings, 
And 



Enter Richard. 

"Rjcb. Ah Warwicke, why haft y withdrawn thy felfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the Steely point of Clifford t Launce : 
And in the very pangs of death, he cryde, 
Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke, reuenge; Brother, reuenge my 
So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds, 
That ftain'd their Fetlockes in his fmoaking 
The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with 
He kill my Horfe.becaufe I will not Aye : 
Why ftand we like fo ft -hearted women heere, 
Wayling our lofTes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
And looke vpon, as if the Tragedie 
Were plaid in ieft, by counterfeiting Aclors. 
Hecrc on my knee, I vow to God aboue, 
He neuer pawfe againe, neuer ftand ftill, 
Till either death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune giuen me meafure ofReuenge. 

Ed. Oh Warwicke, 1 do bend my knee with thine, 
And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine: 
And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eye*, my heart to thee, 
Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe of Kings: 
Befeeching thee (if with thy will it ftands) 
That to my Foes this body muft be prey, 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope, 
And giue fweet paflage to my finfull foule. 
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen, or in 

Ritb. Brother, 
Giue me thy hand, and 
Let me im brace thee in my weary armes : 
I that did neuer weepe, now melt with wo, 
That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 

War. Away,away: 
Onc,e more fweet Lords farwell. 

Cla. Yet let vs altogether to our Troopes, 
And giue them leaue to flye, that will not ftayi 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to vs : 
And if we thriue, promif* them fuch rewards 
As Vict n weare at the Olympian Gamea. 
This may plant courage in their quail 
For yet is hope of Lire and Victory : 



pa 



Fore- 
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Foreflow no longer, make we hence atnaine. 



Exeunt 



Exturfiont. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now Clifford, I haue Tingled thee alone, 
Suppofe this arme it for the Duke of Vorke, 
And thii for Rutland, both bound to reuengc, 
Wer't thou inuiron'd with a Braien wall. 

CIif t Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone, 
This it the hand that ftabb'd thy Father Yorke, 
And thii the hand, that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheeres thcfe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy (elfe, 
And fo haue it thee. 

They Fight, rVarxr it ke comet, Clifford ftitt. 

Rieb. Nay Warwicke, (ingle out fome other Chace, 
For I my felfe will hunt this Wolfe to death. 



•Alarum. Enter King Htnry alone. 
Hen. This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
What time the Shcpheard blowing of his nailes, 
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 
Now fwayei it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide, to combat with the Winde : 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 
Forc'd to retyre by furie of the Winde. 
Sometime, the Flood prcuailcs; and than the Winde : 
Now, one the better : then, another bed ; 
Both rugging to be Victors, breft to breft: 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the equall poife of this fell Warre. 
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, 
To whom God will, there be the Viaorie: 
For tMargaret my Qucene.and Clifford too 
Haue chid me from the Battell : Swearing both, 
They profper beft of all when 1 am thence. 
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo j 
For what is in this world, but Greefe and Woe. 
Oh God! me thinkes it were a happy life, 
To be no better then a homely Swaine, 
To At vpon a hill, as I do now, 
To carue out Dialls queintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne i 
How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many Houres brings about the Day, 
How many Dayes will finifli vp the Yeare, 
How many Yeare*, a Mortall man may Hue. 
When this is knowne, then to diuide the Times: 
So many Houres, mult I tend my Flockej 
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft : 
So many Houres, muft 1 Contemplate : 
So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe ; 
So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong : 
So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will £ane: 
So many ycarcs, ere I fhall Ulcere the Fleece : 
So Minutes, Houres, Dayes, Monthe*,and Yeares, 
Part ouer to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairrs, vnto a Quiet graue. 
Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
Giues not the Hawthorne bum a fweeter (hade 
To Shepheards, looking on their (Illy Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopie 
To Kings, that feare their Subicch treacherie? 
Oh ye?, it doth; a thoofand fold it doth. 
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 



His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Bottle, 

His wonted fleepe, vnder a frefti trees (hide, 

All which fecure, and fweetly he enioyes, 

Is Carre beyond a Prince* Delicate* : 

His Viand* fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

Hi* bodie couched in a curious bed, 

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him. 

Enter a &nne that bath kjird hi, 
one dcore : and a Father that hath kiWd b» S« 



Son. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to hand I flew in fight, 
May be poflefled with fome ftore of Crown et, 
And I that (haply) take them from him now, 
May yet (ere night) yeeld bo'.h my Life and them 
To fome man elfe, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this? Oh God! It is my Fathers (ace. 
Whom in this Conflict,! ( vnwares )haue kill'd : 
Oh heauy time*! begetting fuch Euent*. 
From London, by the King wa* I pre ft forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwicke* man, 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by hi* Matter : 
And I, who at his hands recciu'd my life, 
Haue by my hands, of Life bereaued him. 
Pardon me God, I knew not what I did : 
And pardon Father, for 1 knew not thee. 
My Teares (hall wipe away thefe bloody markes : 
And no more words, till they haue flow'd their fill. 

King. O pitteous fpeclacle! O bloody Time* ! 
Whiles Lyon* Warre.and battaile for their Dcnnes, 
Poore harmlefle Lambe* abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man : lie ayde thee Tcare for Teare, 
And let our heart* and eye*, like Ciuill Waire, 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd with griefc 
Enter Father, hearing of im Sonne. 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath redded me, 
Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold : 
For I haue bought it with an hundred blowes. 
But let me fee : Is this our Foe-man* face ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it i* mineonely Sonne. 
Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Throw vp thine eye : fee, fee, what (howre* a rile, 
Blowne with the windie Tempeft of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds, that kille* mine Eye, and Heart. 
O pitty God, this miferable Age ! 
What Stragems* how fell? how Butcherly? 
Erreoneous, mutinous, and vnnaturall, 
This deadly quarrell daily doth beget T 
O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo: greefe, more the common greere 
O that my death would day thefe ruthfull deeds : 
O pitty, pitty, gende heauen pitty: 
The Red Rofe and the White are on hi* face, 
The fatal! Colours of our ftriuing Houfes : 
The one, his purple Blood right well refembles, 
The other his pale Chcckc*(me thinket)prefenteth s 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifli : 
If you contend, a thoufand liue* muft wither. 

Son. How will my Mother, for a Father* death 
Take on with me, and ne're .be fatisfi'd ? 

Fa. How will my Wife, for (laughter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne're be fatisfi'd ? 

King.Hovr will the Country, for thefe wofisl chances, 

Mif-thinke 
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Mif-thinke the King, and not be fitisfied ? 

Son. Was euer Tonne, fo rew'd a Father* death - 
Fatb. Wa« euer Father fo bemoan *d his Sonne > 
Hen. Was euer King fo greeu'd for Subie&s woe ? 
Much is your forrow; Mine, ten times fo much. 

Son. He beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
Fatb.Thefe armes of mine ihall be thy winding lheet : 
My heart (fweet Boy) (hill be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my heart, thine Image ne're Ihall go. 
My fighing breft, Ihall be thy Funcrall bell ; 
And fo obfequious will thy Father be, 
Men for the lofle of thee, hauing no more, 
At Priam was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 
He beare thee hence,and let them fight that will, 
For I haue murthered where 1 ihould not kill. Exit 
Hen. Sad-hearted-men, much ouergone with Care 5 
i a King, more wofull then you are. 

cxcurjiom. enter ice ^uecn, roe 
Prince ,.:n>i 



Prin. Fly Father, flye : for all your Friends ai 
And Warwicke rages like a chafed Bull : 
Away, for death doth hold vs in purfuite. 

Qu. Mount you my Lord, towards Barwicke poll a- 
maine : 

Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Hauing the fearful! flying Hare in fight, 
With fiery cyrs,fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody fteele grafpt in their yrefull hands 
Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaine. 

Exet. Away : for vengeance comes along with 
Nay, ftay not to cxpoftulate, make fpeed, 
Or elfe come after, He away before. 

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: 
Not that I fcare to ftay, but loue to go 
Whether the Queene intends. Forward,away. 



Clifford Wounded. 

Oif. Hcere burnes my Candle out; I, heere it dies, 
Which whiles it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 
O Lancafter) I fearc thy ouerthrow, 
More then my Bodies parting with my Soule : 
My Loue and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts, 
Impairing Henry, ftrength'ning mifproud Yorke ; 
And whether Aye the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? 
And who lhines now, but Henritt Enemies? 
O Phorbui! had'ft thou neuer giuen confent, 
That Ptaeton ihould checke thy fiery Steeds, 
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch'd the earth. 
And Henry, had'ft thou fway'd as Kings ihould do, 
Or as thy Father, and bis Father did, 
Giuing no ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 
They neuer then had fprung like Summer Flyesi 
I, and ten thoufand in this luckleffe Realme, 
Hed left no mourning Widdowes for our death, 
And thou this day, had'ft kept thy Chaire in peace. 
For what doth cherrifti Weeds, but gentle ayre? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity t 
Bootlefle are Plaints,and CurelclTc are my Wounds i 
No way to flye, nor ftrength to bold out flight : 
The Foe is mercilefTe, and will not piety : 
For at their hands I haue deferu'd no pitty. 
The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 



And much effufe of blood, doth make me faint : 
Come 7*«r*/,and Richard, Warwic^e,»nd the reft, 
I ftab'd your Fathers bofomes; Split my breft. 

Alarum & Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard, and 
Soldiers, Montague, & Clarence. 

Ed.Saw breath we Lords, good fortune bids vs paufe, 
And fmooth the frownes of War, with peacefull lookes : 
Some Troopes purine the bloody-minded Queene, 
That led calme Henry, though he were a King, 
As doth a Saile, fill'd with a fretting Guft 
Command an Argolic to ftemme the Waues. 
But thinke you( Lords)that Clifford Aed with them ? 

War. No, 'tis impofsible he ihould elcape : 
(For though before his face 1 fpeake the words) 
Your Brother Richard markt him for the Graue, 
And whercfoere he is, hee's furely dead. Clifford gronet 

Rich. Whofe foule is that which takes hir heauy leaue? 
A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing. 
See who it is. 

Ed. And now the Battailes ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently vied. 

Rich. Reuoke that doome of mercy, for 'tis Clifford, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaues put forth, 
But fet his murth'ring knife vnto the Roote, 
From whence that tender fpray did fweetly lpring, 
I meane our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke. 

War. From off the gates of Vorke, fetch down y head, 
Your Fathers head, which Clifford placed there: 
In ftead whereof, let this fupply the roome, 
Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwered. 

£<y.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours : 
Now death fhall ftop his difmall threatning found, 
And his ill-boading tongue,no more Ihall fpeake. 

War. I thinke is vnderftanding is bereft: 
Speike Clifford,dott thou know who fpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death ore-ftwides his beames of life, 
And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps )he doth, 
*Tis but his policy to countcrfct, 
Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gaue our Father. 

Or. Iffothouthink'ft, 
Vex him with eager Words. 

Rich. Clifford, »*ke mercy, and obtaine no grace. 

Ed. Cl'fisird, Ttpent in bootlelTc penitence. 

War. Clifford, deuife excufes for thy faults. 

Cla. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou didd'ft loue Yorke, and 1 am fon to Yorke. 

Edw. Thou pittied'ft Rutland, I will pitty thee: 

Cla. Where's Capuine eMargaret,to fence you now? 

War. They mocke thee Clifford, 
Sweare as thou was't wont. 

Rie. What, not an Oath? Nay then the world go's I 
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oath : 
I know by that he's dead, and by my Soule, 
If this right hand would buy two houres life, 
That l(in all defpight) might rayle at him, 
This hand ihould chop it oft": & with the ifluing 1 
Stifle the Villaine, whofe vnftanched third 
Yorke, and yong Rutland could not fatisfie 

War. I, but he's dead. Of with the Traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ftands. 
And now to London with Triumphant march, 

p 3 There 
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There to be crowned England* Royall King : 
From whence, (hall Warwicke cut the Sea to 
And a»ke the Ladie B-.na for thy Qoeene : 
So lh.ilt thou finow both thefe Landt together, 
And hauing France thy Friend, thou (halt not dread 
The fcattred Foe, that hope* to rife againe : 
For though they cannot greatly fling to hurt, 

. offend ' ' 



Vet looke to haue them bui to 
Firft.will 1 fee the Coronation, 
And then to Britanny lie croffe the Sea, 
To crtcct this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Ed. Euen as thou wilt fweet Warwicke, let it bee: 
For in thy (houlder do I builde my Seate; 
And neuer will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy countailc and content is wanting: 
Hicbard, I will create thee Duke of Gloucefler, 
And Gevrge of Clarerice ; Warwtikt as our Selfe, 
Shall do, and vndo as him pleafeth beft. 

Rkb. Let roe be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, 
For Clofters Dukedome is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that's a fooliin obferuation : 
Hicbard, be Duke of Glofter : Now to 
To fee thefe Honon in poffeflion. 

Enter &nkj»,and Humfrey t witb Oefe-bewet 

in i ' 



(our felues: 

Sir{- Vnder this thicke growne brake, wee*! fhrowd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 
And in this coucrt will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principal! of all the Deere. 

Hum. lie ftay aboue the hill, fo both may fhoot. 

&ai. That cannot be, the noife of thy CrolTc-bow 
Will Icarre the Heard, and lb my Ihoot is loft: 
Heere fund we both, and ayme we at the beft : 
And for the time ihall not feeme tedious, 
He tell thee what befell mc on a day, 
In this felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. 

Si«{. Heere comes a man, let's ftay till he be paft: 
Enter the K:»g with a Prayer btctp. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wilhfull fight : 
No Harry, Hany, 'tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is fill'd, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 
Thy Balme waftit off, wherewith thou w. 
No bending knee will call thee Ofar now, 
No humble futers preafc to fpeake for right : 
No, not a man comes for redrclTe of thee : 
For how can I hclpe them, and not my fclfe? 

Sink^. 't heere 's a Deere, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee : 
This is the quondam King j Let's fcize vpon him. 

Hen. Let me embrace the lower Aduerfaries, 
For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we? Let vs lay hands vpon him. 

Sni^. Forbeare a.while,wee'l heare a little more. 

Hen. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: 
And (as I heare) the great Commanding Warwicke 
I: thither gone, to craue the French Kings Sifter 
To wife for Edward. If this ntwes be true, 
Poore Queene,and Sonne, your labour is but loft: 
For Warwicke is a fubtle Orator : 
And Lemm a Prince foone wonne with mouing words : 
By this account then, Margaret may winne him, 
For Use's a woman to be pittied much 2 
Her fighes will make a batt'ry in hit breft, 
Her teares will pierce into a Marble heart : 



The Tyger will be milde, whiles the doth mournc ; 
And Nere will be tainted with remorfe, 
To heare and fee her plaints, her Brinifh Teares. 
I, but fltee's come to begge, Warwicke to giue : 
Shee on his left fide, crauing ayde for Henr'te ; 
He on his right, asking a wife tor Edward. 
Shee Weepes, and fayes, her Henry U depos'd: 
He Smiles, and fayes, hi* Edward is inftaul'd; 
That <he (poore Wretch ) for greefc can fpeake 
Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, fmooths the " 
Inferred) arguments of mighty ftrength, 
And in condufion winncs the King from her, 
With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe, 
To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwardi place. 
O Margartt, thus 'twill be,and thou (poore foule) 
Art then fbrfaken,as thou went'ft forlorne. 

Hum. Say, what art thou ulk'ft of Kings 6c Queens' 
jYmf.Morr then 1 feeme, and lelTe then I was boro to: 
A man at lead, for lelTe I ftiould not be : 
And men may talke ol Kings, and why not I? 
Hum. I, but thou ulk'ft, as if thou wer't a King. 
King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that's enough. 
Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crowrsc > 
King. My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head : 
Not deck'd with Diamonds^and Indian ftonet : 
Nor to be feene : my Crowne, is call'd Content, 
A Crowne it is, that fildotne Kings cnioy. 

Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Con tent, and you,muft be contented 
To go along with vs. For (as we thinke) 
You are the king King Edward hath depos'd : 
And we his fubiecu, iworne in all 



Will apprehend you, as his Encmie. 

King. But did you neuer fweare,and breake an Oath, 
Hum. No, neuer fuch an Oath, nor will not now. 
King. Where did you dwell when I was K. of England? 
Hum. Heere in, this Country, where we now rcmaine. 
King. I w.is annointed King at nine monthes old, 
My Fathcr,and my Grandfather were Kings : 
And you were fworne true Subie&s vnto me: 
And tell me then, haue you not broke your Oathes ? 

&n.No, tor we were Subicclt,but while you wer king 
King. Why ? Am I dead> Do I not breath a Man? 
Ah fimple men, you know not what you fweare : 
Looke, as 1 blow this Feather from my Face, 
And at the Ayre blowes it to mc againe, 
Obeying with my winde when 1 do blow, 
And yeeldingto another, when it blowes, 
Commanded alwayet by the greater guft : 
Such is the lightneiTc of you, common men. 
But do not breake your Oathes, for of that lime, 
My milde intreatie (hall not make yoo gutltie. 
Go where you will, the king (hall be commanded. 
And be you kings, command, and He obey. 

Sintjo. We are true Subie&s to the king, 
King Edward. 

King. So would you be againe to Htnrie, 
If he were feared as king Edward it. 

Sn{.':- We charge you in Godt name St the 
To go with ts »nto the Officert. 

Ktng. In Godt name lead.your Kings name b 
And what God will, that let your King perform e. 
And what he will, 1 humbly yeeld 



Eater K.Edward,GhJ}fr,Clarenu,Lady Gray. 
King. Brother of Glofter, at S.Albom field 



This 
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Thii Ladyes Husband, Sir Richard Grey, was (laine, 
Hit Land then (eis'd on by the Conqueror, 
Her fuit i* now, to repotTefic thofe Lands, 
Which wee in luflice cannot well deny, 
Becaufe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Tirfa 
The worthy Gentleman did lofe hii Life. 

•RJc b. Your Highnefle (hall doe well to graunt her fuit. 
It were di (honor to deny it her. 

King. It were no lefle.but yet He make a pawfe. 

7{ic b. Yea, it it fo : 
I fee the Lady hath a thing to graunt, 
Before the King will graunt her humble fuit. 

Clarence. Hee Jtnowe* the Game, how true hee kcepcs 
(he winde T 
Rich. Silence. 

King. Widow, we will con fid er of your fuit, 
And come fume other time to know our mind c. 

Wid. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brooke delay: 
May it plcafe your Highnefle to refolue me now, 
And what your pleafure it, dull fatisfie me. 

Ritb. I Widow' then He warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafet him, (hall pleafure you : 
Fight clofer, or good faith you'le catch a Blow. 

Clarence. 1 fcirc her not,vnlcfl~c (he chance to fall. 

Ricb. God forbid that, for hee'le take vantages. 

King. How many Children haft thou, Widow? tell 
me. 

Clarence. I thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Ricb. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather giue her two. 
Wid. Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Ritb. You (hill haue foure, if you'le be rul'd by him. 
k King. Twcre pittie they mould lofe their Fathers 

Wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord, and graunt it then. 
King. Lords giue vs leaoe, He trye this Widowet 
wit. 

Ricb. I, good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue, 
Till Youth take leaue,and leaue you to the Crutch. 

King. Now tell me , Madame , doe you loue your 
Children ? 

Wid. I, full asdearely as I loue my lelfe. 
King. And would you not doe much to doe them 
good ? 

Wid. To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome 
harme. 

King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them 
good. 

Wid. Therefore I came vnto your Maieftic. 
King. He tell you how their Lands are to be gat. 
Wid. So wall you bind me to your Highnefle feruice. 
King. What feruice wilt thou doe me, if 1 giue them? 
1 1'; J. What you command, that refts in me to doe. 
King. But you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
Wid. No, gracious Lord, except 1 cannot doc it. 
King. I, but thou canft doe what 1 meane to aske. 
Wid. Why then I will doe what your Grace com- 
mands. 

Ricb. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the 
Marble. 

Oar. As red as fire T nay then, her Wax mull melt. 
Wid. Why ftoppes my Lord ? wall I not heare my 
Taske ? 

King. An eafie Taske, 'tis but to loue a King. 
Wid. That's foone perfbrm'd, becaufe 1 am a Subiecl. 
King. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 
thee. 



Wid. I take my leaue with many thoufand thankes. 

Ricb. The Match is made, Aire leales it with a Curfie. 

King. But (lay thee,'tis the fruits of loue 1 meane. 

Wid. The fruits of Loue,l meane, my louing Liege. 

King. I, but I fcarc me in another fence. 
What Loue,think'ft thou, I fue fo much to get? 

Wid. My loue till death.my humble thanks, my prayers, 
That loue which Vertue bcgges,and Vertue graunts. 

King. No.by my troth,! did not meane fuch loue. 

Wid. Why then you meane not,, is 1 thought you did. 

King. But now you partly may perceiue my minde. 

Wid. My minde will neuer graunt what I perceiue 
Your Hi. hnefle aymes at, if I ayme aright. 

King. To tell thee plaine,! ayme to lye with thee. 

Wid. To tell you plaine,! had rather lye in Prifon. 

King. Why then thou (halt not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. 

Wid. Why then mine Honeflie (hall be my Dower, 
For by that lofle,! will not purchafe them. 

King. Therein thou wrong'ft thy Children mightily. 

Wid. Herein your Highnefle wrongs both them it me: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnelTe of my fuit : 
Pleafe you difmifte me,eythcr with l,or no. 

Kir.g. I, if thou wilt fay I to my requcft : 
No, if thou do'ft fay No to my demand. 

Wid. Then No, my Lord:my (uit is at an end. 

Ricb. The Widow likes him not, (hee knits her 
Browes. 

Clarence. Hee is the blunted Wooer in Chriften- 
domc. 

King . Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modefty, 
Her Words doth (hew her Wit incomparable, 
All her perfections challenge Soueraigntie, 
One way, or other, (hee is for a King, 
And (hee (hall be my Loue,or elfe my Queene. 
Say, that King Bdxeard take thee for his Queene ? 

Wid. Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord: 
I am a fubied fit to ieaft withall, 
But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow, by my State I f we ire to thee, 
I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Wid. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto : 
I know, I am too meane to be your Queene, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

King. You cauill.W.dow.I did meane my Queene. 

Wid. 'Twill gricue your Grace, my Sonnes (huuld call 
yon Father. 

King. No more, then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by Gods Mother,! being but a Batchelor, 
Haue othcr-fome. Why,'tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father vnto many Sonnes t 
Anfwer no more, for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Ricb. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 

Clartnct. When hee was made a Shriucr, 'twas for (hift. 

King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue 
had. 

Ricb. The Widow likes it not, for lhee lookes very 

fad. 

King. You'ld thinke it ftrange, if 1 (hould marrie 
her. 

Clarence. To who, my Lord f 
King. Why Clarence, to my felfe. 

'Rjcb.Thtt 
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the leaft. 
Clarence. That's a day longer then a Wonder Lifts. 
Rich. By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. 
King. Wcll,icaft on Brothers: I can tell you both, 
Her fuit is graunted for her Husbands Land*. 

Enter a Noble man. 

Neb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Fallace Gate. 

King. See that he be conuey'd vnto the Tower : 
And goe wee Brothers to the man that tooke him, 
To queftion of his apprehenfion. 
Widow goe you along: Lords vfe her honourable. 

Manet Richard. 
Rieb. 1, Edward mil vfe Women honourably: 
Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch may fpring, 
To erode me from the Golden time I looke for: 
And yet, betweene my Soules deGre.and me, 
The luftfull Edvards Title buryed, 
Is Clarence, Henry,and his Sonne young Edward, 
And all the vnlook'd-for HTue of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my fclfe: 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 
Why then 1 doe but dreameon Soueraigntie, 
Like one that ftands vpon a Fromontorie, 
And fpyes a farre-ofr' fliore, where hce would tread, 
Wifliing his foot were equall with his eye, 
And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying, hee'le lade it dry, to haue his way : 
So doc I wifti thr Crowne, being fo farre off, 
And fo I chide the meanes that kecpes me from it, 
And fo ( I fay ) He cut the Caufes off, 
Flattering me with impoffibilities : 
My Eyes too quicke.my Heart o're-weenes too much, 
Vnleffe my Hand and Strength could equall them. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard: 
What other Fleafure can the World affoord t 
He make my Heauen in a Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And 'witch fweet Ladies with my Words and Lookcs. 
Oh miferable Thought! and more vnlikely, 
Then to aceomplilh twentie Golden Crownes. 
Why Loue forfwore me in my Mothers Worn be : 
And for 1 mould not deale in her foft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe, 
To (hrinke mine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an enuious Moantaine on my Back, 
Where fits Defbrmitie to mocke my Body ; 
To flvape my Legges of an vncquall fixe, 
To dif-proportion me in eucry part : 
Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no imprcflion like the Damme. 
And am 1 then a man to be bclou'd ? 
Oh monftrous fault, to harbour fuch a thought. 
Then fince this Earth affuords no Ioy to me, 
But to command, to check, to o'rebeare fuch, 
As are of better Perfon then my felfe : 
lie make my Heauen, to dreame vpon the Crowne, 
And whiles 1 liue,t'account this World but Hell, 
Vntill my mis-flup'd Trunke, that beare* this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. 
And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 
For many Liues ftand betweene me and home : 



And I, like one loft in a Thornic Wood, 

That rents the Thome*, and is rent with the Thome*, 

Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But toyling defperately to finde it out, 

Torment my felfe, to catch the Englifh Crowne : 

And from that torment 1 will free my felfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why 1 can fmile,and murther whiles 1 fmile, 

And cry, Content, to that which grieucs my Heart, 

And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Tea res, 

And frame my Face to all occafions. 

lie drowne more Saylcrs then the Mermaid (hall, 

He flay more gazers then the Bafiliske, 

He play the Orator as well as Neftcr, 

Deceiue more flyly then ytifftt could, 

And like a Synm, take another Troy. 

I can adde Colours to the Camelion, 

Change (ha pes with Preteut, for aduantages, 

And fet the murtheroui cMatbcuill to Schoole. 

Can I doe this, an J cannot get a Crowne ? 

Tut, were it farther off, He plucke it downc. Exit. 

Flourijb. 

Enter Lew* the French King, iai Stiler 'Bona, bit 
lAdmiral^calCd'BnrUn : Prince Edward, 
Quecne Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford. 
Levis fill, and rijetb vp againe. 

Ltwit. Faire Queene of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit downe with vs : it ill bents thy State, 
And Birth, that thou fhould'ft ftand, while Lewis doth fit. 

Marg. No, mightie King of France: now Margartt 
Muft ftrike her fayle, and learne a while to ferae, 
Where Kings command. 1 was(l mult confeffe) 
Great Albions Queene, in former Golden dayes : 
But now mifchance hath trod my Title downe, 
And with dif-honor layd me on the ground, 
Where I rnuft take like Seat vnto my fortune, 
And to my humble Seat conforme my felfe. 

Levis. Why fay, faire Queene, whence fpring* this 
deepe defpaire ? 

Marg.Ftom fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with team, 
And flops my tongue, while heart is drown 'd in cares. 

Lewu. What ere it be, be thou ftill like thy felfe, 
And fit thee by our fide. Statt her by him. 

Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 
But let thy dauntleffe minde ftill ride in triumph, 
Ouer all mifchance. 

Be plaine, Queene Margaret,tai tell thy griefc, 
It lhall be cas'd.if France can yeeld relic re. 

Marg. Thole gracious words 
Rcuiue my drooping thought*, 
And giue my tongue-ty'd forrowes leaue to fpcalte. 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewu, 
That Henry, folc pollciTur of my Loue, 
Is, of a King, become a banilht man, 
And fore'd to liue in Scotland a Foflorne ; 
> While prowd ambitious Edward, Duke of Yorke, 
Vfurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat 
Of Englands true anoynted lawful! King. 
This is the caufe that I, poore t&fargarct, 
With this my Sonne, Prince Edwjrd,Henritt Heire, 
Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde : 
And if thou faile vs,all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to helpe.but cannot helpe x 

Our I 



1 



Digitized by Google 



The tbirdVart of %]ng Henry the Sixt. . 161 



Our People, and our Pec res, arc both mis- led, 
Our Treafure feix'd,our Souldiorsput to flight, 
And (as thou feci! ) our felue* in heauie plight. 

Lewi. Renowned Queene, 
With patience calme the Storme, 
While we bethinke a meanes to breake it off. 

Marg. The more wee ftay, the ftronger growes our 
Foe. 

Levi. The more I ftay, the more He fuccour thee. 
Marg. 0,but impatience waitcth on true forrow. 
And fee where come* the breeder of my forrow. 

Enter Warwkkf. 

Lewi. What's hee approacheth boldly to our pre- 
fencc f 

Marg. Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwardt greateft 
Friend. 

Lewi. Welcome braue Warwick, what brings thee 
to France ? Hee dtjetndt. Sbee arijetk. 

Marg. I now begins a fecond Storme to rife, 
For this is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde. 

Warm. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Soueraignc,and thy vowed Friend, 
I come (in Kindnefte, and vnfayned Loue J 
Firft, to doe greetings to thy Royall Pcrfon, 
And then to craue a League of Amine t 
And laftly.to confirme that Amitie 
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchfafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady 'Btma.xhy fairc Sifter, 
To Englands King, in lawfull Marriage. 

Marg. If that goe forward, Hcmriti hope it done. 

Wart,. And gracious Madame, Speaking it 'Bona. 
In our Kings behalfe, 

I am commanded, with your leaue and fauor, 
Humbly to kifle your Hand, aod with my Tongue 
To tell the paffion of my Soueraignet Heart ; 
Where Fame, late entring at hb heedfull tares, 
Hath plac'd thy Beauties Image, and thy Vertue. 

Marg. King Lnru,and Lady 'Bona, heare me fpeake, 
Before you anfwer Warwic^e. His demand 
Springs not from Edwardt well-meant honeft Loue, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceffitie ; 
For how can Tyrants fafely gouerne home, 
Vnlcfle abroad they purchafe great allvance? 
To proue him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, 
That Henry liueth ftill : but were hee dead. 
Yet her* Prince Edward ftands,King Henritt Sonne. 
Looke therefore Lewi, that by this League and Mariage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger,and Dis-honor : 
For though Vfurpers fway the rule a while, 
Yet Heau'ns are iuft,and Time fuppreffcth Wrongs. 

Warn. Iniurious tZMargaret. 

Edw. And why not Queene ' 

Warw. Becaufe thy Father Htnry did vfurpc, 
And thou no more art Prince, then Aire is Queene. 

Oxf. Then Warw\<\f difanulls great hbn of Gaunt, 
Which did fubriue the greateft part of Spaine ; 
And after hbn of Gaunt, Htnry the Fourth, 
Whofe Wifdome was a Mirror to the wifeft s 
And after that wife Prince, Htnry the Fift, 
Who by his Prowcffe conquered all France t 
From thefe,our Htnry lineally defcends. 

rVarv. Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth difcourle, 
You told not, how Ihnry the Sixt hath loft 
All that, which Henry the Fift bad gotten : 



Me thinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fmile at that. 
But for the reft ; you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcore and two yeeres,a filly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdomes worth. 

Oar/Why #V»«r{r, canft thou fpeak againft thy Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd'ft thirtie and fix yeeres, 
And not bewray thy Treafon with a Blufh t 

Warm. Can OWW.tbat did ruer fence the right, 
Now buckler Falfehood with a Pedigree ? 
For flume leaue H*nry,xnd call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe iniurious doome 
My elder Brother, the Lord tAubrty y'trt 
Was done to death ? and more then fo, my Father, 
Euen in the downe-fall of his mellow'd yeeres, 
When Nature brought him to the doore of Death? 
No fKtrvric{r, no: while Life vpholds this Armc, 
This Arme vpholds the Houfe of Lantafitr. 

War*. And I the Houfe of Tcr{e. 

Lewi. Queene Margaret, Prince £dward,*nd Oxford, 
Vouchfafe at our requeft.to ftand afide, 
While I vfe further conference with Warwiekj. 

They fiand altefe. 

Marg. Heauens graunt, that Warw'te\tt wordes be- 
witch him not. 

Lew. Now n'arwiel(e,ttU me euen vpon thy confeience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth 
To linke with him, that were not lawfull chofen. 

Varw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- 
nor. 

Lewi. But is hee gracious in the Peoples eye ? 

Varw. The more, that Henry was vnfortunate. 

Lewi. Then further i all diflembling fet a&de, 
Tell me for truth, the meafure of his Loue 
Vnto our Sifter Bona. 

War. Such it feemet, 
As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 
My felfe haue often heard him fay, and fweare, 
That this his Loue was an extcrnatl Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertucs ground, 
The Leaues and Fnsit mainrain'd with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Enuy,but not from Difdaine, 
Vnlefie the Lady 'Bena quit his paine. 

Lewi. Now Sifter, let vs heare your firme refolue. 

Bona. Your graunt, or your denyall,fhall be mine. 
Yet I confefle,that often ere this day, Sfea\t i» War. 
When I haue heard your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine eare hath tempted iudgement to defire. 

Lewi. Then Varwickf , thus : 
Our Sifter (hall be Edwardt. 
And now forthwith flu! I Articles be drawne, 
Touching the loynture that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowrie (hall be counter-poys'd: 
Draw neere, Queene Margaret, and be a witnefle, 
Thit < Bema flu II be Wife to the English King. 

Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englifh King. 

Marg. Dcceitfull W, arwie fy, it was thy deuke, 
By this alliance to make void my fuit : 
Before thy comming, Lewi was Htnriti friend. 

Lewi. And ftill is friend to him, and Margaret. 
But if your Title to theCrowne be weike, 
At may appeare by Edwardt good fucceffe : 
Then 'tis but realon, that I be releas'd 
From giuing ayde, which late I promifed. 
Yet rtull you haue all kindncflc at my hand, 
That your Eftate requires, and mine can yeeld. 

Wane. Henry now liues in Scotland, jt his eafe; 

Where | 



Digitized by Google 



l62 



The tbirdTart offing Henry the Sixt. 



Where tuning nothing, nothing can he lole. 
And at for you your felfe (our quondam Queene) 
You haue a Father able to maintaine you, 
And better 'twere, you troubled him, then France. 

Mar. Peace impudent, and fhamelefle Warwicke, 
Proud fetter vp, and puller downe of Kings, 
I will not hence, till with my Tallce and Tearet 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewi, behold 
Thy flye conueyance,and thy Lord* felfe loue, 

tojl blowing a heme Within. 
e-fame Feath 



For both of you are Birds of felfe-f 

Lewtt. Warwicke, thi* is fome pofte to rs, or thee. 

Enter the Ptfie. 
Pcfl. My Lord Ambaflador, 
Thefe Letter* are for you. Sfxatys tt Warwick , 

Sent from your Brother MarquefTe Montague, 
Thefe from our King, vnto your Maiefty. T* Levi. 

And Madam, thefe for you: To Margaret 

From whom, I know not. 

They ail rtade their Lettert. 
Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftri* 
Smiles at her newes, while ffarwicie frownes at hi*. 

Prinee Ed. Nay marke how Lewie ftampes as he were 
netted. I hope, all's for the beft. 

Lew. Warwicke, what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene. 

Mar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vnhop'd ioye*. 
War. Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontent. 
Lew. What? has your King married the Lady Grejf 
And now to footh your Forgery, and hi*, 
Sends me a Paper to pcrfwade me Patience? 
Is this th* Alliance that he feekes with Franca t 
Dare he prefume to fcorne vs in this manner? 

Mar. I told your Maiefty as much before t 
This proueth EJwardt Loue.and Warwicke* honefty. 

War. King Lewie, I heere proteft in fight of heauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliffe, 
That I am cleere from this mifdeed of EJvardi ; 
No more my King, for he difhonors me, 
But moft himfelfe, if he could fee his sname. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of Yorke 
My Father came vntimely to his death ? 
Did I let pafle th'abufe done to my Necce ? 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowner* 
Did I put Henry from his Natiue Right ? 
And am I guerdon'd at the laft, with Shi 
Shame on himfelfe, for my Deleft is H< 
And to rcpaire my Honor loft for 
I heere renounce him, and returnc to 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges 
And henceforth, 1 am thy true aeruitour t 
I will reuenge his wrong to Lady 'Bma, 
And replant Henry in his former ftatc. 

tH/jr. Warwicke, 
Thefe words haue turn'd my Hate, to Loue, 
And I forgiue, and quite forget old fault*, 
And ioy that thou becom'ft King Henriet Friend. 

War. So much his Friend, I,his vnfeined Friend, 
That if King Lewie vouchfafe to fornifh vs 
With fome few Band* of chofen Soldiours, 
He vndertake to Land them on our Coaft, 
And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre. 
'Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him. 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 
Hee's very likely now to fall from him, 
For matching more for wanton Lull, then Honor, 



? 



P<J>. 



Or then for ftrength and nitty of our Country. 

'Bona. Deere Brother, how fhall Bona be 
But by thy helpe to this diftrefled Queene i 

Mar. Renowned Prince, how fhall Poore 
VnlefTc thou refcue him from foule difpaire ? 

Bona. My quarrel, and this Englifh Queens, are one. 

War. And mine fair* Lady 'Bona, ioynes with 

Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and 
Therefore, at laft, I firmely am refolu'd 
You fhall haue aydc. 

Mar. Let me giue humble thankes for all,at. once. 

Lew. Then Englands Mefrenger,returne in Pofte, 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppoied King, 
That Lewi of France, is fending ouer Maskers 
To reuell it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou fee ft what's paft,go feare thy King withal!. 

Btna. Tell him, in hope hee'l proue a wi 
I weare the Willow Garland for hi* fake 

Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are 
And I am ready to put Armor on. 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath done 
And therefore He vn-Crowne him, er't be long. 
There's tby reward, be gone. 

Lew. But Warwicke, 
Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand 
Shall crofTc the Seas,and bid falfe Edward 
And as oc cation femes, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh Supply. 
Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt i 
What Pledge haue we of thy firme Loyalty ? 

War. This fhall allure my conftant Loyalty, 
That if our Queene, and this young Prince 
He ioyne mine eldeft daughter.and my Ioy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke band*. 

Mar. Yes, I agree, and thanke you for 
Sonne Edward, fhe is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, giue thv hand to Warwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
Thatonely Warwickcs daughter fhall be thine. 

Trin.Ed. Yes, I accept her, for fhe well deferues it, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand. 

He giuet bit hand to Warm 

Lew. Why ftay we now ! Thefe foldiers fh 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High AdmiraU 
Shall waft them ouer with our Royal I Fleete. 
I long till Edward fall by Warre* mifchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 

Exeunt. Manet Warwdtkf. 

War. I came from Edward as Ambaffcior, 
But I rcturne his fworne and mortall Foe : 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gaue me, 
But dreadfoll Warre fhall anfwer hi* demand. 
Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me ' 
Then none but I, fhall tvrne his left to Sorrow. 
I was the Cheefe that raia'd him to the Crowne, 
And He be Cheefe to bring him downe againe : 
Not that I pitty Henriet mifery, 

But feeke Reuenge on Edward* mockery. S.xit. 



%ch. Now tell me Brother OrJr««,what thinke you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray} 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 

Cla. Alas, you know, til ferre from hence to France, 

How 
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How could h« ftay rill rVarwie\e made return* ? 

&m. My Lordi.torbeare thii talke : heere comet the 
King. 



King Edward. Lady Grey, Penbroify, Staf- 
ford, Hafiingi : fcure ftand on cue fide , 
And foure on i 



Rich. And his wcll-cbofen 

Uartnce. I minde to tell him plainly what I thinke. 

King. Now Brother of Clarence, 
How Uke you our Choyce, 
That you ftand penmic,aa halfe malccontent f 

Clarence. As well as Lrtru of France, 
Or the Earle of Warwicke, 
Which are fo weake of courage, and in ludgement, 
That they'le take no offence at our abufc. 

King. Suppofe they take offence without a canfe t 
They are but Lewi and fVarwkkc, I am Edward, 
Your King and fVarwickfi, and muft haue my will. 

Hit)-. And ft) ill haue your will, becaufe our King i 
Yet haffie Marriage feldome proueth well. 

King. Yea, Brother Richard, are you offended too ) 

Rich. Not I 1 no : 
God forbid, that I (hould with them feuer'd, 
Whom God hath ioyn'd together: 
I,and 'twere pirtJe, to fonder then, 
That yoake to well together. 

King. Setting your ikornet,and your miflike afide, 
Tell me fome retfon, why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wife, and England! Queene ? 
And you too, Smerfet,ntA ejrtountague , 
Speake freely what you thinke. 

Clarence. Then this is mine opinion : 
That King Lewi becomes your Enemie, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 

Rich. And H'arwic^e, doing what you gaoe Sn charge, 
It now dis-honored by this new Marriage. 

King. What, if both Lewie and rVarwk( be appeaa'd, 
By foch inuention as I can deuife ? 

Mount. Yet, to haue ioyn'd with France in foch all'ranee, 
Would more haue ftrcngth'ned this our Commonwealth 
'Oainft fbrraine ftormca.then any home-bred Marriage. 

HaB. Why,knowes not Mcuntaguc,\h*l of it felfe, 
England is fafe,if true within it felfe? 

Mount. But the fafer, when 'ris back'd with France. 

HaJI . *Tis better vfing Francc,then trailing France » 
Let vs be back'd with God, and with the Seal, 
Which he hath giu'n for fence impregnable, 
And with their helpes,onely defend our felues : 
In them, and in our (clues, our fafetie lyea. 

Clar. For this one fpecch, Lord Haftingi well deferuei 
To haue the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. 

King. I, what of that t it was my will.and graunt, 
And for this once, my Will (hall ftand for Law. 
Rich. And yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well, 
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scaltt 
Vnto the Brother of your louing Bride : 
Shce better would haue fitted me,or Clarence : 
But in your Bride you burie Brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elfe you would not haue beftow'd the Heire 
Of the Lord Hcnuill on your new Wiues Sonne, 
And Icaue your Brothers to goc fpeede elfewhcre. 

King. Alas,poore Clarence : is it for a Wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 



499 



Clarence. In chufing for your felfe, 
You (hew'd your judgement : 
Which being /hallow, you (hall giue me leaue 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe } 
And to that end, I (hortly minde to leaue you. 

King. Leaue me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty'd vnto his Brothers will. 

Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleaa'd his Maieftie 
To rayfe my State to Title of a Queene, 
Doe me but right,and you muft all confefle, 
That I was not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner then my felfe haue had like fortune. 
But as this Title honors me and mine, 
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleafing, 
Doth cloud my ioyet with danger, and with fonctw. 

King. My Loue.forbeare to fewne vpon their frowneat 
What danger, or what forrow can befell thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant friend, 
And their true Soueraigne, whom they muft obey t 
Nay, whom they (hall obey,and loue thee too, 
VnletTe they fee Ice for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doe, yet will 1 keepe thee fafe, 
And they wall feele the vengeance of my wrath. 

RJcb. I beate, yet fay not much, but thinke the 1 

Enter a Poftt. 

King. Now Meffenger, what Letters, or what N« 
from France t 

Ptft. My Soueraigne Liege.no Letters,* few words, 
But foch, as I (without your fpeciall pardon) 
Dare not relate. 

King. Goe too, wee pardon thee i 
Therefore, In brie fe, tell me their words, 
As neere as thou canft guefle them. 
What anfwer make* King Lewi vnto our Letters ? 

PoSl. At my depart, thefe were hit very words: 
Goe tell felfe Edward, the foppofed King, 
That Lewi of France is fending ouer Maskers, 
To reuell it with him, and his new Bride. 

King. It Lewi fo braue t belike he thinke* me 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 
Pi.fi. Thefe were her words, vtt'red with mild 
Tell him, in hope hee'le proue a Widower shortly, 
He wcare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

King. I blame not her ; (he could fay little leiTe 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henriei Queene ? 
For I haue heard, that flic was 

Poft. Tell him (quoth fhc) 
My mourning Weede* are done, 
And I am readie to put Armour on. 

King. Belike (he minds to play the Amazon. 
But what faid frWwkfy to thefe iniuries ? 

Toft. He, more incens'd againft your Maieftie, 
Then all the reft.difcharg'd me with thefe words » 
Tell him from me, that he hath 
And therefore lie vncrowne him,er't be long. 

King. Ha ?durft the Traytor breath out fo prowd words? 
Well,! will arme me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
They (hall haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay,i» rVarwickf friends with Margaret? 

Ptfi. I, gracious Soueraigne, 
They are fo link'd in friendship, 

That yong Prince Edward marryea Warwick Daughter. 

Clarence. Belike, the elder ; 
Clarence will haue the younger. 

Now 
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K. Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
Art thou here too ? 

Nay then I fee, that Edward needs mull downe 
Vet Warwieke, in defpigbt of all mifchancc, 
Of thee thy telfc,and all thy Complices, 
Edward will alwayes bcare himfelfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice 
My minde exceedes the compafle of her 
Warw. " 



Takes off hi, 



But Htnry now (hall weare the English Crowne, 

And be true King indeede: thou but the (hadow. 

My Lord of Somerfct, at my requcft, 

See that forthwith Duke Edward be conuey'd 

Vnto my Brother Arch-Bilhop of Yorlce : 

When 1 haue fought with Pembro»ie t ut4 his fellowes, 

He follow you, and tell what anfwer 

Levis and the Lady 'Bena fend to him. 

Now for a- while farewell good Duke of Yorke. 

Tbey leade btm em fereii/y. 

K.Ed. What Fates impofe, that men muft needs abide j 
It boots not to refill both winde and tide. Exeunt. 

Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for v» to do, 
But march to London with our Soldiers? 

'.I ar. I, that's the firft thing that we haue to do, 
To free King Henry from imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in the Regall Throne. exit. 



Enter Riutrs,and Lady Gray. 

Hiu. Madam, what makes you in this fodain change? 

Gray. Why Brother Riuers, are you yet to learne 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward} 

Riu. What lofle of fome pitcht battcll 
Againft Varwiekef 

Gray. No, but the lofle of his owne Royall perfon. 

Riu. Then is my Soueraigne flaine ? 

Gray. I almoft flaine,for he is taken prifoner, 
Either betrayd by fal/hood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe furprix'd at vnawarea t 
And as I further haue to vnderAand, 
Is new committed to the Bifhop of Yorke, 
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Riu. Thefe Newes I muft confefle are full of grecfe, 
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
Warwicke may loofe, that now hath wonne the day. 

Gray. Till then,faire hope muft hinder liues decay: 
And I the rather waine me from difpaire 
For louc of Edwards OfF-fpring in my wombe: 
This is it that makes me bridle paflion, 
And beare with Mildneflie my misfortunes crofle : 
I, I, for this I draw in many a tcare, 
And flop the riling of blood-fucking fights, 
Lea ft with my fighes or teares, I blaft or drowne 
King Edwardt Fruite, true heyre to th'Englilh Crowne. 

Riu. But Madam, 
Where is Warwicke then become ? 

Gray. I am inform'd that he comes towards London, 
To let the Crowne once more on Henries head, 
Guefle thou the reft, King Edwards Friends muft downe. 
But to preuent the Tyrants violence, 
(For trull not him that hath once broken Faith) 
He hence forthwith ynto the Sanctuary, 



To faue (at leaftj the heire of Edwards right : 
There Hull I reft fecure from force and fraud : 
Come therefore let »s flye, while we may flye, 
If Warwicke take vs, we are fure to dye. 

Enter Ri e bard,Lord^Hajlmgs,and Sir iVdliam 



Rich. Now my Lord Haft'mgt,*n& Sir William 
Leaue off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this checfeft Thicket of the Parke. 
Thus ftand the cafe : you know our King, my Brother, 
Is prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands 
He hath good vfage, and great liberty, 
And often but attended with weakc guard, 
Come bunting this way to difport himfelfe. 
I haue aduertis'd him by fecret meanes, 
That if about this houre he make this way, 
Vnder the colour of his vfuall game, 
He mail heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Capttuitie. 



Enter King Edward, and a Huntfn 



Hunifman. This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Came. 

King Edw. Nay this way man, 
See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
Now Brother of Gloftcr,Lord HaftJngs,and the reft, 
Stand you thus dole to fteale the Bifhops Deere? 
Rieb. Brother, the time and cafe.requireth haft, 



Your horfc ftands ready at the 

King Ed. But whether lhall we then ? 
Haft. To Lyn my Lord, 
And ftiipt from thence to Flanders. 

7{id>. Wcl gueft beleeue me, for that was my meaning 
K.Ed. Stanley,l will requite thy forwardnefle. 
*RJtb. But wherefore ftay we? 'tis no time to talke. 
K.Ed. Huntfman, what fay'ft thou ? 
Wilt thou go along T 

Hunt/. Better do I b, then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rieb. Come then away, lets ha no moreadoo. 
K.Ed. Biftiop farwell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwiekes frowne, 
And pray that 1 may re-poflefle the Crowne. exeunt 

Flourijb. Enter King Henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 
Scmerjtt, young Htnry, Oxford, Maimtagut, 



K.Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 
Haue fliaken Edward from the Regall feate, 
And turn'd my captiuc ftate to libcrtic, 
My feare to hope, my forrowes vnto ioyes, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Zj«.Subiecl» may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 
But,if an humble prayer may preuaile, 
I then craue pardon of your Maieftic 

K.Hen. For what, Lieutenant? For well vfing me ? 
Nay, be thou fure, He well requite thy kindnrlTe. 
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure : 
I, fuch a plea fure, as incaged Birds 
Conceiue; when after many moody Thoughts, 
At I.' ft, by Notes of Houfhold harmonic, 
They quite forget their lofle of Libcrtic 



BurJ 
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But I! am ,, :/ , after God, thou fet'ft me free, 
And chiefcly therefore,! thanke God, and 
He was the Author, thou the Instrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune* fpight, 
By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this blesTed Land 
May not be punifht with my thwarting ftarres, 
XTarwU [e, although my Head ftill weare the Crowne, 
I her* refigne my Couernment to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

Warw. Your Grace hath ftill becne fam'd for 
And now may feema as wife as vcrtuout, 
By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice, 
For few men rightly temper with the Starrest 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when C/artnct is in place. 

Oar. No W<inr/fih',thou art worthy of the fway, 
To whom the Heau'ns in thy Natiuirje, 
Adiudg'd an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely to be blcft in Peace and War re i 
And therefore I yccld thee my free confent. 

Warw. And 1 chufc Qarence onely for Protector. 

King.Warwki^ and Clarence, ;;iue me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diflention hinder Couernment : 
I make you both Protectors of this Land, 
While 1 my felfe will lead a priuate Life, 
And in deuotion fpend my latter dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators prayfe. 

Van*. What anfweres Clamtt to h 
willf 

Oar. That he confents, if Warwkij yeeld consent, 
For on thy fortune I rcpofe my felfe. 

IKanr. Why then,though loth, yet mud I be content: 
Wee'le yoake together, like a double Jhadow 
To Htnritt Body. and fupply his place } 
I meane,in bearing weight of Government, 
While he enioyes the Honor, and his eafe. 
And Clarence, now then it is more then needful). 
Forthwith that Edward be pronoune'd a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 

Clar. What elle > and that Succefiion be determined. 

Want. I, therein Clarenee fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firft.of all your chiefe affaires, 
Let me entreat (for I command no more) 
That Margaret your Qurene, and my Sonne Edward, 
Be fent for, to returnc from France with fpeed : 
For till I fee them here, by doubtfull feare, 
My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips'd. 

Ciar. It fhall bee done, my Soueraigne , with all 
fpeede. 

King. My Lord of Somerfet, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care ? 

Somtrj. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich- 



King. Come hither, Englands Hope: 
Layes bit Hand cn bit . 
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my diuining thoughts, 
This prettie Lad will proue our Countries bliffe. 
His Lookes are full of pracefull Maieftie, 
His Head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himiclfe 
Likely in time to bleffe a Kegall Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is hee 
Muft helpe you more, then you are hurt by mee. 



a Pcjic. 

Van*. What newes, my friend ? 

Ptfie. That Edward is escaped from your Brother, 
And fled (as hee heares since) to Burgundie. 

War*. Vnlauorie newes : but how made he efcape f 

Ttfit. He was conuey'd by Ritbard,Dak« of GkAcr, 
And the Lord HiJ)ingt,who attended him 
In fecret ambufh.on the Forreft fide, 
And from the Bifhops Htsntfmen refcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exercife. 

Warm. My Brother was too careleflc of hit 
But let vt hence, my Soueraigne, to provide 
A lalue for any fore, that ma 



s/nanet ocmerjet t 

Scm.Mj Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward,, 
For doubtlefle,^B«r^B«M/w will yeeld him helpe, 
And we fhall haue more Warres befor't be long. 
As Hatr'ut late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond i 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Conflicts, 
What may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the wot ft, 
Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie, 
Till ftormes be paft of Chiill Enmirje. 

Ox/. 1 : for if Edward re-poffeffe the Crowne, 
'Tis like that Richmond, with the reft, fhall downe. 

Som. It fhall be fo: he fhall to Brittanie. 
Come therefore, let's about it ipeedily. Exttmt. 

FUurijb. Enter Edward, Richard, Hafl,»g$, 
and Scuid.tr,. 

Edw.Now Brother Rlc'tard, Lord HaJ}ingt,»nd the reft, 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends, 
And fay", that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained ftate,for Htnritt Regal I Crowne. 
Well haue we pafs'd, and now re-pafs'd the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 
What then remaines,we being that arriu'd 
From Rauenfpurre Hauen, before the Gates of Yorke, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedomef 

Rich. The Gates made faft ? 
Brother, I like not this. 
For many men that (tumble at the Threfhold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 

£<ftr a Tufh man, aboadments muft not now 
By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in, 
For hither will our friends repaire to vt. 

Hafl. My Liege, lie knocke once more, to 



enter cn the Wa/Is, the cMakr cf Ter^e, 
and bit 'Brttbrtn. 
eMaior. My Lords 
We were fore-warned of your camming, 
And fhut the Gates, for fafetie of our i clues ; 
For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry. 

Edw. But, Mifter Maior, if Henry be your 
Yet Edward,* the leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

eMakr. True, my good Lord, I 
leffe. 

£</n>.Why,and 1 challenge nothing but my 
As being well content with that alone. 



King, 

you for no 



Rich. But 
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Ritb. But when the Fox hath once got in bit Nofe, 
Hee'lc foone finde meanes to nuke the Body follow. 

Hail. Why.Mafter Maior.why ftand you in I doubt? 
Open the Gates, we ire King Hemrm friends. 

Maior. I, lay you fo i the Gate* (hall then be opened. 

Ha deftendi. 

'Rub. A wife ftout Captaine.and foone pcrfwaded. 

Haft. The good old man would feine that all were wel, 
So 'twere not long of him ; but being entred, 
] doubt not I, but we (hall foone peri wade 
Both him.andall hit Brothers, vnto reafon. 

Enter tbe <&faior,and two ^Aldermen. 
Edw. So, Matter Maiori thefe Gates muft not be (hut, 
But in the Night, or In the time of Werre. 
What, fcare not man, but yeeld me vp the Kcyes, 

Takei bee Key*,. 
For Edward will defend the Towne.and thee, 
And all thofe friendi,that deine to follow met. 

March. EnHr Mount gomerie, with Drumme 
and Sou/dieri. 
Rub. Brother, this ii Sir Iobn Meuntgonttrie, 
Our truftie friend, vnlefle I be deceiu'd. 

Ed*. Welcome Sir Iobn : but why come you in 
Armei ? 

Mount. To helpe King Edward in hit time of ftorme, 
Ai euery loyall Subiecl ought to doe. 

Edw. Thankes good tMountgtmerie I 
But we now forget our Title to the Crownc, 
And onely clayme our Dukedome, 
Till God plcafe to fend the reft. 

Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence agalne, 
I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke < 
Drummer ftrike vp, and let v$ march away. 

"Tbt Drumme begiui to march. 

Edw. Nay ftay,Sir Iobn,i while, and wee'le debate 
By what (afe meanei the Crownc may be recouer'd. 

Mount. What talke you of debating? in few words, 
If you'le not here proclaime your felfe our King, 
lie leaue you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To keepe them back, that come to fuccour you. 
Why (hall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice 
point', ? 

Edw. When wee grow ftronger, 
Then wee'le make our Clayme : 
Till then, 'tii wifdome to conceale our meaning. 

Haft. Away with fcrupulou* Wit, now Anne* muft 

rule. 

Rich. An \ fearelefle minds clyme fooneft vnto Crown*. 
Brother, we will proclaime you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

Ed*. Then be it a* you will: for *ti» my right, 
And Henry but vfurpet the Diademe. 

Mount. I, now my Soueraigne fpeaketh like himfelfe, 
And now will I be Edwardi Champion. 

Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward (Jul be here proclaim'd: 
Come, fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. 

Flourijb. Sound. 

Sou/. Edward tie Fourth, by tbt Crate of Cod, King ef 
England and France,atd Lard of Ireland, &c. 

Mount. And whofoe're gainfeyes King Edwardi right, 
By this I challenge him to Angle fight. 

Thrown downe bit Gauntlet. 

M. Long line Edward the Fourth. 



Edw. Thanke* braue Mountgomery, 

And thanke* vnto you all : 

If fortune ferue me, He requite this kindnefle. 

Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Yorke: 

And when the Morning Sunne (hall rayfe his Carre 

Aboue the Border of this Hons on, 

Wee'le forward towards R^mrir^and hi* Mates; 

For well 1 wot, that Henry is no Souldier. 

Ah fro ward Clareucc,ho<* euill it befcemes thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother t 

Yet as wee may, wee'le meet both thee and tfarwic\t. 

Come on braue Souldior* : doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. txeunt, 

Fiourijb. Enter the Ktng,WarwU1<e, Mountague, 
Clarence, Oxford, and Somerjet. 

Var. What counuile.Lordsr" &Waf from Belgia, 
With haftie Germane*, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pais'd in fa ft tic through the Narrow Seat, 
And with hi* troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddie people flock to him. 

King. Let's leuie men, and beat him backe againe, 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being fufrer'd,Riuers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickshire I haue true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 
Thofe will I miidcr vp : and thou Sonne Clarence 
Shalt fbrre vp in Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Mount ague, tn Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Lekeflerftiire, (halt find 
Men well enclin'd to heare what thou command'ft. 
And tliou.br rue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 
In Oxfordlhire (halt mufter vp thy friends. 
My Soueraigne, with the louing Cititens, 
Like to his lland,gyrtin with the Ocean, 
Or mod eft Dean, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reft in London, till we come to him t 
Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to reply. 
Farewell my Soueraigne. * 

King. Farewell my Hefier, and my Troyes true hope. 

Oar. In figne of truth, I kifle your Highnefle Hand. 

King. Well-minded Clarence, be tbou fortunate. 

Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

Oxf. And thus 1 feale my truth, and bid adieu. 

King. Sweet Oxford, and my louing Mountague, 
And all at once,once more a happy farewell. 

if 'jr. Farewell, Tweet Lords, let's meet at Couentry. 

ExtUUt. 

King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while. 
Coufin of Exeter, what tbinkes your Lordihip ? 
Me thinkes,the Power that Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exet. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 

King. That's not my feare,my meed hath got me fame: 
I haue not ftopt mineearesto their demands, 
Nor pofted off their fuites with flow delayes, 
My pirtie hath bcene balme to heale their wounds, 
My mildncffe hath allay'd their fwelling griefes, 
My mcTcie dry'd their water-flowing teares. 
I haue not been delirout of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidiet, 
Nor forward of reuenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why fliould they loue Edward more then me ? 
No Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace : 
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Lam be, 
The Lambe will neuer ceafe to follow him. 

Shout within, A Lancafier, A Lancafier. 
Exet. Hearke, hearke, my Lord, what Shout* are 
thefe? 

Edward and bu Souldier,. 



Edw. Seize on the fhamefae'd Henry, beare him hence, 
And once againe proclaime v* King of England. 
You are the Fount, that maket fmall Brooke* to flow, 
Now flops thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry, 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebbe. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeake. 

Exit with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Couentry bend we our courfe, 
Where peremptorie VTarwicke now remainet : 
The Sunne mines hot, and if we vfc delay, 
Cold biting Winter m arret our hop'd-for Hay. 

Rieb. Away betimes, before his forces ioyne, 
And take the great-growne Traytor vna wares: 

toward* Couentry. 



Enter Warwic^e, the Mo.hr of Couentry, two 
Mcffcngcrt, and el hen vfon the Walli. 

War. Where is the Port that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow? 

Mtff.x. By this at Dunfmorc, marching hitherward. 

War. How farre off is our Brother Mountague f 
Where is the Poll that came from Mountague ? 

Mtff.%. By this at Daintry, with a puiflant troope. 
Enter Sotneruite. 

War. Say 5wnrr«r/c,what fayes my louing Sonne? 
And by thy gueffe,how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Someru. At Southam I did leaue him with his forces, 
And doc expedl him here fome two howte* hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hcare his Drumme. 

Someru. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lye*! 
The Drum your Honor hearcs t rnarchcth from Warwicke. 

War. Who*fhould that be? belike vnlook'd for friend*. 

Someru. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know. 

March. t Flourifij. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Souldiert. 

Ed*. Coe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and found a Parle. 

Rich. See how the furly Warvickf man* the Wall. 

War. Oh vnbid fpight.is fportfoll Edward come I 
Where flept our Scout*, or how are they fedue'd, 
That we could hearc no newes of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Wanrickf, wilt thou ope the Citie Cales, 
Spealce gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands begge Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefc Outrages? 

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy force* hence, 
Confeffe who fet thee vp,and pluckt thee downe, 
Call Warvic{e Patron, and be penitent, 
And thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Ricb. I thought at leaft he would hauc faid the King, 
Or did he make the leaft againft his will ? 

War. Is not a Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift? 

Rich. l,by my faith, for a poore Earlc to giue, 
He doe thee feruice for fo good a gift. 

War. Twa* I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther. 

Edv. Why then 'ti* mine, if but by W'arwic^et gift. 



War. Thou art no At I at for fo great a weight : 
And Weakcling, Warw'tckf take* hit gift againe, 
And Henry it my King, Warwic^e hi* Subiecx. 

Ed*. But Warvickft King i* Edward* Prifoner : 
And gallant ITanr/Vi^.doe but anfwer this, 
What it the Body, when the Head is off? 

SJcb. Ala*, that Warwic(e had no more fore -ca ft, 
But while* he thought to fteale the fingle Ten, 
The King wa» slyly finger'd from the Deck : 
You left poore Henry at the Bifhops I M lace, 
And tenne to one you le meet him in the Tower. 

Edw. Ti* euen fo,yet you are Warwick^ ftill. 

Rich. Come Warwick*, 
Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 
Nay when? ftrike now, or cite the Iron coolet. 

War. I had rather chop thi* Hand off at a blow, 
And with the other, fling it at thy face, 
Then beare fo low a f*ylc,to ftrike to thee. 

Edw. Sayle how thou canft, 
Hauc Windc and Tyde thy friend, 
This Hand.faft wound about thy coale-black hayre, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off, 
Write in the duft thi* Sentence with thy blood, 
Wind-changing Varwickt i 

Enter Oxford, with 

War. Oh chearefoll Colours, fee where Oxford cornea. 

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafier. 

Rich. The Gate* are open, let vs enter too. 

Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs. 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iffuc out againe, and bid vs battaile j 
If not, the Citie being but of fmall defence, 
Week quickly rowae the Traitor* in the fame. 

War. Oh welcome Oxford,fot we want thy helpe. 

Enter Mountague, with Drumme and Colour t. 

Mount. Mountague, Mountague, for Lancafier. 

Ricb.Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treaibn 
Euen with the deareft blood your bodies beare. 

Edw. The harder mate hr, the greater Viftorie, 
My minde prefageth happy gainc,and Conqucft. 



Enter Somer jet, with 



Calami. 



Sam. Scmtrjet,SemtrJet,(oi <_ 

Ricb. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerfet, 
Haue fold their Liuet vnto the Houfe of Tcrbj, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if thit Sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with Drumme and Colour t. 

War. And loe, where George of Clarence fweepes along, 
Of force enough to bid hit Brother Battaile : 
With whom, in vpright zeale to right, prcuaile* 
More then the nature of a Brother* Loue. 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwick call. 

Qlar. Father of Warwick, know you what thit meanes? 
Looke here, I throw my infamie at thee : 
I will not ruinate my Father* Houfe, 
Who gauc hi* blood to lyme the ftones together, 
And fet vp Lancafier. Why, troweft thou,Warwifif, 
That Clarence'u fo harfh,fo blunt, vnnaturall, 
To bend the fatal! Inftrumenti of Warre 

Againft 
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Againft hit Brother, and hklawfull King. 
Perhaps thou wilt obiec) my holy Oath : 
To keepe that Oath, were more impietie, 

7, h ;\ot£7or^ 

1 am 10 lorry ror my 1 reipas maac # 
That to deferue well it my Brothen hands, 
I here proclayme my frlfc thy morrall foe t 
With refolution, wbcrefoe're I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad J 
To plague thee, for thy route mis-leading me. 
And fo,prowd-hearted fParwitk*,l defie thee, 
And to my Brother turne my blufhing Cheekes. 
Pardon me Edward, I will make amends s 
And Richard,doe not frowne vpon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more vnconftant. 

Edw.tiovr welcome more, an, I ten times more belou'd, 
Then if thou neuer had ft defeni'd our hate. 

Rich. Welcome good Clartntt, this is Brother-like. 

Varw. Oh paffingTraytor.periur'd and vnluft. 

Edw. What rVarwitbt, 
Wilt thou leaue the Towne,and fight i 
Or ihall we beat the Stones about thine Eares? 

PVatw. Alas, I am not coop'd here ibr defence : 
I will away towards Barnet prefently, 
And bid thee Battaile,£«»Wr</,:t thou dar'ft. 

Edw. Yes Warwick*, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George, ind Viclorie. Sxtmnt. 
March, Warwick* and bit cempani* follow*i. 

bringing 
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jcrtp rr arwtc^r 

Edw. So, lye thou there: dye thou, and dye our feare, 
For Warwick* was a Bugge that fear'd vs all. 
Now Mountague fit faft, I feeke for thee, 
That Warwickfi Bones may keepe thine companie. 

Exk. 

rVarm. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me who is Viftor, Torpor Warwick**' 
Why aske 1 that t my mangled body fhewes, 
My blood, my want of ftrength, my ficke heart fhewes, 
That I muft yeeld my body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conquer* to my foe. 
Thus yeelds the Cedar to the Axes edge, 
Whcfe Armes gaue fhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
Vnder whofe fhade the ramping Lyon flept, 
Whofe top-branch ouer-peer'd leutt fpieading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. 
Thefe Eyes, that now arc dim'd with Deaths black Vcylc, 
Haue beene as piercing as the Mi d-day Sunnc, 
To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World s 
The Wrinckles in my Browes,now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchcrs: 
For who liu'd King, but I could digge his Crane f 
And who durft fmile, when Warwick* bent hit Brow ? 
Loe, now my Glory fmear'd in duft and blood. 
My Parkes,my Walkes,my Mannort that I had, 
Euen now for fake me ; and of all my Lands, 
Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. 
Why, what is Pompc, Rule, Keigne, but Earth and Duft ? 
And liue we how we can, yet dye we muft. 

Enttr Oxford and Somerftt. 

&m. Ah Warwick*, Warwick*, wert thou as we are, 
We might recouer all our LofTe againe : 



The Queene from France hath brought a purflant power. 
Eurn now we heard the newes: ah,could'ft thou flye. 

Warw. Why then 1 would not flye. Ah Mountague, 
If thou be there, fweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 
Thou lou'ft me not : for, Brother,if thou didft, 
Thy tea res would wafh this cold congealed blood, 
That glewes my Lippes, and wilt not let me fpeake. 
Come quicklv \huntj{ue, or I am dead. 

Sum. Ah Harm. Jy, Mountague hjth breath 'd his laft, 
And to the lateft galpe,cry*d out for Warwick* •" 
And laid, Commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would haue faid,and more he fpoke, 
Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That m ought not be diftinguifht : but at laft, 
I well might heare, delinered with a groane, 
Oh farewell Warwick*. 

Warw. Sweet reft his Soule t 
Flye Lords, and fane your felues, 
For Warwick* bid* you all farewell, to meet in Heauen. 

Oxf Away, away, to meet the Queene* great power. 
litre ibey Scare away bit i l£ody. 



Fitwijb. Enter King Edward m triumph, 
Richard, Clartnct, and lb* rrft. 

King.Thut farre our fortune keepet an vpward courfc, 
And we are grae'd with wreaths of VicJorie : 
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
I fpy a black fufpicious rh reaming Cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Ere he attaine his ealefull Weftcrne Bed : 
I meane,my Lords, thofe powers that the Queene 
Hath rays'd in Gallia, haue arriued our Coaft, 
And, as we heare, march on to fight with vs. 

Oar. A little gale will foonc difperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours vp, 
For euery Cloud engenders not a Storme. 

Rich. The Queene is valued thirtie thoufand ftrong, 
And Somerftt, With Oxford, fled to her: 
If the haue time to breathe, be well aflur'd 
Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

King. We are aduertis'd by our louing friends. 
That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 
We hauing now the beft at Barnet field, 
Will thither ftraight,for willingnefle rids way, 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented : 
In euery Countie at we goe along, 

Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage, and away. Extant. 



Fisurijb. March. Enttr the Qu**nt, 
Sdward, &m*rjtt, Oxford, and 



young 



Souidttrs. 

Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne'r fit and waile their Iofle, 
But chearely feeke how to redreflc their harmes. 
What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord, 
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft, 
And halfc our Saylors fwallow'd in the flood ? 
Yet liues our Pilot ftill. Is't meet, that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefoll Lad, 
With tearefoll Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 
And giue more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fau'd? 
Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this. 
Say Warwick* was our Anchor: what of thatf 
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And Moitntague our Top-Mail: what of him ? 

Our naught' red friends, the Tackles: what of thefe ? 

Why U not Oxford here, another Anchor? 

And Scmerfet, another goodly Mail ? 

The friendt of France our Shrowdt and Tackling!? 

And though vntkilfull, why not AW and I, 

For once allowed the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Helme,to fit and weepc, 

But keepe our Courfe ( though the rough Winde fay no) 

From Shelues and Rock*,that threaten vs with Wrack. 

A$ good to chide the Waues,as fpeake them faire. 

And what is £d»*rd,but a ruthlcflcSca ? 

What C/are*(t,bvt a Quick-fand of Deceit? 

And "Richard, but a raged fatallRocke ? 

All thele,the Enemies to our poo re Barke. 

Say you can fwim,alas 'tis but a while : 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 

Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will warn you off, 

Or elfe you famifh, that's a three-fold Death. 

This fpeake 1 ( Lords) to let you vnderftand, 

If cafe fome one of you would flye from vs, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 

More then with ruthlefTe Waues,with Sands and Rocks. 

Why courage then, what cannot be auoided, 

Twcre chilJifh weakencfle to lament, or feare. 

Prince. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should, if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe words, 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitie, 
And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armcs. 
I fpeake not this, as doubting any here: 
For did I but fufpeel a fcarefull man, 
He fhould haue leaue to goe away betimes, 
Lead in our need he might infect another, 
And make him of like fpirit to himfelfe. 
If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him depart, before we needc his helpe. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage, 
And Warriors faint, why 'twere perpetual! fhame. 
Oh braue young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 
Doth Hue againe in thee j long may'ft thou liue, 
To beare his Image, and renew his Glories. 

Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owlc by day, 
If he aiife, be mock'd and wondred at. 

£lu. Thankes gentle Samer/tt,(wM Oxford thankes. 

Trinct. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a eMcffenger. 

Mejf. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Readie to fight: therefore be refolute. 

Oxf. I thought no lefl'e : it is his Policie, 
To hafle thus fa ft, to finde vs vnprouided. 

Sum. But hee's deceiu'd, we are in rcadinefle. 

Qa. This cheares my heart, to fee your forwardneflc. 

Oa/.Here pitch our Battaile, hence we will not budge. 

Flturifb,a«d march. Enter Edward, Richard, 
Clarence, and Seuidicri. 

Edw Br jur followers, yonder ftands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heaucns afliflance,and your ftrength, 
Muft by the Roots be hcw'ne vp yet ere Night. 
I need not adde more fuell to your fire, 
For well I wot, ye blase, to burnc them out : 
Giue lignall to the right, and to it Lords. 



Sin. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhould fay, 
My tea res gaine-fay : for cucry word 1 fpeake, 
Ye fee I drinkc the water of my eye. 
Therefore no more but this : Henry your St 



Is Prifoner to the Foe, his State vfurp'd, 
His Realme a Aaughter-houfe, his SuoicQs flake, 
His Statutes cancell'd,and his Treafure fpent : 
And yonder is the Wolfe, that makes this fpoyle. 
You fight in Iufrice : then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant,and giue fignall to the fight. 



Flourijb. 



Edward, Richard, Queene, 
Oxford, Somerftt. 



Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous Broyles. 
Away with Oxford to HamcsCaflle flraight : 
For Semtrfet, off with his guiltie Head. 
Goe beare them hence, I will not hcarc them fpeake. 

Oxf. For my part, He not trouble thee with words. 

&sV Nor l,but ftoupe with patience to my 



So part we fadly in this troublous Wotld, 
To meet with loy in fweet Ierufalem. 

Edw. Is Proclamation made.That who finds Edward, 
Shall haue a high Reward, and he his Life? 

TRjcb. It is, and loe where youthfull Edward comes. 

Enter the Trince. 

Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let vs heare him fpeake. 
What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick t 
Edward,wh*t Satisfaction canrt thou make, 
For bearing Armcs, for flirting vp mySubii 
And all the trouble thou hafl turn'd me to? 

Prince. Speake like a Subject, prowd ambitious Torfy. 
Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Rcfigne thy Chiyre, and where I ftand,kneele thou, 
Whil'ft I propole the felfe-fame words to thee, 
Which (Traytor) thou would'fl haue me anfwer to. 

Qv- Ah, that thy Father had becne fo refolu'd. 

Rich. That you might dill haue worne the Petticoat, 
And ne're haue (lolne the Breech from Lancafler. 

Prince. Let eyf.fof fable in a Winters Night, 
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

"Rich. By Hcaucn,Brat, He plague ye for that word. 

Sin. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Rich. For Gods fake, take away this Captiue Scold. 

Prince. Nay, take away this fcolding Crooke-backe, 
rather. 

Edw. Peace wilful! Boy,or I will charme your tongue. 

Gar. Vntutor'd Lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my dune, you are all vndutifull : 
Lafciuious Edward,tnd thou periur'd Geergt, 
And thou mif-fhapen Dic{t, I tell ye all, 
I am your better, Tray tors as ye are, 
And thou vfurp'fl my Fathers right and mine. 

Edw. Take that, tie likenefle of this Rayler here. 

&abi bim. 

Rich. Sprawl'ft thou? take that, to end thy agonic. 

Ricb.fiab, bim. 
Oar. And ther's for twitting me with periurie. 

Clar.ftabi him. 

Sc\u. Oh, kill me too. 

Rich. Marry, and (hall. Offeri to kjll btr. 

Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we naue done too much. 

Rich. Why 
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Ricb. Why mould fhee lioe, to fill the World with 
words. 

Ed*. What? doth (bee fwowne f »fe meanes for her 
recouerie. 



Ricb. Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 
lie hence to London on a feric 
Ere ye come there, be fure to I 

Qa. What? what T 

Ricb Tower, the Tower. Exit. 

Q*. Oh AW, fweet AW, fpeake to thy Mother Boy. 
Can 'A thou not fpeake? O Traitor*, Murtherer* ! 
They that ftabb'd Car/ar, fhed no blood at all : 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this fouk- deed were by, to equall it. 
He wai a Man} this (in rcfpeft)a Childe, 
And Men, ne're fpend their fury on a Childe. 
What's worfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 
No, no, my heart will burft,and if I fpeake, 
And I will fpeake, that fo my heart may burft. 
Butchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 
How fweet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt : 
You haue no children (Butchers) if you had, 
The thought of the m would haue ftirr'd vp remorfc, 
But if you euer chance to haue a Childe, 
Looke in his youth to haue him fb cut off. 
As deathfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. 
King. Away with her, go beare her hence perforce. 
Qu. Nay, neuer beare me hence, difpatch me heerei 
Here (heath thy Sword, He pardon thee my death: 
What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thou. 

Qla. By heauen, I will not do thee fo much cafe. 

Sin. Good Garnet do: fweet (Jinw do thou do it. 

C/<*. Did'ft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it? 

2)u. I, but thou vfeft to forfwearc thy felfe. 
Twas Sin before, but now 'tis Charity. 
What wilt y not? Where is that diucls butcher Richard} 
Hard fauor'd Richard? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almef-deed : 
Petitioners for Blood, thou ne're put'ft backe. 

Ed. Away I fay, I charge ye beare her hence, 

So come to you, and yours, as to this Prince. 

Exit Shutnt. 

Ed. Where's Richard gone. 

Qla. To London all in port, and as I 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 

Bd. He's fodaine if a thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
With Pay and Thankes,and let's away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queene how well (he fares, 
By this (1 hope) flw hath a Sonne for me. Exit. 



tbt fixt, and Ricbard,witb the 
en tbt Walttt. 



Ricb. Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke fo 
hard ? 

Hen. I my good Lord : my Lord I mould fay rather, 
Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better » 
'Good Glofter.and good Deuill, were alike, 
And both prepofteious: therefore, not Good Lord. 

Ricb. Sirra, leaue rt to our felues, we muft conferrc. 

Hen, So flies the wreaklefle fhepherd from y Wolfe : 
So fir it the harmlefle Sheepe doth yceid his Fleece, 
And next his Throatc, vnto the Butchers Knife. 
What Scene of death hath Rtftitu now to A die f 

Ricb. Sufpition alwayes haunts the guilty i 



The Theefe doth feare each bufh an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bulh, 
With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bufh ; 
And I the haplefle Male to one fweet Bird, 
Haue now the fatall Obiccl in my eye, 
Where my poore yong wjs lim'd, was caught, and kill'd. 

Ricb. Why what a peeuifh Foolc was that of Crcct, 
That taught his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 
And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drown *d. 

Hen. I Dcdilui, my poore Boy Icarut, 
Thy Father Af/«e», that deni'de our courfe, 
The Sunne that fear'd the wingi of my fweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edrrard, and thy Selfe, the Sea 
Whofe enuious Culfe did fwatlow vp his life: 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 
My breft can better brooke thy Daggers point, 
Then can my earcs that Tragicke Hiftory. 
But wherefore doft thou come? 1st for my Life ? 

Ricb. Think'ft thou I am an Executioner ? 

Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Ricb. Thy Son I kill'd for his prefumption. 

Hen. Hadrt thou bin kill'd, when fir ft y didft prefume, 
Thou had'ft: not liu'd to kill a Sonne of mine : 
And thus I prophefie, that many a thnufand, 
Which now miftruft no parcel! of my feare, 
And many an old man» fighe, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye, 
Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 
Shall rue the houre that euer thou was't borne. 
The Owle fhriek'd at thy birth, an euill figne, 
The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding lucklefTe time, 
Dogs howl'd,and hiddeous Tempeft fhook down Trees: 
The Rauen rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 
And chatt'ring Pies in difmall Difcords fung : 
Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth IcfTe then a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigefted and deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'ft thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, 
To figninc, thou cam'ft to bite the world : 
And if the reft be true, which I baue heard, 
Thou cam'ft 

Ricb. He heare no more : 
Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stahhet bim. 

For this (among'ft the reft) was I ordain'd. 

Hen. I,and for much more (laughter after this, 
O God fotgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Djei. 

Ricb. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 
O may fuch purple teares be alway fhed 
From thofe that wifh the downfall of our houfe. 
If any fparke of Life be yet remaining, 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither. 



I that haue neyther pitty,loue,nor feare, 
Indeed 'tis true that Henrit told me of: 
For I haue often heard my Mother fay, 
I came into the world with my Legges forward. 
Had I not reafon (thinke ye)to make haft, 
And feeke their Ruine, that vfurp'd our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cri'de 
O Iefus blcffe vs,he is borne with teeth, 
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And fo I wa», which plainly fignificd, 

That I Ihould nunc, and bite,and play the dogge: 

Then Once the Heauen* haue ftnpd my Body fo, 

Let Hell make croolc'd my Minde to anfwer it. 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother : 

And this word [Loue] which Gray-beards call Diuine, 

Be relidcnt in men like one another, 

And not in me : 1 am my felre alone. 

Clarence beware, thou kecpt'ft me from the Light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzzc abroad fuch Proprieties, 

That Edward fliall be fearefull of hit life, 

And then to purge his feare, He be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince hit Son are gone, 

Clarence thy turne is next, and then the reft, 

Counting my fclfe but bad, till I be beft. 

He throw thy body in another roome, 

And Triumph Henry, in thy day of Doome. Exit. 

Fleuri/b. Enter King , Queene, Clarence , Richard, Haftiugi , 
Nurje, and ^Attendants . 

King. Once more we fit in England* Royall Throne, 
Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Enemies: 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Haue we mow'd downc in tops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerfct, threefold Renowne, 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions : 
Two C!ifftrdi,»i the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Northumberlands : two brauer men, 
Ne're fpurr'd their Courfen at the Trumpet* found. 
With them, the two braue Beares, rVarnic{ Sc Montagve, 
That in their Chainei fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 
And made the Forreft tremble when they ro.it J. 



Thut haue we fwept Sufpition from our Seate, 
And made our Footftoolc of Security. 
Come hither Hejfe, and let me kifle my Boy ! 
Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles.and my felfe, 
Hiuc in our Armors watcht the Winters night, 
Went all afoote in Summers fcalding heate, 
That thou might'rt repoflcfle the Crowne in peace, 
And of our Labours thou ihalt reapc the gainc. 

Rkb. He blaft his Harueft, if your head were laid, 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This Ihoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to hcaue, 
And heauc it (hall ibme waight, or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way, and that Ihalt execute. 

Kmg^. Cljrence and Gkftcr, loue my louely Queene, 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brother* both. 

da. The duty that I owe vnto your Maicfly, 
I Scale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe. 

C/a. Thanke Noble Clarence, worthy brother thank*. 

<Ricb. And that I loue the tree fio whence y fprang'ft : 
Witnefle the louing kifle I gioe the Fruite, 
To fay the truth, fo ludai kift his matter, 
And cried all haile, when as he meant all harroc. 

King. Now am I feated as my foulc delights, 
Hauing my Countries peace, and Brothers loue*. 

Cla. What will your Grace haue done with Margaret, 
Reynard her Father, to the King of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and lerufalem, 
And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to 
And now what refts, but that we fpend the time 
With ftatcly Triumphe*, mirthfull Comick 
Such as befit* the pleafure of the Court. 
Sound Drum* and Trumpet*, farwell fowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begin* our lifting ioy. Exeunt 
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The Tragedy of Richard the Third: 

with the Landingof Earle Richmond, and the 

Battell at Bofworth Field. 

tAttus Primus. Sccena Trima. 



Richard *D*kt c/GkfterJthu. 

Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
Made glorious Summer by this Son of Vorke: 
And all the clouds that lowr'd vpon our houfe 
In the deepe bolbme of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, 
Our bruifed armcs hung vp for Monuments; 
Our fternc Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings; 
Our dreadfull Marches, to delightful! Meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd Warre, hath fmooth'd his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
To fright the Sooles of fearfull Aduerfarics, 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, 
To the lafciuious pleating of a Lute. 
But I, that am not fhap'd for fportiue trickes, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking-gtafTe : 
I, that am Rudely ftampt, and want louea Maiefty, 
To ftrut before a wonton smbling Nymph : 
J, that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diflcmbling Nature, 
Deform'd, vn-finifli'd, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarfe halfe rrudi 
And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable, 
That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them. 
Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 
Haue no delight to parte away the time, 
VnlcfTc to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 
And defcant on mine owne Deformity. 
And therefore, fince I cannot proue a Louer, 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken da yet, 
I am determined to proue a Villaine, 
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes. 
Plots haue I laide, Induction* dangerous, 
By drunken Prophefies, Libels, and Dreames, 
To fet my Brother Clarence tnd the King 
In deadly hate, the one again ft the other i 
And if King Edwardbe a* true and iuft, 
As I am Subtle, Falfe.and Treacherous, 
This day mould Qarenee clofely be mew'd rpt 
About a Prophefic, which fayes that C, 
Of Edward, beyres the murtherer (hall be. 
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, here Clarinet 



VP, 



Enter darenee, and Ura^tnbury, guarded, 
Brother,good day t What m canes this armed guard 



That 



vpon your Graced 
Cla. His Maiefty tendring my perfons fafety, 



Hath appointed this Conduct, to conuey me to th'Tower 
Rich. Vpon what caufe ? 
Cla. Becaufe my name is Getrge. 
Hjcb. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of ; 
He ihould for that commit your Godfathers. 
O belike, his Maiefty hath fomc intent, 
That you mould be new Chriftned in the Tower. 
But what's the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Cla. Vea Riebard,when I know : but I protcft 
As yet I do not : But as I can learne, 
He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 
And from the CrolTe-row pluckes the letter G : 
And fayes,a Wiiard told him, that by G, 
His ifTue difinherited Ihould be. 
And for my name of Gevrge begins with G, 
It followes in his thought, that I am he. 
Thefe (as I learne) and fuch like toyes as thefe, 
Hath moou'J his Highncfle to commit me now. 

Rich. Why this it is, when men are rul'd by Women : 
*Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence 'tis fliee. 
That tempts him to this harih Extremity. 
Was it not fhee, and that good man of Worthip, 
Antbtny Vtodeullt her Brother there, 
That made him fend Lord Haftingi to the Tower ? 
From whence this prefent day he is deliucred ? 
We are not fafe Qlarence, we are not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen,I thinke there is no man fecure 
But the Queenes Kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftris Obarc. 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Hafiingt was, for her deliuery ? 

Rkb. Humbly complaining to her Dcitie, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertic. 
lie tell you what, I thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 
To be her men,and weare her Liucry. 
The iealous ore-wornc Widdow.and her felfe, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra. I belcech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Maiefty hath ftraightly giucn in charge, 
That no man mail haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree focuer) with your Brother. 

%icb. 
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Rich. Euen fo,and plejfe your Worfliip Br. {rr.bury, 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We fpealcc no Treafon man ; We fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous, and his Noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, (aire, and not iealious. 
We fay, that Shtrtt Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafmg tongue: 
And that the Quecncs Kindred arc made gentle Folkcs. 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this f 

'Bra. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to 
doo. 

Rich. Naught to do with Miftris Short f 
1 tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one ) were beft to do it fecretly alone. 

'Bra. What one, my Lord? 

Rich. Her Husband Knaue, would'ft thou betray me? 

'Bra. I do befcech your Grace 
To pardon me, and wi'thall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. 

Qla. We know thy charge ( Bra{tnhury,ind wil obey. 

Rich. We are the Queenes abie£h,and rauft obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 
And whatfoe're you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call King Edvardt Widdow,Sifter, 
I will performc it to infranchife you. 
Mcane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Qla. I know it pleafcth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Well.your imprifonment mill not be long, 
I will deiiucr you, or elfe lye for you : 
Meant time, haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit dor. 

Rich Co treade the path that thou (halt ne're return: 
Simple plaine Qlartnct, 1 do loue thee fo, 
That I will fhortly fend thy Soule to Heauen, 
If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands. 
But who comes heere? the new deliuercd Haftmgt ? 

Enttr Urd Hafting,. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rub. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcrlaine : 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 
How hath your Lordfhip brook'd imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience (Noble Lord ) as pri loners muft: 
But I (hall liue (my Lord ) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clartnct too, 
For they that were your Enemies, arc his, 
And haue preuail'd as much on him, as you, 

Haft. More pitty.that the Eagles mould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Ricb. What newes abroad ? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 
The King is fickly,weake,and melancholly, 
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 

Ricb. Now by S.Iohn.that Newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an euill Diet long, 
And ouer-much confum'd his Royall Perfon: 
Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 
Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Ricb. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

Exit Haftingt. 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not dye, 

Till Gtorgt be pack'd with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. 



He in to vrge his hatred more tu Clartntt t 
With Lyes well ftecl'd with weighty Arguments, 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 
Clartnct hath not another day to liue : 
Which done, God take King Editor J to his mercy, 
And leaue the world for me to bufsle in. 
For then, lie marry Warwickcs yongeft daughter. 
What though I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readied way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband, and her Father : 
The which will I, not all fomuch for 
As for another fecrct clofe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto. 
But yc{ I run before my horfe to Market : 
Clartnct ftill breathes, Edward ftill liucs and raignes, 
When they are gone, then muft I count my pines. Exit 



Scena Secunda. 



tbt Coarje of Hcnrit tbt ftxt with Halbtrdt to 
Lady sir.nt being tbt eAfcnrntr. 



tAnnt. Set downe, fet downe your honourable load, 
If Honor may be (hrowded in a Herfe ; 
Whil'ft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th'vntimely fall of Vertuous Lancafler. 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodlefle Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawfull that I inuocatethy Ghoft, 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne, 
Wife to thy Edvard, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab'd by the felfcfamc hand that made thele 
Loc,in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, 
I powre the helpleflc Balmeof my poore eyes. 
O curled be the hand that made thefe holes : 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to do it : 
Cnrfed the Blood, that let this blood from hence I 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can wi(h to Wolue»,to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom 'd thing that liues. 
If euer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it, 
Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 
Whofe vglyand vnnaturall Afped 
May fright the hopefull Mother at the view, 
And that be Heyre to his vnhappinefTe. 
If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 
More mifcrable by the death of him, 
Then I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chcrt(ey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 
And ftill as you are weary of this waight, 
Reft you, whiles I lament King Htnntt Coarfe. 



Enter Richard Du{t efCltfttr. 

"RJcb. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down. 

An. What black e Magitian coniures vp this Fiend, 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Ricb. Villaines fet downe the Coarfe, or by S. Paul, 
He make a Coarfe of him that difobeyes. 

Gen. 
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Gen. My Lord ftand backe, and let the Coffin pafle. 

Rub. Vnmanner'd Dogge, 
Stind'ft thou when I commaund : 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my bred, 
Or by S. Paul lie ftrike thee to my Foote, 
And fpumc vpon thee Begger for thy boldnefle. 

Arm. What do you tremble? are you all airraid ? 
Ala*, 1 blame you not, for you are Mortall, 
And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 
Auant thou dreadfull minifter of Hell ; 
Thou had'ft but power ouer hit Mortall body, 
Hit Sou lr thou canft not hauc: Therefore be gone. 

Rkb. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curft. 

An. Foulc Diuell, 
For Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell : 
Fill'd it with curling cries, and deepc exclaimcs : 
If thou delight to view thy heynous deeds, 
Behold this patternc of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen, fee, fee dead Htnnn wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouthes, and bleed a/reih. 
Blu(h,blulh, thou lumpc of fowle Deformitie: 
For 'tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty Veincs where no blood dwelt. 
Thy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, 
Prouokes this Deluge mo ft vnnaturall. 
O God! which this Blood mad'ft, reuenge his death: 
O Earth! which this Blood drink 'it, reuenge his death. 
Either Heau'n with Lightning Arike the murth'rer dead : 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quickc, 
As thou doft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 
Which his Hell-goucm'd arme hath butchered. 

Rkb. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Blellings for Curfes. 

Ah. Villaine,thou know'ft nor law of God nor Man, 
No Bead fo fierce, but knowet fome touch of pitty. 

Ritb. But 1 know none, and therefore am no Bcaft. 

An. O wonderful), when diuelt tell the truth ! 

Rub. More wonder full, when Angels are fo angry: 
Vouchfafe (diuine perfection of a Woman) 
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to giue me leaue 
By circumftance, but to acquit my fclfe. 

An. Vouchfafe (defus'd infection of man) 
Of thefe knowne cuils, but to giue me leaue 
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed Selfe. 

Rkb. FaireT then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leyfure to excufe my fclfe. 

An. Fouler then heart can thinkc thee, 
Thou can'ft make no excuie currant, 
But to hang thy fclfe. 

RUb. By fuch difpaire, I 4hould accufe my fclfe. 

An. And by difpairing (halt thou (land excufed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felfe, 
That did'ft vn worthy (laughter vpon others. 

Rkb. Say that I flew them not. 

An. Then (ay they were not (lain* : 
But dead they are, and diuellilh (laue by thee. 

Rub. I did not kill your Husband. 

An. Why then he is aliue. 

"Rkb. Nay, he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands. 
An. In thy foule throat thou Ly'ft, 
Queene tj\tiirgartt faw 

Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmoaking in his blood : 
The which, thou once didd'ft bend againft her breft, 
But that thy Brothers beate afide the point. 
Rkb. I was prouoked by her (land'rous tongue, 



J" 



That laid their guilt, vpon my guiltlefle Shoulders. 

An. Thou was't prouoked by thy bloody minde, 
That neuer drcam'ft on ought but Butcheries: 
Did'ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rub. I graunt ye. 

Ah. Do'ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God graunt me too 
Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deede, 
O he was gentle, miide,and vertuous. 

Rub. The better for the King of heauen that hath him. 

An. He it in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

Rkb. Let him thanke me, that holpe to fend him thi- 
ther : 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 
An. And thou vnfit for any place, but hell. 
Rub. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare me name it. 
An. Some dungeon. 
Rkb. Your Bed-chamber. 

*An. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft. 
Rkb. So will it Madam, till 1 lye with you. 
An. 1 hope fo. 

A;.-'-. I know fo. But gentle Lady Annt, 
To leaue this keene encounter of our witr.es, 
And fall fomething into a flower method. 
Is not the caufer of the timelefle deaths 
Of thefe Plantagentn, Henrie and EJnarJ, 
As blamcfull as the Executioner. 

An. Thou was't the caufe, and moft accurft efteci. 

Rkb. Your beauty was the caufe of that effect : 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my flccpe, 
To vndertake the death of all the world, 
So 1 might liue one houre in your fweet bofome. 

An. If I thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 
Thefe Nailes (hould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 

Rkb. Thefe eyes could not endure y beauties wrack, 
You (hould not blemifll it. if 1 flood by ; 
As all the world is c beared by the Sunne, 
So I by that : It is my day, my life. 

An. Blacke night ore-(hade thy day, & death thy life. 

Rid'. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature, 
Thou art both. 

Ah. 1 would I were, to be reueng'd on thee. 

Rkb. It is a quarrcll moft vnnatunll, 
To be reueng'd on him that loueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrcll iuft and realisable, 
To be reueng'd on him that kill'd my Husband. 

Rkb. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 
Did it to helpe thee to a better Husband. 

An. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Rich. He liues, that louet thee better then be could. 

An. Name him. 

Rkb. Plantagrnet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rkb. The felfefame name, but one of better Nature. 
An. Where it he > 

%kb. Heere: Spin at bim. 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An. Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake. 

Rkb. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweet a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 
Out of my fight, thou doft in led mine eyes. 

Rub. Thine eyet (fweet Lady) haue infc&ed mine. 

An. Would they were Bafiliskes, to ftrike thee dead. 

Rkb. I would they were, that I might dye at once : 
For now they kill me with a liuing death. 
Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait Team ; 

For 
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Sham'd their Afpefh with ftore of childift drops : 

Thcfe eyes, which neuer foed remorfefull teare, 

No, when my Father Yorke, and Edvard wept, 

To hearc the pittious moane that Ruthnd made 

When black-fac'd Cfifird foooke his fword at him. 

Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 

Told the fad ftorie of my Fathers death, 

And twenty times, made paufe to fob and weepet 

That all the ftanders by had wet their cheekes 

Like Trees bedafo'd with nine. In that fad time, 

My manly eyes did feorne an humble teare : 

And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blinde with weeping. 

I ncuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy : 

My Tongue could ncuer learnc fweet fmoothing word. 

But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 

She fafys fcorn/ul/y at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorne ; for it was made 
For kitting Lady, not for fuch contempt. 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe heere I lend thee this foarpe-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleafc to hide in this true breft, 
And let the Soule forth that adcrcth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee. 

He layei bit breft cf>en,Jbe ctfert at with kit fvnrd. 
Nay do not paufe : For 1 did kill King Henrie, 
But 'twas thy Beauty that prouoked me. 
Nay now dilpatch : Twas I that flabb'd yong Edvard, 
But 'twas thy Heauenly face that let me on. 

She fait tbt Srrcrd. 
Take *p the Sword againe, or take vp me. 

An. Arife DifTembler, though I wilh thy death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 

Ricb. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will do it. 
An. I haue already. 
Ricb. That was in thy rage: 
Speake it againe, and cucn with the word, 
This hand, which for thy louc, did kill thy Loue, 
Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer Loue, 
To both their deaths (halt thou be acceflary 
An. I would 1 knew thy " 



'RJcb. "Tu fi^ur'd in my tongue. 
An. I fe.ue me, both are falfe. 



1{icb. Then ncuer M m was true. 
An. Well, well, put vp your Sword. 
'Ricb. Say then my Pc.ice is made. 
%Am, That /halt thou know heereafter. 
Ricb. But (hall 1 liuc in hope. 
An. All men I hope Hue fo. 
Vouchfafc to wcarc this Ring. 

Ricb. Lookc how my Ring incompafleth thy Finger, 
Euen fo thy Breft inclolcth my poore heart : 
Weare both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gricious hand, 
Thou doft confirme his happineffe for euer. 

An. What is it? 

Ricb. That it may plcafe you leauc thefe fad defignes, 
To him that hath moll caufe to be a Mourner, 
And prefontly repayre to Crosbie Houle : 
Where (after I haue folcmnly interr'd 
At Chertfey Monaft'ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Graue with my Repentant Team) 
I will with all expedient duty fee you, 



For diners vnknowne Reafons, I befeeeh you, 
Grant me this Boon. 

An. With all my heart, and much, it ioyes me too, 
To fee you are become fo penitent. 
Trtffil and 'Barney, go along with me. 

Ricb, Bid me farwell. 

An. Tis more then you defenie : 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I haue faide farewell already. 

fcxtt two witb Anne. 

Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord f 

Ricb. No: to White Friars, there attend my comming 

£ar/f Qtarjt 

Was euer woman in this humour woo'd ? 

Was euer woman in this humour wonne T 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

What? I that kill'd her Husband, and his Father, 

To take her in her hearts cxrreameft hate, 

With curfes in her mouth, Tearcs in her eyes, 

The bleeding wirnefle of my hatred by, 

Hauing God, her Confcicnce.and thefe bars againft me, 

And I, no Friends to backc my fuite withall, 

But the plaine Diuell, and diflembling lookei ? 

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothing. 

Hah! 

Hath foe forgot alreadie that braue Prince, 

Edvard,her Lord, whom I(fome three monthes fince) 

Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbury ? 

A fweeter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature t 

Yong, Valiant, Wife, and (no doubt)right Royal, 

The fpacious World cannot againe affbord : 

And will foe yet abafc her eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwardt Moytie ? 

On me, that halts,and am mifoapen thus? 

My Dukcdome, to a Beggerly denier ! 

I do miftake my perfon all this while : 

Vpon my life foe findes (although I cannot^ 

My felfe to be a maru'llous proper man. 

He be at Charges for a Looking-gUfle, 

And cntertaine a fcore or two of Taylors, 

To ftudy fafoions to adorne my body : 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fome little eoft. 

But firft He turne yon Fellow in his Graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my Loue. 

Shine out faire Sunnc, till 1 haue bought a glade, 

That I may fee my Shadow as I pane. earrl 



Scena Tert 'ta. 



the Queen* Mother ,Lerd Riuert, 
and Lord Gray. 



Gray. 

/to. Haue patience Madam, tber's no doubt his MaicfH 
Will foonc rccoucr his accuftom'd health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worie, 
Therefore for Gods fake cntertaine good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 

Qu. If he were dead, what would betide on me , v 
Gray. 
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If he were dead, what would betide on me f 

Gray. No other harme, but lofle of fuch a Lord. 

Slu. The lofle of fuch a Lord, includes all harmes. 

Cray. The Heauens haue blcit you with a goodly Son, 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 

Qu. Ah' he ii yemg ; and his minority 
Is put »nto the truft of Richard C'.Jtifttr, 
A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Tf^/'a. h it concluded he ihal 1 be Protector ? 

£tu. It it determin'd, not concluded yet: 
But To it muft be, if the 1" 



Buckingham and Derby. 

Gray.Hete comes the Lord of Buckingham le Derby. 

But. Good time of day vnto your Royall Grace. 

*Der. God make your MaiefVy ioyful,as you haue bin 

Qu. The Countefle ^iebmond, good my L.of Derby. 
To your good prayer, will fcarfe \ fay, Amen. 
Vet Drr£y, notwithftanding (bee's your wife, 
And loues not me, be you good Lord alTur'J, 
I h ite not you for her proud arrogance. 

Uer. 1 do befeech you, cither not bcleeue 
The enuious (landers of her falfe Accufert : 
Or if (he be accus'd on true report, 
Bcare with her wcaknefte, which 1 thinke proceeds 
From w.iyward (tckncfie.and no grounded malice. 

Qu. baw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. 

Dtr. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Are come from rifiting hu Maiefty. 

Que. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 

'But. Madam good hope, his Grace fp*aks chearfully. 

Qu. God grant him health, did you confer with him? 

But. I Madam, he defires to make attonement 
Betwcene the Duke of* Glouiler,and your Brothers, 
And betwcene them, and my Lord Chamber laine, 
And fent to warne them to hi* Royall pretence. 

Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 
Ifeare our happinefle is at the height. 



Rich. They do me wrong.and I will not indure it, 
Who is it that complaines ynto the King, 
Thar I ( forfooth ) am fierne,and loue them not ? 
By holy Paul, they loue his Grace but lightly, 
That rill his cares with fuch dilTcntious Rumors. 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, 
Smile in mens faces, fmooth,deceiue, and cogge, 
Ducke with French nodt,and ApiuS curtelie, 
I muft be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plaine man liue,and thinke no harme, 
But thus his fimple truth muft be abut'd, 
With filken, flve.infinuating Iackes? 

Grey. To who in all this prefencc fpcaks your Grace? 

Rich. To thee, that haft nor Honefty, nor Grace : 
When haue 1 iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Or thee* or thee? or any of your Faction T 
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
(Whom God prclerue better then you would wife) 
Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while, 
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Brother of Glouftcr,you miftake the matter: 
The King on his owne Royall difpofition, 
(And not prouok'd by any Sutor elfe) 
Ayming (belike )at your intcriour hatred, 



That in your outward action (he wet it felfe 
Againft my Children, Brothers,and my Selfc, 
Makes him to lend, that he may learne the ground. 

"Rjeb. I cannot tell, the world is growne fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pcarch. 
Since eoerie Iaeke became a Gentleman, 
There's many a gentle pcrfon made a Iacke. 

Qu. Come, come, we know your meaning Brother 
You enuy my aduancemcnt,and my friends: (Glofter 
God grant we ncucr may haue neede of you. 

Rieb.Memc time, God grants that I haue need of you. 
Our Brother is iroprifon'd by your meancs, 
My felfe difgrae'd, and the Nobilitic 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Arc daily giuen to ennoble thofe 
That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. 

Qu. By him that rais'd roe to this carcfull height, 
From that contented hap which I inioy'd, 
I ncuer did incenfe his Maieftie 
Againft the Duke of Ciarenet, but haue bin 
An earneft aduocatc to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me (hamefull iniurie, 
Fa'fely to draw me in thefc vile fufpccls. 

Rkb\ You may deny that you a ere not the mcanc 
Of my Lord liafimgx late imprisonment. 

Riu. She may my Lord, for 

Rseb. She may Lord Riuert, why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
She may helpe you to many fiirc preferments, 
And then deny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thofe Honors on your high defcrt. 
What may Ihe not, (he may, 1 marry may (he. 

Riu. What marry may Ihe ? 

Rie. What marrie may (he ? Marrie with a King, 
A Batcheller, and a handiome (tripling too, 
1 wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

£$u. My Lord of Gloufter, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt ypbraidings,and your bitter feoffes: 
By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thofe grolTc taunts that oft I haue endur'd. 
I had rather be a Countrie ieruant maide 
Then a great Qucene, with this condition, 
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and ftormed at, 
Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. 

Enter old ^UCtHt MilfgiXTtt* 

Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God I befeech him, 
Thy honor, ftate, and fratc,is due to me. 

Rieb. What' threat you me with telling of the King? 
I will auouch't in prefencc of the King: 
I dare aduenture to be lent to thTowre. 
Tis time to fpcake, 
My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. Out Diuell, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou killd'rt my Husband IlemrU in the Tower, 
And Edtrard my poore Son, at Tewkcsburie. 

Rieb. Ere you were Qucene, 
I, or your Husband King : 
1 was a packe-horfc in hit great afTaires : 
A weeder out of his proud Aducrlaiies, 
A libera II rrwarder of his Friends, 
To royalite his blood, I (pent mine owue. 

Margaret. I and much better blood 
Then his or thine. 

r Rieb. 

ft 
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Rich. In all which time, you and your Husband Grey 
Were factious, for the Houfe ot' Laneafter ; 
And Riueri, fo were you : Wat not your Husband, 
In eMargarett Ba(taile,at Saint ^»»i,uaine? 
Let me put in your mindes, if yrw forget 
What you haue bcene ere this, and what you are : 
Withali.what I haue beene.and what I am. 

S^M. A murth'rous ViJlaine, and fo ftill thou art. 

Rich. Poore Clarence did forfake hit Father Warwic^e, 
I, anil forfworc himfelfe (which lefu pardon.) 
At. Which Cod reuenge. 
Rich. To fight on Edwards par tie, for the Crowne, 
And for his mcedc, poore Lord, he is mewed vp : 
I would to God my heart were Flint,likc Edwardi t 
Or Edwjrdi loft and pittifull, like mine ; 
1 am too childilh fooliih for this World. 

i^.Af.High thee to Hell for lhame,& leaue this World 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdome is. 

Jtftt. My Lord of Gloftert in thofe bufie dayes, 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 
We follow'd then our Lord, our Soueraigne King, 
So mould we you, if you mould be our King. 

Rich. If I mould be 7 I had rather be a Pedler i 
Farrc be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 

Qu. As little ioy ( my Lord ) as you fuppofe 
You mould CSlioy, were you this Countries King, 
As little ioy you may fuppofe in me, 
That I enioy, being the Queene thereof. 

Q^M. A little ioy enioyes the Queem 
For 1 am (hee,and altogether ioylcfle : 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out, 
In fturing that which you haue pill'd from me : 
Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me ? 
If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subiedts; 
Yet that by you dcpos'd,you quake like Rebeils. 
Ah gentle Villaine, doc not turne away, (tight ? 

Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch, what mak'ft thou in my 
S^.M. But repetition of what thou haft marr'd, 
That will I make, before I let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou no: baniihed, on paine of death ? 

QJM. I was : but I doe find more paine in banilhment, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by my abode. 
A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'ftto me, 
And thou a Kingdome; all of you, allegeancc: 
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the Plcafures you vfurpe.are mine. 

Rich. The Curfc my Noble Father layd on thee, 
When thou didft Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcornes drew'ft Riuers from his eyes, 
And then to dry them.gau'ft the Duke a Clowt, 
Stecp'd in the faultleflc blood of prettie Rutland: 
His Curfcs then, from bitterneffe of Soule, 
Dcnounc'd againft thee, are all falne vpon thee i 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
So iuft is God, to right the innocent. 

Haft. 0,*twas the fouleft deed to (lay that Babe, 
And the moft mercilelfcthat ere wa» heard of. 

/Jru.Tyrants themfclucs wept when it was rep 

'Dor/.No man but prophesied reuenge for it. 

9m\t N»rtbumb*rland,thtn prefent, wept to fee it. 

S^.M. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turne you all vour hatred now on me ? 
Did Yorket dread Curie preuaile fo much with Heauen, 
That Henriti death, my louely Edwardt death, 



Their Kingdomes lofle,my woful] Banilhment, 
Should all but anfwer for that peeuiih Brat f 
Can CurfeS pierce the Clouds, and enter Heauen ? 
Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quick Curies. 
Though not by Warre, by Surfet dye your King, 
As ours by Murther.to make him a King. 
Edward thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward out Sonne, that was Prince of Wales 
Dye in his youth, by like vntimely violence. 
Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Out-liue thy glory, like my wretched felre: 
Long may'ft thou liue,to wayle thy Childrens death, 
And fee another,as I fee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art (tall'd in mine. 
Long dye thy bappie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many length'ned howrrs of griefc, 
Dye neyther Mother, Wire, nor Englanda Queene. 
<Rmtrt and Dorftt, you were Danders by, 
And fo waft thou, Lord Haftiugt, when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers:God,I pray him, 
That none of you may Hue his natural! age, 
But by fome vnlook"d accident cut off. 
Rich.Htue done thy Charme,y hatefol wither'd Hagge 
Q-M. And lcauc out thee? flay Dog, for y lhalt 
If Heauen haue any grieuous plague in (tore, 
Exceeding thofe that I can with vpon thee, 
O let them kcepe it, till thy finnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The Worme of Confcience -ftill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends fufpecl for Traytor* while thou liu'ft, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends : 
No fleepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine, 
VnlefTe it be while fome tormenting Dreame 
Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou cluifh mark'd, abortiue rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiuitic 
The Haue of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flander of thy heauie Motheri Wombe, 
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Raggc of Honor, thou detefted-- 

t^ich. csifargaret, 

Q.M. Richard. Rich. Ha. 

Q^M. 1 call thee not. 

Rich. I cry thee mercie then t for I did 
That thou hadft call'd me all thefe bitter 

Q.M. Why fo I did, but look'd for no reply. 
Ohlct me make the Period to my Curie. 

Rich. Tis done by me, and ends in tMargartt. 

Qu. Thus haue you breath 'd your Curie againft your it- 1 f. 

Q^M. Poore painted Queen, vain flouriuS of my fortune, 
Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whofc deadly Web enlhareth thee about • 
Foule, foole, thou whet'ft a Knife to kill thy felfe : 
The day will come, that thou lhalt wifli for me, 
To helpe thee curfc this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toade. 

Haft.FMc boding Woman, end thy frantick Curfc, 
Leaft to thy harme,thou 



^.Af.Foule ftume vpon you, you haue all mou*d mine. 
/J/.Were you wel feru'd,you would be taught yen 



S^.Af To ferue me well, you all ihould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my Subie&s i 
O ierue me well, and teach your felues that duty. 

DorJ. Difpute not with her, Ihee is lunar icke. 

Q.M. IV .a M alter Marqoefle,you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant. 



your duty. 
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O chat your yong Nobility could iudge 
What 'twere to lofe it, and be miferable. 
They that ftand high, haue many buftt to fluke them, 
And if they fall, they daft, themfelues to peecet. 

Rub. Good counuile marry, learne it, learne it 
quefle. 

Dor. It touches you my Lord, at much at me. 

Ricb. I, and much more : but I wu borne fo high: 
Our ayeric buildeth in the Cedars top, 
And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne. 

Mar. And to rocs the Sun to (hade : alas,aUs, 
Witnefle my Sonne, now in the (hade of death, 
Whole bright out-wining beames, thy 
Hath in eternal! darknefle folded vp. 
Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neft : 
O God that feeft it, do not fufftr it, 
A» it is wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 

Bur. Peace, peace for flume : If not, for Charity. 

Mar. Vrge neither charity, nor flume to me: 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 
And flumefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd. 
My Charity is outrage. Life my flume, 
And in that fhame, ftill liue my forrowes rage. 

Hue. Haue done, haue done. 

Mar. O Princely Buckingham, He kifle thy hand, 
In figne of League and amity with thee : 
Now faire befall thee,and thy Noble houfe s 
Thy Garments are not fpotted with our blood : 
Nor thou within the compafle of my curie. 

*Buc. Nor no one hrere ; for Curies neuer pafle 
The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayrc. 

Mar. I will not thinke but they afcend the sky, 
And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, take hecde of yonder dogge : 
Lookc when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 
Haue not to do with him, beware of him, 
Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their market on him, 
And all their Minifters attend on him. 

'Ricb. What doth flie fay, my Lord of Buckingha 

But. Nothing that I refpecl my (_ 

Mar. What doft thou fcorne me 
For my gentle counfell ? 
And footh the diuell that I wan 

0 but remember this another day : 

When he flull fplit thy very heart with forrow : 

And fay (poore Margaret Jwu a Propheteflc : 

Liue each of you the lubiec~b tohis hate, 

And he to yours, and all of you to Gods. Exit. 

But. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curies, 

Riu. And fo doth mine, I mufe why Ihe's at libertie. 

Ricb. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that 1 haue done to her. 

Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Rub. Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrongi 

1 was too hot, to do fomebody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now : 
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 
He is frank'd vp to fatting for his painet, 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 

Riu. A vcrtuous,and a Chriftian-like coodulion 
To pray for them that haue done icath to vs. 

Ricb. So do I euer, being well aduis'd. 

SptfJtft it binfeJft. 
For had I curft now, I had curft my fell*. 



Enter Catetby. 

Cam. Madam, hit Maiefty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord, 

Catetby 1 come, Lords will you go with mee. 
Riu. We wait vpon your Grace. 

Exeunt all but Gltfler. 
Ricb. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawle. 
The fecret Mifcheefes that I fet abroach, 
I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others. 
Clarence, who I indecde haue caft in darknefle, 
I do bewcepe to many fimple Guiles, 
Namely to Derby, Hafiingt, Buckingham, 
And tell them 'tis the Queene,and her Allies, 
That ftirre the King againft the Duke my Brother. 
Now they beleeuc it, and withall whet me 
To be reueng'd on Riuert, D*r jet, Grey. 
But then I figh, and with a peecc of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs do good for cuill : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ, 
And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuill. 

Enter nto murtbtrert. 
But foft, heere come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy flout refolued Mates, 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

Vil.V/c are my Lord, and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Ric. Well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me : 
When you haue done, repayre to Crosby place; 
But firs be fodaine in the execution, 
WiQull obdurate, do not heare him pleadc ; 
For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you markc him. 

XJU. Tut, tut, my Lord, wc will not ftand to prate, 
Talkers arc no good doocrs, be aflur'd : 
We go to vfe our hands, an J notour tongues. 

Ricb. Your eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Foolet C)es 
fall Teares : 

I like you Lads, about your bufincfle ftraight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 

Vil. We will my Noble Lord. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

Keep. Why looket your Grace fo heauily to day. 

Cla. 0,1 haue pafl a miferable night, 
So full of fearefull Dreamet, of vgly fights, 
That as I am a Chriftian faithful! man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy daiet: 
So full of difmall terror was the time. 
k'. ef \Vh r was your dream my Lord, I pray you tel me 

Oa.Me thoughts that 1 had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to erode to Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Gloufler, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 
Vpon the Hatches ! There we look'd toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heauy timet, 
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During the wanes of Yorkc and Lancafter 

That had befalne vs.As we pac'd along 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatchet, 

Me thought that Cloufter (tumbled, and in falling 

Stroolce me (that thought to ftay hinOouer-boord, 

Into the tumbling billowei of the mainc. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it wai to drownc, 

What dreadful] noife of water in mine cares, 

What rights of vgly death within mine eyes. 

Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fcarfull wrackes : 

A thoufand men that Filhcs gnaw'd vpon : 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 

Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewcd Iewels, 

All fcattred in the bottomeof the Sea, 

Some lay in dead-mcnsSculles.and in the holes 

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 

(As 'twere in fcorne of ey es) reflecting Gemmes, 

That woo'd the (limy bottome of the deepe, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcattrcd by. 

Keef. Had you fuch leyfure in the time of death 
To gize vpon thefe fecrets of the deepe f 

Cla. Me thought I had, and often did I ftriue 
To yecld the Ghoft : but ftill the enuious Flood 
Stop'd in my foulc, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wand'ring ayre : 
But fmothcr'd it within my panting bulke, 
Who almoft burrt, to belch it in the Sea. 
Kerf. Awak'd you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar. No, no, my Dreame was lengthen'd after life. 

0 then, began the Temped to my Soule. 

1 part (me thought) the Melancholly Flood, 
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. 

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foule, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwicke, 
Who fpake alowd : What fcourgc for Periurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy affoord falfe Qlarenct t 
And to he vaniuYd. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 
Dabbel'd in blood, and he ihrick'd out alowd 
Clarinet is come, falfe, fleeting, periur'd Clarence, 
That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbury : 
Scire on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. 
With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends 

me, and howled in mine eares 
Such hiddeous cries, that with the very Noife, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and for a feafon after, 
Could not bcleeue, but that I was in Hell, 
Such terrible Imprcfsion made myDreamc. 

Keep. No maruell Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am afTraid (met thinkes) to hcareyou tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I haue done thefe things 
(That now giue euidence againft my Soule) 
For EdvarAs fake, and fee how he requits mee. 
O God! if my deepe prayrej cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aueng'd on my mifdeeds,' 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone ! 
O fpare my guiltlefle Wife.and my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythee fit by me a-while, 
My Soule is heauy.and I fainc would fleepe. 

Kttf. I will my Lord, God giue yew Grace good reft. 

Enter Bra^enbury tbt Lieutenant. 

'Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons.and rcpofing houres, 
Makes the Night Morning.and the Noon-tide night: 



I Princes haue but their Tides for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 
And for vnfelt Imaginations 
They often fcele a world of refHefle Cares t 
So that betweene their Titles, and low Name, 
There's nothing differs, but the outward fame. 

Enter two cUfiertbtrtrs. 

i.Mur. Ho, who's heere t 

'Bra. What would'ft thou Fellow ? And how camm'ft 
thou hither. 

a.e*fV. I would fpeak with Clarenct, and I came hi- 
ther on mv Legges. 

Bra. What fo breefc? 

1 . "Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious t 
Let him lee our Cornrnifiion.and talke no more. Rtads 

'Bra. I am in this, commanded to dcliuer 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not rcafon what is meant heere by, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefle from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke alleepe.and there the Keyes. 
1 lie to the King, and fignifie to him, 
That thus I haue refign'd to you my charge. £arif. 

1 You may fir, 'tis a point of wifedomc : 
Far you well. 

a What, (hall we ftab him as he (leepes. 

I No: hee'l fay 'twas done cowardly, when be wakes 

* Why he (hall neucr wake, vntill the great lodge- 
ment day. 

1 Why then hee'l fay, we flab'd him deeping. 

a The vrging of that word Iudgemcnt, hath bred a 
kinde of rcmorfc in me. 

I What? art thou afTraid ? 

a Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant, 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. , 

1 I thought thou Ind'ft bin refolute. 

2 So I am, to let him liue. 

1 lie backe to the Duke of Cloufter, 1 > I tell him fo. 

a Nay, I prythee day a little: 
j I hope this paflionate humor of mine, will change, 
I It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty. 

1 How do'ft thou feele thy felfc now > 

a Some certainc dregges of conference are yet with- 
in mee. 

1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 

a Come, he dies : I had forgot the Reward. 

I Where's thy confetence now. 

a O, in the Duke of Glouftert purfe. 

1 When hce opens his purfe to giue vs our Reward, 
thy Confeience fives out. 

2 'Tis no matter,let it goe : There's few or none will 
entertaine it. 

1 What if it come to thee againe i 

a He not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward : 
A man cannot fteale, but it accufeth him : A man cannot 
Swearc, but it Checkes him ; A man cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detects him. 'Tts a bluihing 
(hamcfae'd fpirit, that mutinies in a mans bofome : It 
filles a man full of Obftaclcs. It made me once reftore a 
PurfTe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any 
man that keepes it : It is turn'd out of Townes and Cit- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and euery man that means to 
liue well, endeuours to truft to himielfc, and liue with- 
out it. 

1 *Ti» 
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I Til euen now at my elbow, perf wading me not to 
kill the Dkue. 

s Take the diuell in thy minde,and beleeue him not: 
He would inlinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 

i I am ftrong fram'd.he cannot preuailc with me. 

a Spoke like a tall man, that relpedh thy reputation. 
Come, (hall we fall to worke? 

I Take him on the Coaard, with the hiltes of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmefey-Butte in 
the next roome. 

a O excellent dcuice; and make a fop of him. 

i Soft, he wakes. 

a Strike. 

I No, wee'l reafon with him. 

Cla. Where art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. 

a You (hall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. 

Cla. In Cods name, what art thou ? 

I A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am Royall. 

I Nor you as we are, Loyal!. 

Cla. Thy voice is Thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

i My voice is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 

Cla. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeake ? 
Your eyes do menace me : why looke you pale ? 
Who fent you hither? Wherefore do you come ? 

a To, to, to 

Cla. To murther me ? 

'Both. 1,1. 

Cla. You fcarfely haue the hearts to tell me fo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 
Wherein my Friends haue I offended you t 

I Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla. I fhati be reconcil'd to him againe. 

a Ncuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Cla. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 
To flay the innocent* What is my offence t 
Where is the Euidence that doth accufe me? 
What lawful! Q^eft haue giuen their Verdicl vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge? Or who pronoune'd 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarenct death, 
Before I be conuift by courfe of Law ? 
To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawfull. 
I charge you, as you hope for any guodnefle, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me : 
The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

I What we will do, we do vpon command. 
' a And he that hath commanded, is our King. 

Cla. Erroneous Vaffals,the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded 
That thou fruit do no murther. Will you then 
Spurne at his Edict, an J fulfill a Mans? 
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand, 
To hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

a And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
For falfe Forfwearing,and for murther too ; 
Thou did'ft receiue the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

I And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Did'ft breake that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Vnrip'ft the Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 

a Whom thou was't fworne to cherifh and defend. 

I How can ft thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs, 
When thou haft broke it in fuch deere degree ? 

Of. AUs! for whofe fake did I that ill deede ? 
For Edttard) for my Brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murther me for this: 
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For in that finne, he is as deepe as I. 
If Cod will be auenged for the deed, 

0 know you yet, he doth it publiqurly, 

Take not the quarrell from his powrefull arme : 
He needs no indirect, or lawleffe courfe, 
To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter, 
When gallant fpringing braue Plantagentt, 
That Princely Nouice was ftruckc dead by thee ? 

Cla. My Brothers loue,the Diuell, and my Rage. 

1 Thy Brothers Loue, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Prouoke vs hither now, to (laughter thee. 

Cla. If you do loue my Brother, hate not me: 

1 am his Brother, and I loue him well. 

If you are hyr'd for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will fend you to my Brother Gloufter: 
Who (lull reward you better for my life, 
Then EdvarJ will for tydingsof my death. 

2 You are deceiu'd, 

Your Brother Gloufter hates you. 

Cla. Oh no, he lours me, and he holds me decre ! 
Go you to him from me. 

i I fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yorke, 
Bleft his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, 
He little thought of this diuided Fricndihip : 
Bid Gloufter thinke on this, and he will weepe. 

i I Milftones,as he leffoncd vs to weepc. 

Cla. O do not flandcr him, for he is kinde. 

i Right,as Snow in Harueft : 
Come, you deceiue your felfe, 
*Tis he that fends vs to deftroy you hcere. 

Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd mc in his armes,and fworc with fobs, 
That he would labour my dcliuery. 

i Why fo he doth, when he deliucrs you 
From this earths thraldume. to the ioyes of heauen. 

a Make peace with God, for you mult die my Lord. 

Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules, 
To counfaile me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your owne Joules fo blinde, 
That you will warre with God, by murd'ring me. 
O firs confider, they that fet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the decJe. 
a What fhall we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and fauc your foules: 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
If two fuch murtherers as your felues came to you, 
Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftreffc. 

I Relent? no: Tis cowardly and womaniih. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaft!y,fauage,diuclli(h : 
My Friend, 1 fpy fomc piety in thy lookes : 
O, if thine eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mee, 
A begging Prince, what begger pieties not. 

a Looke behinde you, my Lord. 

I Take th.it.and that.if all this will not do, Stabi him. 
He drowne you in the Malmcfey-But within. Exit. 

a A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht : 
How faine (like P/Vare) would 1 wafh my hands 
Of this moft greeuous murther. Enter l.Murtbtrer 

i How now? what mean'ft thou that thou hrlp'ft me 
not? By Heauen the Duke fhall know how flacke you 
haue beene. 
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\.<&tur.\ would he knew that 1 had fau'd hit brother, 
Take thou the Fec,and tell him what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke ii fhine. Exit. 

I .Mur. So do not I : go Coward as thou art. 
Well, He go hide the body in fome hole. 
Till that the Dukcgiue order for hi» buriall : 
And when I haue my meede,I will away, 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. Exit 



AttusSecundus. Scana'Prima. 



Fhurjjb. 

Enltr tbt King Jukf ,ltx Siuttvt, Lord nMarqueJfe 
Derftt, Rtuert, ILjiingt, Cattily, 
"Bu.^ingbam, Wudui/l. 

King. Why fo : now haue I done a good daies work. 
You Pecres.continue this vnitcd 



I, euery day exped* an EmbaiTage 
From my Redeemer, to tedeemc me hence. 
And more to peace my foule ihill part to heauen, 
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorlet and Riuert, take each others hand, 
DilTcmblc not your hatred, Swcarc your loue. 

Riu.By heauen, my foule is purg'd from grudging hate 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue. 

Haft. So thriue I, as I truly fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Left he that is the fuprcmc King of Kings 
Confound your hidden fal(hood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft. So profper l,as I fweare perfect loue. 

Ri. And I, as I loue ILiftings with my heart, 

King. Madam, your filt'c is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dor Jet, Huckjr.gham nor you; 
You haue bene factious one againft the other. 
Wifc,loue Lord Hajiirgi ,\cl him kifTcyour hand, 
And what you do, do it vnfcigncdly. 

£$u. There Hjftingi,\ will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I, and mine. 

King. Dorftt, imbrace him: 
Haftingt, loue Lord MarquciTe. 

'Dor. This interchange of loue,I heere proteft 
Vpon my part,flull be inuiolable. 
Haft. And fo fweare L 

King. Now Princely 'Sac {ingbam, feale y this league 
With thy embraccmcnts to my wiues Allies, 
And make me happy in your vnity. 

Buc. When euer Buct\ir.gbam doth turnc his 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue, 
Doth cheriih you, and yours, God punifti me 
With hate in thofe where I expect molt loue, 
When I haue rooft need to imploy a Friend, 
And mod afTurrd that he is a Friend, 
Deepe, hollow, treachcrous,and full of guile, 
Be he vnto me : This do 1 begge of heauen, 
When I am cold in loue, to you, or yours. 

King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckjngbamj 
Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickely heart: 
There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere, 
To make the blefled period of this peace. 

Buc. And in good time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratc!ifft,and the Duke. 



Enter Ratcliffe, and Glofter. 

Ricb.Good morrow to my Soueraigne King & 
And Princely Pceres,a happy time of day. 

King, Happy indeed, as we haue fpent the days 
Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity, 
Made peace of enmity, faire loue of hate, 
Betweene thefc fwelling wrong incenfed Peeres. 

Rub. A blefled labour my moft Soueraigne Lord: 
Among this Princely heape, if any heere 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmize 
Hold me a Foe : If 1 vnwillingly.or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne, 
To any in this prelence, I deiire 
To reconcile me to hi* Friendly peace *. 
' l is death to me to be at enroitic : 
I hate it, and de(ire all good mens loue, 
Firft Madam, 1 intreate true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruicc. 
Of you my Noble Colin Buckingham, 
If euer any grudge were lodg'd betweene vs. 
Of you and you, Lord Riurn and ofDor/et, 
That all without defcrt haue frown'd on me : 
Of you Lord Wotduill, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earlcs, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I do not know that Englilhman aliuc, 
With whom my foule is any iot at oddes, 
More then the Infant that is borne tonight: 
I thanke my God for my Humility. 

Qu. A holy day (hall this be kept heereafter : 
I would to God all ft riles were well compounded. 
My Soueraigne Lord, I do befcech your Highnefle 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Rich. Why Madam, haue I ofl'red loue for this, 
To be fo flowtcd in this Roy»ll prelence? 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? They 
You do him iniurie to fcorne his Coarfe. all fiart. 

King. Who knowes not he is dead ? 
Who knowes he is * 

Qu. All-feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke I fo pale Lord 'Dorfet, as the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the prelence, 
But his red colour hath forfookc his cheekes. 

King. Is Clarence dead i The Order was reuerft. 

Ricb. But he (poorc man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercuric did beare : 
Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That came too lagge to fee him buried. 
God grant, that fome lefTe Noble,and leflc Loyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 
Defense not worfe then wretched Clarinet did, 
And yet go currant from Sufpition. 

Enter Ear it of Derby. 

Dcr. A boonc my Soueraigne for my fcruice done. 

King. I prethee peace, my foule is full of forrow. 

*Dtr. 1 will not rife, vnlelTe your Highncs heare me. 

King. Then fay at once, what is it thou rcquefts. 

'Der. The forfeit (Soueraigne) of my fcruanu life, 
Who (lew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke,. 

King. Haue I a tongue to doome my 
And (hall that tongue giue pardon to a (hue ? 
My Brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his punhhment was bitter death. 
Who 
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Who feed to me for him ? Who (in my wrath) 

Kneel'd and my feet, and bid mt be aduis'd ? 

Who fpoke of Brother-hood? who (poke of loue ( 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 

The mighty Warwicke.and did fight for me.' 

Who told me in the field at Tewkesbury, 

When Oxford bad me downe, he refcued me : 

And laid deare Brother liue,and be a King f 

Who told me, when we both lay in the Field, 

Froaen(almoft)to death, how he did lap me 

Euen in hit Garments, and did giue himfelfe 

(All thin and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 

All this from my Remembrance, brutim wrath 

Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you 

Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your Carters,or your wayting Vaflalls 

Haue done a drunken Slaugrucr,and defae'd 

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

And I ( vniuftly too) nroft grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a man would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my fclfc 

For him poore Soule. The proudeft of you all, 

Haue bin beholding to him in hit life : 

Yet none of you, would onee begge for his life. 

O Cod! I feare thy iuftice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine,and yours for this. 

Come Hafiingi helpe me to my Cloftet. 

Ah poore Clarence. Exeunt Jomt with K.& Queen. 

Ricb. This is the fruits of rafhnes: Markt you not, 
How that the guilty Kindred of the Queene 
Look'd pale, when they did heare of Clarence death. 
O! they did »rge it ftill rnto the King, 
Ood will reuenge it. Come Lords will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company. 

But. We wait vpon your Grace. exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



the old Dutcbtfe tf Verkf, with tbe two 
children tf Clarinet. 



Edw. Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead? 
Duub. No Boy. 

*Daugb. Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Breft' 
And cry, O Garnet, my vnhappy Sonne. 

Boy. Why do you looke on v*,and fluke your head, 
And call vs Orphans, Wretches, Caftawayes, 
If that our Noble Father were aliue ? 

Dut. My pretty Conns, you miftakc me both, 
I do lament the fickneflTe of the King, 
As loath to lofe him, not your Fathers death: 
It were loft forrow to waile one that's loft. 

< B»y. Then you conclude, (my Grandam) he is dead: 
The King mine Vnckle is too blame for it. 
God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With earneft prayers, all to that effect. 

Daugb. And fo will I. 

Dut. Pace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. 
Incapeable, and mallow Innocents, 
You cannot guefTc who caus'd your Fathers death. 

Bey. Grandam we can: for my good Vnkle Glofter 



Told me, the King prouok'd to it by the Queene, 
Deuis'd impeachments to imprifon him ; 
And when my Vnckle told me fo,he wept, 
And pittied me,and kindly kift my cheeke: 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he wuuld loue me decrely as a childe. 

Dut. Ah! that Deceit mould ftealc fuch gentle 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide decpe rice. 
He is my fonne, I, and therein my flume, 
Yet from my duggcs,he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vnkle did diilemble Grandam I 

Dut. I Boy. 

Boy. I cannot thinke it. Hearke.what noifc is this? 



Enter tbt Queene with btr bairt about ber ears, 
Rmrt & Djrfet after ber. 

SZjf. Ah' who fliall hinder me to waile and 
To chide my Fortune,and torment my Selfe. 
He ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my Soule, 
And to my fclfc, become an enemie. 

Dut. What mcanes this Scene of rude impai 

Qu. To make an act of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne, our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, when the Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaucs that want their lap ? 
If you will liue, Lament : if dye, be brcefe, 
That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subiecls follow him, 
To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night. 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue in thy forrow, 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 
I haue be wept a worthy Husbands death, 
And liu'd with looking on his Images: 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely fembbnee, 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort, haue but one falfeGlafle, 
That greeucs me, when I fee my ihame in him. 
Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children left, 
But death hath fnatch'd my Husband from mine 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarmce,tnd Edward. O, what cauie haue I, 



(Thine being but a moity of my moanc^ 
To ouer-go thy woes, and drownc thy cries. 

'Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred tearcs ? 

Daugb. Our fatherlefle diftreffe was left vnmoan'd, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewife be vnwept. 

Qu. Giue me no helpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I being gouern'd by the waterie Moone, 



May fend forth plenteous teires to drowne the World, 
my Hu»band.for my deere Lord Edward. 
Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 



Ah, for 1 

an. 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

£Ju. What day had I but £dward,*nd hee's gone ? 

Cbil. What ftay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 

Dut. What ftayes had I, but they ? and they are gone. 

Qu. Was neuer widdow had fo deere a loftc. 

Cbil. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a loflTc. 

Dut. Was neuer Mother had fo deere a 1 
Alas! I am the Mother of thefc Greefcs, 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine is gcnerall. 
She for an Edward wecpes,and fo do I : 
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I for a Ciirtr.it weepes, fo doth not (hce : 
Tbcfe Babes for Clarinet weepe, fo do not they. 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diftrcft : 
Power all your teares, 1 am your forrowe* Nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dor. Comfort deerc Mother, God is much difpleas'd, 
That you take with ynthankfulnefle his doing. 
In common worldly things, 'tis call'd vngratefull, 
With dull vnwillingneflc to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppofite with heauen, 
For it requires the Royall debt it lent yoa. 

Riueri. Madam, bethink c you like a carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comfort liucs. 
Drownc defperate forrow in dead Edvjrdi graue, 
And plant your ioyes in liuing F.dvtarJ, Throne. 

Enter <Rjcbard, <Buclj«gbam, Derbie, Jla- 
flmgi,and Rattliffe. 

Rich. Sifter haue comfort, all of vs haue caufe 
To waile the dimming of our mining Starre : 
But none can helpc our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercie, 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I craue your Blcftlng. 

Dut. God blcftc thee, and put meeknes in thy bread, 
Loue Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 

Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That is the butt-end of a Mothers blefling ; 
I maruell that her Grace did lcaue it out. 

Buc. You dowdy-Princes. & hart-forowing-Peeres, 
That bcare this heauie mutuall bade of Moane, 
Now cheerc each other, in each others Loue : 
Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King, 
We are to reapc the Harueft of his Sonne. 
The broken rancour of your high-fwolnc hates, 
But lately fplinter'd, knit, and ioyn'd together, 
Muft gently be preferu*d,cheri(ht.and kept : 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fct 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 

Riueri. Why with fome little Traine, 
My Lord ofBuckingham ? 

'Buc. Marrie my Lord,leaft by a multitude, 
The new-hcal'd wound of Malice mould breake out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eftate is grecne,and yet vngoucrn'd. 
Where eucry Horfc bearcs his commanding Rcinc, 
And may direct his courfe as pleafe himfelfe, 
As well the fearc of harme, as harmc apparant, 
In my opinion, ought to be prruented. 

Rich. I hope the King rmdc peace with all of vs, 
And the compacl is firme,and true in me. 

Riu. And fo in me, and fo (1 thinke)in all. 
Vet fince it is but grcene, it mould be put 
To no apparant likely-hood of breach, 
Which haply by much company might be vrg'd : 
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 
That it is mcete fo few mould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And fo fay I. 

Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they (hall be that ftrait (hall pofte to London. 
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go 
To giue your cenfure* in this bufineffe. Exeunt. 



Manet Buckingham, and *KJcbard. 

( Bux. My Lord, who cuer iournies to the Prince, 
For God fake let not vs two ftay at home : 
For by the way, He fort occafion, 
As Index to the ftory we Late talk d of, 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Princ*. 

Rich. My other felre, my Counfailes Confiftory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cofin, 
I, as a childe, will go by thy direction, 
Toward London then, for wce'l not ftay behinde. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter ere Ct'rzen at cnt doere, and anttbtr at 
i.Qit. .Good morrow Neighbour, whether away fo 



i.Cit. I promife you, I fcarlely know my fclfe : 
Heare you the newes abroad i 

1. Yes, that the King is dead. 

a. Ill newes byrlady. feldome comes the 
I fearc, I feare, 'twill proue a giddy world. 
Enter another G/iaww. 

3. Neighbours, God fpeed. 

1. Giue you good morrow fir. 
3. Doth the newes hold of good king Ednaidi death' 

2. I fir, it is too true, God hclpe the while. 

3. Then Mafters looke to fee a troublous world. 

1. No, no, by Gods good urate, his Son (hall reigne. 

3. Woe to that Land that's gouern'd by a Childc. 

a. In him there is a hope of Gouernmcnt, 
Which in his nonage, counfell vnder him, 
And in his full and ripened yearcs, himfelfe 
No doubt (hall then, and till then gouerne well. 

I. So ftood the State, when Henry the fixt 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3. Stood the State fo ? No,no,good friends, Cud wot 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich'd 
With politikc graue Counfell; then the King 
Had vertuous Vnkles to protect his Grace. 

1. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother. 

3. Better it were they all came by his Father: 
Or by his Father there were none at all : 
For emulation, who (hall now be neereft, 
Will touch vs all too neere.if God preuent not. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloufter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud : 
And were they to be rul*d,and not to rule, 
This fickly Land, might folace as before. 

1. Come,come, we feare the word : all will be well. 

3. When Clouds are fcen,wifcmen put on their clokes; 
When great leaues fall, then Winter is at hand ; 
When the Sun fets,who doth not looke for night ? 
Vntimely ftormes, makes men expedl a Dearth : 
All may be well ; but if God fort it fo, 
'Tis more then we dcferue.or I expect. 

2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fearc: 
You cannot reafon ; .time ft) with a man, 
That lookes not heauily,and full of dread. 

3. Before the dayes of Change,ftill is it fo, 
By a diuine inftinQ, mens mindes miftruft 

Enfuing 
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Hur f-.iing danger : at by proofe we fee 

The Water fwell before a boyft'rout ftorme : 

But leaue it all to God. Whither away ? 

1 Marry we were fent for to the I u dices. 

3 And fo wat I : lie beare you company. Exmnt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Areb-bi/bif ,yvng Yor{e, tbt Queene, 
and tbt Dutcbejji. 

Arcb. Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they do reft to night : 
To morrow, or next day, they will be heere. 

Dut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince : 
I hope he it much growne fince laft I faw him. 

£1;. But I heaie no, they fay my fonne of Yorkc 
Ha't almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Yor^e. I Mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut. Why my good Colin, it it good to grow. 

1V. Grand am, one night at we did fit at Supper, 
My Vnkle Riuert talk'd how I did grow 
More then my Brother. I,qooth my Vnltle Gloufter, 
Small Herbet haue grace, great Weedt do grow apace. 
And fince, me thinket I would not grow fo fart, 
Becaufe fweet Flowret are flow, and Weedt make haft. 

Dut. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did obiecl the fame to thee. 
He wat the wretched'ft thing when he wat yong, 
So long a growing, jnd fo leyfurely, 
That if hit rule were true, he ftiould be gracious. 

TV. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 

Dut. I hope he it, but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Yor. Now by my troth, if 1 had beene rem cm bred, 
I could haue giucn my Vnklei Grace, a flout, 
To touch his growth, neerer then he toucht mine. 

Dut. How my yong Yorke, 
I prythee let me heare it. 

Yor. Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two houret old, 
Twai full two yea res ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would haue beene a by ting left. 

Dut. 1 prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this? 

Yor. Grandam, hit Nurfle. 

'Dut. Hit Nurse? why (he wat dead, ere y waft borne. 
Yor. IPtwere not !hc, I cannot tell who told me. 
Qu. A parlou* Boy:go too, you are too flircw'd. 
Dut. Good Madam.be not angry with the Childe. 
Qu. Pitchers haue caret. 

Enttr a cMeffenger. 

Arcb. Heere comet a Meffenger: What Newel? 
Mtf. Such newts my Lord,at gieeues me to report. 
Qu. How doth the Prince t 
cfoef. Well Madam,and in health. 
Dut. What is thy Newct? 
Mtjf. Lord Riuert, and Lord Grey, 
i Are fent to Pomfret, and with them, 
Sir Thomas Vaugban, Prifonert. 
Dut. Who hath committed them ? 
Mtf. The mighty Duket, Gloufitr and <Buckj»gbam. 
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Artb. For what offence ? 

*Mtf. The fumme of all I can, I haue difclos'd : 
Why, or for what, the Noblet were committed, 
It all vnknowne to me, my gracioui Lord. 

Qu. Aye me| I fee the ruine of my Houfe : 
The Tyger now hath feia'd the gentle Hinde, 
Intuiting Tiranny beginnct to lutt 
Vpoo the innocent and awelcfle Throne : 
Welcome Deftru&on, Blood, and Maflacre, 
I fee (at in a Map) the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfed,and vnquiet wrangling dayet, 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld? 
My Husband loft hit life, to get the Crowne, 
And often vp and downemy fonnet were toft 
For me to ioy.and weepe, their gaine and lofle. 
And being feared, and Domcfticke broylet 
Cleane ouer-blowne, themfeluet the Conquerors, 
Make warrc vpon themfclues, Brother to Brother; 
Blood to blood, felfc againft felfe : O prcpoftorout 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleenc, 
Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more. 

^m. Comc.come my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farwell. 

Dut. Stay, I will go with you. 

5?v. You haue no caufe. 

Arcb. My gracious Lady go, 
And thether beare your Treafure and your Goodes, 
For my part, He refignc vnto your Grace 
The Seale I keepc.and fo betide to me, 
At well I tender you, and all of yours. 
Go, He conduct you to the Sanctuary. Exeunt 



Attus Tertius. SccvnaTrima. 



Tbt Trumftti fund. 
Enter jeng Prince, tbt 'Dukft of Gkccjier, and Buckingham, 
Lord Qardinall, with oibtrt. 

Hue. Welcome fwcete Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 

Rich. Welcome decre Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Mela nc holly. 

frin. No Vnkle, but our erodes on the way, 
Haue made it tediout, wearifome.and heauic. 
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me. 

Ricb.Swect Prince, the vntaintcd vcrtue of your ycers 
Hath not yet diu'd into the Worlds deceit : 
No more can you diftinguilh of a man, 
Then of hit outward (he w, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpcth with the heart. 
Thofe Vnkle* which you want, were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 
But look'd not on the poyfon or their hearts : 
God keepe you from them.and from fuch falfe Friendi. 

Prin. God keepe me from falfe Friendt, 
But they were none. 

Rich.' My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.t&fahr, God bleffc your Grace, with health and 
happie dayet. 

Prin. 1 thanke you, good my Lord, and thank you all : 
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I thought my Mother, an J my Brother forkf, 
Would long, ere this, haue met vt on the way. 
Fie, what a Slug it Hjftings,thit he comet not 
To tell vs, whether they will come, or no. 



Lord llaftingi. 



c Biu{. And in good time, heerc comes the fweating 
Lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my Lord : what, will our Mother 
comet 

Haft. On what occafion Cod he knowes,not I ;j 
The Queene your Mother, and your Brother Torke, 
Haue taken Sanltuarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by hit Mother wat perforce with-held. 

Buck,. Fie,what an indirect and peeuifh courfe 
Is this of" hers f Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene, to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto hit Princely Brother prefently? 
If lhe denic, Lord Hailingt goe with him, 
And from her ieal»us Amies pluck him perforce. 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weake Oratorie 
Can from hit Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expeft him here : but if (he be obdurate 
To mildc entreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy Priuilcdge 
Of blcfTed Santtuarie : not for all thit Land, 
Would I be guiltic of fo great a finne. 

'Buck,. You are too fencelcffe obftinatc.my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and tradirionall. 
Weigh it but with the groffeneiTe of this Age, 
You breake not Sancluaric.in feiting him : 
The benefit thereof is alwayet granted 
To thofe, whofe dealings haue deferu'd the place, 
And thole who haue the wit to claymc the place : 
Thit Prince hath neyther claym'd it, nor deferu'd it, 
And therefore,in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 
Then taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You breake no Priuiledge,nor Charter there : 
Oft haue I heard of Sanftuaric men, 
But Sanftuarie children, ne're till now. 

Card. My Lord, you /hall o'.-e-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord llaftingi, will you goe with me ? 

Haft. I goe, my Lord. Exit Cardinall and Haftingi. 

Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedie haft you may. 
Say, Vnckle GloceJIer, if our Brother come, 
Where fhall we foioumc, till our Coronation ? 

G/s.Where it think'ft beft vnto your Royall felfc. 
If 1 may counfaile you,fome day or two 
Your Highneffe fhall repofe you at the Towers 
Then where you pleafe,and fhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health, and recreation. 

Prince. 1 doe not like the Tower.of any place : 
Did luliui Cttfar build that place, my Lord? 

'Bm^. He did, my gracious Lord,begin that 
Which fince, fucceeding Agct haue re-edify'd. 

Prince. It it vpon record ? or elfe reported 
Succcffiuely from age to age, he built it? 

'Buck,. Vpon record, my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regiftred, 
Me thinkes the truth fhould liuc from age to age, 
As 'twere retayl'd to all pofteritie, 
Euen to the generall ending day. 

Glo. So wife.fo young, they fay doe neuer liuc long. 

Prince. What fay you, Vnckle ? 



Glo. I fay, without Characters, Fame liuet long. 
Thus, like the formall Vice,Iniquitic, 
I morallize two meanings in one word. 

Trince. That luliut CUr/ar wat a famous : 
With what hit Valour did enrich hit Wit, 
Hit Wit fet downe.to make hit Valour liu* : 
Death makes no Conqueft of hit Conqueror, 
For now he liuet in Fame, though not in Life. 
He tell you what, my Coufin 'Buckingham. 

Bu:: v What, my graciout Lord ? 

Prince. And if 1 liue vntill I be a man, 
He win our ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,at I liu'd a King. 

Git. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Spring. 

Enter y nag Yorke, Haftingt ,and Car Snail. 

'Buck. Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of 
Yorke. 

Trince. Richard of Yorke, how fares our Noble Bro- 
ther ? 

Yorke. Well, my deare Lord, fo muft I call you now. 

Prince. I, Brother, to our griefe,as it is yours : 
Too late he dy'd.that might haue kept that Title, 
Which by hit death hath loft much Maieftie. 

Glo. How fares our Coufin. Noble Lord of Yorke ? 

Yorke. I thanke you, gentle Vnckle. O my Lord, 
You faid,that idle Weeds are faft in growth : 
The Prince, my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 

Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

Yorke. And therefore it he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufin, I muft not fay fo. 

Yorke. Then he it more beholding to you, then I. 

Gh. He may command me at my Soueraignc, 
But you haue power in me, at in a Kinfman. 

Yorke. I pray you, Vnckle, giue me thit — 

Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin? with all my 

Prince. A Begger, Brother T 

Yorke Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will giue, 
And being but a Toy, which is no gricfe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, He giue my Coufin. 

Yorke. A greater gift ? 0,that't the Sword to it. 

Glo. I, gentle Coufin, were it light enough. 

Yorke. O then I fee, you will part but with light 
In weightier things you'le fay a Begger nay. 

Glo. It it too weighrJe for your Grace to we are. 

Tariff. I weigh it lightly, were it heauier. 

Glo. What, would you haue my Weapon, little Lord ? 

York*. I would that I might thanke you, as, as, you 
call me. 

Glo. How? 

York*. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of Yorke will ftill be croffe in talke : 
Vnckle, your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yorke. You mesne to beare me, not to beare with me : 
Vnckle, my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becaufe that I am little, like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your 

Bik{. With what a fharpe prouided wit he 
To mittigate the fcorne he giues hit Vnckle, 
He prettily and aptly tauntt himfelfe : 
So cunning, and fo young, it wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you paffe along ? 
My felfe,and my good Coufin 'Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you. 

Yorke. What, 
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What, will you goe vnto the Tower, my Lord? 

Prince. My Lord Protcdor will haue it fo. 

Yorkf. I mall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what should you feare T 

Yor\f. Marry, my Vnckle Clarence angry Ghoft : 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd there. 

Prince. I feare no Vncklet dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Printt. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare. 
But come my Lord : and with a heauie heart, 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

A Sentu Exeunt Pri»ce,Torkf, Haft:ngt,and Lhr/et. 

Manet Richard, Buckingham, and Cateihy. 

fBuc{. Thinkc you, my Lord, this little prating 7V(e 
Was not incenfed by his fubrile Mother, 
To taunt and fcorne you thus opprubrioufly ? 

Qlo. No doubt, no doubt : Oh 'tis a perilious Boy, 
Bold, quit kc, ingenious, forward, capable : 
Hee is all the Mothers, from the top to toe. 

<B«<. Well, let them reft : Come hither f>«*y, 
Thou art fworne as deepely to effea what we intend, 
As dofely to concrale what we impart : 
Thou know'ft our reafons arrg'd vpon the way. 
What think'ft thou ? is it not an cafie matter, 
To make William Lord Haftingi of our minde, 
; For the inftallment of this Noble Duke 
; In the Scat Royall of this famous He ? 

Catti. He for his fathers fake fo louet the Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

<Bnc{. What think'ft thou then of Stanley} Will 
not hee ' 

Cafes. Hee will doe all in all as Haftingi doth: 

< Bnc{. Well then, no more but this : 
Got gentle f>r«Ay, and as it were farre off, 
Sound thou Lord HaSlmgt, 
How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe, 
And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation. 
If thou do'ft finde him tradable to vs, 
Encourage him, ami tell him all our reafons: 
If he be leaden, ycie, cold, vn willing, 
Be thou fo too, and fo brcake off the talke, 
And giue vs notice of his inclination : 
For we to morrow hold diuided Councels, 
WheTein thy felfe flult highly be employ 'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord William: tell him Cateihy, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 
And bid my Lord, for ioy of this good newes, 
Giue Miftreffe Short one gentle Kiffe the more. 

5Bm •. . Good Catesiy, goc effclt this bufineffe foundly. 

Catei. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Rub. Shall we beare from you, C:u j/ y, ere we fleepe ? 

Catti. You (hall, my Lord. 

Rkb. At Croihy Houfe, there flull you find vs both. 

Exit Cattily. 

Buc(. Now, my Lord, 
What flwll wee doe, if wee perceiue 
Lord Haftingi will not yeeld to our Complots ? 

Rich. Chop off hi. Head t 
Something wee will determine : 
And lookewben I am King, clayme thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford, and all the moueablcs 
Whereof the King, my Brother, was poffeft. 



Ruck He clayme that promiie at your Graces hind. 

Rich. And lookc to haue it ycclded with all kindneffe. 
Come, let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft our complots in foroe forme. 

Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter a &fefftngcr to lb* Doore of Haftingi. 

clfrff. My Lord, my Lord. 
Hail. Who knockes ? 
eMeff. One from the Lord Stanley. 
Haft. What is t a Clockc ? 
Mtff. Vpon the ftrokc of foure. 

Enter Lard Haftingi. 
HaB. Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefe tedious 
Nights? 

Mtff. So it appeares, by that 1 haue to fry : 
Firft, he commends him to your Noble felfe. 
Haft. What then? 

Miff. Then certifies your Lordfttip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helme : 
Befides, he fa yes there are two Councels kept ; 
And that may be dctermin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th'other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthips pleafure, 
If you will prcfently take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpecd poft with him toward the North, 
To fiSun the danger that his Soule diuines. 

HaH. Goc fellow, goe, returne vnto thy Lord, 
€id him not feare the feperated Councell s 
His Honor and my felfe are at the one, 
And at the other, is my good friend Cateihy ; 
Where nothing can proceede, that touchcth vs, 
Whereof 1 {halt not haue intelligence : 
Tell him his Fcares are fliillow, without inftance. 
And for his Dreamcs, 1 wonder hcr's fo timple, 
To truft the mock'ry of vnquict (lumbers. 
To flyc the Bore, before the Bore purfues, 
Were to incenfe the Bore to follow vs, 
And make purfuit, where he did meane no chafe. 
Goe, bid thy Mailer rife, and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he (hall fee the Bore will vfc vs kindly. 

Mtff. He goe, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. 

Exit. 

Enter Cateihy. 

Catet. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord. 

Hail. Good morrow Cateihy, you are early stirring : 
What newes, what newes, in this our tott'ring State? 

Catei. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord : 
And I beleeue will neuer ftand vpright, 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realmc. 

Haft. How weare the Carland ? 
Doelt thou meane the Crownc ? 
Catei. I, my good Lord. 

Haft. We haue this Crown of mine cut fro my moulders, 
Before He fee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac'd : 
But canft thou gueffe, that he doth ayme at it ? 

Catei. I, 
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Cans. I, on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his panic, Kir the gaine thereof: 
And thereupon he fendt you this good newet, 
That this fame very day your enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becaufe they haue beene ftill my aducrfaries : 
But, that He giue my voice on Richard* fide, 
To barre my Matters Heires in true Defccnt, 
God knowes I will not doc it, to the death. 

Cue:. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious 
minde. 

Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a twelue-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Matter* hate, 
1 liuc to looke vpon their Tragedic. 
Well Cattily, ere a fort-night make me older, 
lie fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on't. 

Catet. 'Tis a vile thing to dye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprepar'd, and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrouj, monftrousf and fo falls it out 
With Riuer!,Vaughan,Grey : and fo 'twill doe 
With fome men elfe, that thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou and I, who(as thou know'ft) are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

CattJ. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 

Haft. I know they doc, and I hauc well deferu'd it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your Bore-fpcarc man ! 
Feare you the Bore, and goe fo vnprouided ? 

Sum. My Lord good morrow, good morrow Qatetby: 
You may icaft on, but by the holy Rood, 
I doe not like thefe fcuerall Councels, I. 

Haft. My Lord, I hold my Life as deare as yours, 
And neuer in my dayes, 1 doe protcft, 
Was it fo precious to me, as 'tis now : 
Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fecurc, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Sta.The Lords at Pomfret, whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund, and fuppos'd their ftates were lure, 
And they indeed had no caufe to miltruft : 
But yet you fee, how foone the Day o're-caft. 
This fudden flab of Rancour I mifdoubt : 
Pray God (I fay) I proue a needlcfTe Coward. 
What, Hull we toward the Tower ? the day it fpent. 

Haft. Come, come, haue with you : 
Wot you what, my Lord, 
To day the Lords you talke of, are beheaded. 

Sw.They, for their truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Then fome that haue accus'd them, wcarc their Hats. 
But come, my Lord, let's away. 

Enter a Purfuiuant. 

Haft. Goe on before, He talke with this good fellow. 

Exit Lord Stanley, and Catetby. 
How now.Sirrha ? how goes the World with thee? 

Purf. The better, that your Lordfhip pleafe to aike. 

Haft. I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now, 
Then when thou met'ft me laft, where now we meet : 
Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, 
By the fuggeftion of the Queencs Allycs. 
But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 
This day thofc Enemies are put to death, 



And I in better ftate then ere I was. 

Purf. God hold it, to your Honors good content. 
Haft. Gramercie fellow : there, drinke that for me. 

Ft '.Tn bim bit Purfe. 
Purf. I thankc your Honor. £arfr Purfuiuant. 

Enter a Pritft. 

Trieft. Well met, my Lord, I am glad to fee your Ho- 
nor. 

Ha!}. I thanke thee, good Sir Iobn, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt, for your laft Exercife :. 
Come the next Sabboth, and I will content you. 

Prieft. He wait vpon your Lordfhip. 

Enter 'Buckingham. 

Hue. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine ? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they doe need the Prieft, 
Your Honor hath no fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talke of, came into my minde. 
What, goe you toward the Tower? 

But. I doe, my Lord, but long I cannot ftay there : 
I (hall returne before your Lordjhip, thence. 

Haft. Nay like enough, for I ftay Dinner there. 

Buc. And Supper too, although thou know'ft it not. 
Come, will you goe ? 

Haft. lie wait vpon your Lordfhip. . Exeunt. 



Seen a Tert'ta. 



Enter Sr Richard Ratcliffe, vritb Halberdt, carrying 
tbe NMei to death at Vtmfret. 

Riuen. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 
To day (halt thou behold a Scbied die, 
For Truth, for Dutie, and for Loyal tie. 

Qrey. God blefle the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fuckcrs. 

Vaugb. You liue, that (hall cry woe for this heere- 
after. 

Rat. Difpatch, the limit of your Liue* is out. 

Riuers. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody Prifon ! 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peere* : 
Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 
'Richard the Second here was hackt to death : 
And for more (lander to thy difmall Seat, 
Wee giue to thee our guiltlefle blood to drinke. 

Grey. Now Margareti Curfe i* falne vpon our Heads, 
When fhee cxclaim'd on HaJiingt, you, and I, 
For (binding by, when Richard ftab'd her Sonne. 

Riuen. Then (urs'd fhee Richard, 
Then curs'd fhee 'Buckingham, 
Then curs'd fhee HaHingt. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them, as now for vs : 
And for my Sifter, and her Princely Sonne*, 
Be fatisfy'd, deare God, with our true blood, 
Which, as thou know'ft, vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Make hafte, the houre of death it expiate. 

Riuert. Come Crrjr.come Maugham, let vs here embrace. 
Farewell, vntill we meet againe in Heauen. 

Exeunt. 
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Scana Quarta. 



Enter c B*c{i*gham, Darby, HaBingi, t Bijhof of Ely, 
NtrfrUe, Ratcliffe, Louell,vttb others, 
at a Table. 

Haft. Now Noble Pec res, the caufc why we are met, 
It to determine of the Coronation : 
In Gods Name fpeake,when is the Royall day ? 

Buck.. I» all things ready for the Royall rime ? 

Darb. It is, and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To morrow then I iudge a happie day. 

Buc^.V/bo knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ? 

Ely. Your Grace, we thinke, foould fooneft know his 
minde. 

< Bue^. We know each others Faces : for our Hearts, 
He knowes no more of mine, then I of yours, 
Or I of his,my Lord, then you of mine: 
Lord Haftings, you and he are neere in loue. 

Haft. I thanke his Grace, I know he louei me well : 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
I haue not founded him, nor he deliuer'd 
His gracious plcafure any way therein : 
But you, my Honorable Lords, may name the time, 
And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my Voice, 
Which I prefume hee'le take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Ely. In happie time, here comes the Duke himfelfe. 

/fai>. My Noble Lords,and Coufins all, good morrow: 
I haue beene long a fleeper: but I truft, 
My abfence doth neglect no great defigne, 
Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

Buc{. Had you not come vpon your Q^my Lord, 
William, Lord llaftirgt, had pronoune'd your part ; 
I meane your Voice, for Crowning of the King. 

Rkb.lhtn my Lord Haftingi,no man might be bolder, 
His Lordlhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 
My Lord of Ely, when 1 was laft in Holborne, 
I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
I doe beieech you, fend for fome of them. 

Ely. Mary and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 

Exit Bijbep. 

"Rich. Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Cateiby hath founded HaBingt in our bufinefle, 
And findes the teftie Gentleman fo hot, 
That he will lofo his Head, ere giue confent 
Hi* Mafters Child, as worfhipfolly he tearmes it, 
Shall lofe the Royaltic of England* Throne. 

Buc{. Withdraw your felfc a while, He goe with you. 

Darb.VJe haue not yet fet downe this day of Triumph : 
To morrow, in my Judgement, is too fudden, 
For I my felfo am not fo well prouided, 
As clfe I would be, were the day prolong'J. 

Enter tbe Biflxf of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glofter? 
I haue fent for thefo Strawberries. 

Ha. Ha Grace looks chearfolly k fraooth this morning, 



There's fome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 
I thinke there's neuer a man in Chriftendome 
Can leffer hide his loue, or hate, then hee, 
For by his Face ftraight fliall you know his Heart. 

Darb.W hit of his Heart pcrceiue you in his Face, 
By any liuelyhood he Aew'd to day ? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had Ihewne it in his Lookes. 

Enter Richard, an J Buckingham. 

Rub. I pray you all, tell me what they deferue, 
That doe confpire my death with diuellifo Plots 
Of damned Witchcrart,and that haue preuail'd 
Vpon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes. 

Haft. The tender loue I bearc your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward, in this Princely prelence, 
To doome th'Offcndors, whofoe're they be : 
I fay, my Lord, they haue deferued death. 

Rich. Then be your eyes the witneffe of their euill. 
Looke how I am bewitch'd : behold, mine Arme 
Is like a blafted Sapling, wither'd vp t 
And this is EuwarJs Wife, that monftrous Witch, 
Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 
That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this deed, my Noble Lord. 

Rich. If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk'ft thou to me of lri : thou art a Traytor, 
Off with his Head ; now by Saint Taul I fweare, 
I will not dine,vntill I fee the fame. 
Loutll and 'Ratcliffe, looke that it be done : Exeunt. 
The reft that loue me, rife, and follow me. 

eManet 'Uuell and Ratcliffe, vitb tbe 
Lord Haftingt. 

Haft. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might haue prcuented this : 
Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowfe our Helmet, 
And I did fcorne it, nJ difdaine to flye : 
Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did ftumblc, 
And ftartcd, when he look'd vpon the Tower, 
As loth to beare me to the fbughter-houfe. 

0 now I need the Pricft, that lpake to me : 

1 now repent I told the Purfuiuant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Pom fret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And 1 my felfe fecurc, in grace and fauour. 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heauie Curie 
Is lighted on poore Hailingi wretched Head. 

&i.Come,come,difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a ftiort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. 

Haft. O momentarie grace of mortall men, 
Which we more hunt for, then the grace of God ! 
Who buildt hit hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Liues like a drunken Sayleron a Maft, 
Readic with euery Nod to tumble downe, 
Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 

Lou. Come, come, difpatch, 'tis bootlefle to exclaime. 

Hat?. O bloody Richard: miferable England, 
I prophecie the fearefull'ft time to thee, 
That euer wretched Age hath look'd vpon. 
Come,lead me to the Block, beare him my Head, 
They fmile at me, who foortly Ihill be dead. 

Exeunt. 

f Enter 
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Enter R ieba . •,/, and 'But gingham, in rotten Armeur, 
marutlkui ill-favoured. 
Richard. Come Coulin, 
Canft thou quake, and change thy colour, 
Murtber thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin, and (top againe, 
As If thou were diftraught.and mad with terrorP 

Biu{. Tut, I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
Spcakc.and loolte backc,and prie on euery fide, 
Tremble and (tart at wagging of a Straw : 
Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookes 
Are at my feruice, like enforced Smiles j 
And both are rcadie in their Offices, 
At any time to grace my Stratagemes. 
But what, is Catetby gone? 

Hicb. He is, and fee he brings the Maior along. 

Enter the Maior t and Catetby. 
t Buct\. Lord Maior. 

Rich. Lookc to the Draw-Bridge there. 

*Bue{. Hearke.a Drumme. 

Rieb, CWr.ore-looke the Walls. 

t Bue^. Lord Maior, the reaibn we haue fent. 

Rich. Looke back, defend thee, here are Enemies. 

'Buc{. God and our lnnocencie defend, and guard vs. 

Enter Louell and Ratcltjfe, with Haftingt Head. 

Rieb. Be patient, they are friends: Rattlifft, and Lentil. 

Ltiuell. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traytor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpc&cd Haftingt. 

Rieb. So deare I lou'd the man, that I muft weepe: 
I tooke him for the plained harmclefle Creature, 
That breath'd vpon the Earth, a Chriftian. 
Made him my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her l'ecret thought*. 
So (month he dawb'd his Vice with fliew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, 
I mcanc, his Conuerfation with i>bcrci Wife, 
He liu'd from all attainder of fufpt&s. 

<Bue{. Well, well, he was the coucrtft (heltred Traytor 
That euer liu'd. 

Would you imagine, or a I mo ft beleeue, 
Wert not, that by great prcferuation 
We liue to tell it, that the fubtill Traytor 
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houfe, 
To murther me, and my good Lord of Glofter. 
Maior. Had he done fo? 

Rieb. What? thinke yon we arc Turkes.or Infidels? 
Or that we would, a gain ft the forme of Law, 
Proceed thus raftily in the Villalnes death, 
But that the extreme perill of the cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie, 
Enforc'd vs to this Execution. 

Maior. Now faire befall you, he deferu'd his death, 
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfe Traytors from the like Attempts. 

'Buck). I neuer look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miftrcfle Shore : 
Yet had we not determin'd he mould dye, 
Vntill your Lordftup came to fee his end, 
Which now the louing hafte of thefe our friends, 
Something againft our meanings, haue prcuented ; 
Becaufe,my Lord, I would haue had you heard 
The Traytor fpeake, and timoroufly conferte 
The manner and the purpofeof his Treafons : 



That you might well haue fignify'd the fame 
Vnto the Citizens, who haply may 
Mifconfter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

AS.> i'..,t,iiiv good Lord, your Graces words ftul feme, 
As well as I had (ecne,and heard him fpeake : 
And doe not doubt, right Noble Princes both, 
But He acquaint our dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe. 

Rieb. And to that end we wiflTd your Lordftup here, 
Tauoid the Ccnfures of the carping World. 

t Buc{ Which fince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witneflc what you heare we did intend j 
And fo,my good Lord Maior, we bid farwell. 

Exit Motor. 

Rieb. Goe after, after, Coufin 'Buckingham. 
The Maior towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all poire : 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children : 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Onely for faying,he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning indeed his Houfe, 
Which, by the Signe thereof, was tcaraied fo. 
Moreouer. vrgc his haterull Luxurie, 
And beaftiall appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ftretcht vnto their Seruants, Daughters, Wiues, 
Euen where his raging eye, or fauage heart, 
Without controll, luftcd to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus farre come neere my Perfon : 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward; Noble 7V^r, 
My Princely Father,then had Warm in France, 
And by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the llTue was not his begot : 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere farre oft", 
Beta ufe, my Lord, you know my Mother liues. 

< Buc{. Doubt nut, my Lord, lie play the Orator, 
As if the Golden Fee, for which 1 plead, 
Were for my felfe : and fo, my Lord, a due. 

KJcb.lf you thriue wel, bring them to Baynards CaftJe, 
Where you (hall finde me well accompanied 
With reuerend Fathers, and well-learned Bifttops. 

Buc^. I goe, and towards three or foure a Clocke 
Looke tor the Ncwes that the Guild-Hall affoord*. 

Exit Buckingham. 

Rieb. Goe Louell with all fpeed to Doctor Sbtrw, 
Goe thou to Fryer Peu{er, bid them both 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftle. Exit. 
Now will 1 goe to take fome priuie order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to giue order, that no manner perfon 
Haue any time rccourfe vnto the Princes. Exeunt. 

Enter a Seriuentr. 
Scr. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haftmgt, 
Which in a fet Hand fairely is cngrols'd, 
That it may be to day read o're in faults. 
And markc how well the l'equell hangs together : 
Elcuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer, 
For yefter-night by Catetby was it fent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
And yet within the^e fiue houres Haftingt liu'd, 
Vntainted, vnexamin'd, tree, at libertie. 
Here's a good World the while. 

Who is fo grade, that cannot fee this palpable deuice ? 

Yet I 
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Yet who fo bold, but fayes he feet it not ? 

Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 

When fuch ill dealing mull be feene in thought. Exit. 

Enter Richard and 'Buckingham at Jtvtrall Doorei. 

Rich. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens ? 

•Burt. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizen* are mum, fay not a word. 

Rich. Toucht you the Baftardie of Edwardt Children r 
•. I did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his Contract by Deputie in France, 
Th'vnfatiate greedinefle of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the Citie Wiues, 
His Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne Baftardie, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withall, I did inferre your Lineaments, 
Being the right Idea of your Father, 
Both in your forme, and NoblenefTe of Minde : 
Layd open all your Victories in Scotland, 
Your Difcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace, 
Your Bonn tic, Vertue, faire Humilitie : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 
Vntoucht, or fleightly handled in dilcourfe. 
And when my Oratoric drew toward end, 
I bid them that did loue their Countries good, 
Cry, God faue Richard, EngUnds Royall King. 

TRjcb. And did they fo ? 

Buc{. No,fo God helpe me, they fpake not a word, 
But like dumbe Statues, or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale t 
Wb/ich when I faw, I reprehended them, 
And ask'd the Maior, what meant this wilfull filence ? 
His anfwer was, the people were not vfed 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was vrg'd to tell my Talc againe : 
Thus fayth the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, 
But nothing fpoke, in warrant from himfelfe. 
When he had done, fame followers of mine owne, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurld vp their Caps, 
And fome tenne voyecs cry'd, God faue King Richard : 
And thus I tooke the vantage of thofe few. 
Thankes gentle Citizens, and friends, quoth I, 
This generall applaufe,and cbearefull ihowt, 
Argues your wifdome, and your loue to Richard : 
And euen here brake off, and came away. 

Rich. What tongue-lefle Blockes were they, 
Would they not fpeake ? 

Will not the Maior then, and his Brethren, come? 

Bucks The Maior is here at hand : intend fome fcare, 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mightie fuit : 
And looke you get a Prayer- Booke in your band, 
And ftind betweene two Church-men, good my Lord, 
For on that ground He make a holy Defcant : 
And be not cafily wonne to our reaucfts, 
Play the Maids part,flill anfwer nay, and take it. 

Rich. I goe : and if you plead as well for them, 
As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, 
No doubt we bring it to a happie iffue. 
'Bucks Go, go vp to the Leads, the Lord Maior knocks. 
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Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. 
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Lord to my 



c Back c Now Cotciiy, 
requcft? 

Cateiby. He doth entreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vifit him to morrow, or nezt day : 
He is within, with two right reuerend Fathers, 
Diuinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no Worldly fuites would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exercife. 

( Buck t . Returne,good Cateiby, to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my felfe, the Maior and Aldermen, 
In deepe defignes, in matter of great moment, 
No leiTc importing then our generall good, 
Are come to haue fome conference with his Grace. 

Catetby. He fignifie fo much vnto him ftraight. Exit. 

'Buc{ Ah ha » m y Lo"** this Prince "«* not an Edward, 
He is not lulling on a lewd Loue- Bed, 
But on his Knees, at Meditation : 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 
Not deeping, to engroffe his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watch till I Soule. 
Happie were England, would this vertuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soueraigntic thereof. 
But fure 1 fejre we fhall not winne him to it. 

Mahr. Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay vs 
nay. 

Bucks 1 feare he wiH ! nerc Catetby comes againe. 

Enter Cateiby. 
Now Cateiby, what fayes his Grace? 

Catetby. He wonders to what end you haue afTcmbled 
Such troopes of Citizens, to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He feares, my Lord, you meane no good to him, 
Buc\. Sorry I am, my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufped me, that I meane no good to him : 
By Heauen, we come to him in perfit loue, 
And fo once more returne,and tell his Grace. Exit. 
When holy and deuout Religious men 
Are at their Beades,'tii much to draw them thence, 
So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Richard ahft, betweene two 'Bijhoft. 
Mahr. See where his Grace Hands, tweene two Clergie 
men. 

'Buck,. Two Props of Vertue, for a ChriAian Prince, 
To flay him from the fall of Vanitie : 
And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable care to our requefts, 
And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy Deuotion.and right ChriAian Zeale. 

Hicb. My Lord, there needes no fuch Apologie : 
I doe befecch your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earneft in the feruicc of my God, 
Deferr'd the vifitation of my friends. 
But leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure ? 

Buck_. Euen that (I hoprj which pleafeth God aboue, 
And all good men, of this vngouern'd He. 

Rich. I doe (ulp.il I haue done fome offence, 
That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

f a Buck; You 
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c Buc\. You haue, my Lord : 
Would it might plcafe your Grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Land. 

*Burl(. Know then, it is your fault, that you refigne 
The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maiefticall, 
Tffe Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, 
Your State of Fortune, and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lineal] Glory of your Royall Houfe, 
To the corruption of a hlcmifht Stock ; 
Whiles in the mildnefle of your flee pie thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Countries good, 
The Noble lie doth want his proper Limmes : 
His Face defae'd with skarres of Infamic, 
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoft fhouldred in the fwallowing Gulfe 
Of darke Forget fulncfle, and deepe Obliuion. 
Which to recure,we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfc to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Gouernment of this your Land : 
Not as Proteclor, Steward, Subftitute, 
Or lowly Factor, for another* gaine ; 
But as fuccefliuely, from Blood to Blood, 
Your Right of Birth, your Empyrie, your owne. 
For this, conforted with the Citizens, 
Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends, 
And by their vehement inftigation, 
In this iuft Caufe come I to moue your Grace. 

'Rjcb. I tannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeakc in your reproofe, 
Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
If not to anfwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tonguc-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yeelded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 
If to reproue you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon'd with your faithfull loue to me, 
Then on the other fide I check'd my friends. 
Therefore to fpeake.and to auoid the firft, 
And then in (peaking, not to incurrc the laft, 
Definitiuely thus I anfwer you. 
Your loue defcrues my thankes, but my defcrt 
Vnmeritable, fhunnes your high rcqucft. 
Firft, if all Obftacles were cut away, 
And that my Path were euen to the Crowne, 
As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth : 
Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit, 
So mightic, and fb manie my defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my Greatneffe, 
Being a Barke to brookc no mightie Sea ; 
Then in my Greatneffe couct to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory fmother'd. 
But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to helpe you, were there need : 
The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit, 
Which mellow'd by the ftealing howres of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Maieftie, 
And make (no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne. 
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 
Which God defend that I mould wring from him. 

My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice, and triuiall, 
All circumftances well confidored. 
You fay, that Edward is your Brothers Sonne, 
! So fay we too, but not by Edwardi Wife : 



For firft was he contract to Lady Lutit, 

Your Mother liues a Witnefle to his Vow j 

And afterward by fubftitutc betroth *d 

To 'Bent, Sifter to the King of France. 

Thefe both put off, a poore Petitioner, 

A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes, 

A Beautie-waining,and diftreffed Widow, 

Euen in the after-noone of her beft dayes, 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch, an J height of his degree, 

To bafe declenfion,and loath'd Bigamie. 

By her, in his vnlawfull Bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 

More bitterly could 1 expoftulatc, 

Sauc that for reuerence to fome aliue, 

I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then good, my Lord, take to your Royall felfc 

This proffer'd benefit of Dignitie : 

If not to blefle vsand the Land withall, 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 

From the corruption of abufing times, 

Ynto a Lineall true dcriued courfe. 

Maior. Do good my Lord, your Citizens entreat you. 

Huclr. Refute not, mightie Lord, this proffer'd loue. 

Catnb. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. 

Rich. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me ? 
I am vnfit for State,and Maieftie : 
I doe befeech you take it not amiffe, 
I cannot, nor 1 will not yeeld to you. 

Bvc{. If you refufe it, as in loue and zeale, 
Loth to depofe the Child, your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tendernefTe of heart, 
And gentle, kinde, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 
And egally indecde to all Eftates : 
Yet know, where you accept our fuit, or no, 
Your Brothers Sonne fhall neuer reigne our King, 
But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe : 
And in this refolution here we leaue you. 
Come Citizens, we will entreat no more. Bxeunr. 
. £>/M£.Call him againe, fwect Prince, accept their fuit: 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it. 

Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares. 
Call them againe, 1 am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soule. 

Enter Hiic{itigbam,and tbt rtft. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graue men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her burthen, where I will or no. 
I muft haue patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandall.or foule-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofition, 
Your meere enforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftayne* thereof } 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How farre I am from the defire of this. 

Mahr. God bleffe your Grace, wee fee it, and will 
fay it. 

Rich. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 
"Buc^. Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long liue King Richard, Englands worthie King. 
All. Amen. 

To morrow may it plcafe you to be Crown'd. 
RUb. Euen when you plcafe, for you will haue it fo. 

'Buc{. To 
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Hue\. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo mod ioyfully we uke our lcaue. 

T^icb. Come, let t« to our holy Worke againe. 
Farewell my Coufm*, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 



ABus Quartus. Scena 'Prima. 



Enter tbe Queene, Ann, Duebtfft of Gloutefter, tbt 
Dutbeji of Ytrfaand Maripujt Dorp. 

Dueb.Ttrbe. Who mcete* »s heere? 
My Neece Tlantagenet, 

Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter ? 
Now, for my Lifc.fhee's wandring to the Tower, 
On pure hearts louc, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God giue your Graces both, a happie 
And a ioyfull time of day. 

Qj'. As much to you, good Sifter: whither away ? 

Anne. No farther then the Tower, and as I gueffe, 
Vpon the like deuotion at your felues, 
To gratulate the gentle Prince* there. 

Qu. Kind Sifter thanket, wee'le enter all together : 

Enter tbt Lieutenant. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant come*. 

Mafler Lieutenant, pray you, by your leaue, 

How doth the Prince, and my young Sonne of Ycr^ef 

Lieu. Right well, deare Madame : by your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to vifit them, 
The King hath flriftly charg'd the contrary. 

!$u. The King ? who's that ? 

Lieu. I meane, the Lord Protector. 

£%u. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath he fet bound* bctweene their louc, and me ' 
I am their Mother, who fhall barre me from them ? 

'Dueb.Ycrke. I am their Father* Mother, 1 will fee 
them. 

yArw.Thcir Aunt I am in law,in loue their Mother: 
Then bring me to their fights, He bearc thy blame, 
And uke thy Office from thee, on my perill. 

Lieu. No, Madame, no; I may not lcaue it fo : 
I am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 

Exit Lieutenant. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
And He falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
And reuerend looker on of two faire Queene*. 
Come Madair.e.you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned Kjibardi Koyall Queene. 

£}u. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 
That my pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, 
Or elfe 1 fwoone with thi» dead-killing newe*. 

Anne. Defpightfull tidings,0 vnplealing newe*. 

DtrJ. Be of good cheare : Mother, how fare* your 
Grace J 

Qu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and Defrniclion dogges thee at thy heeles, 
Thy Mothers Name U ominoo* to Children. 
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If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, goe crofTe the Seas, 
And liue with J^iebmend,from the reach of Hell. 
Goe hye thee,hye thee fiom this flaughter-houfc, 
Left thou encreafe the number of the dead, 
And make me dye the thrall of Margaret! Curfe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor England* counted Queene. # 

Stanley.FM of wife care.i* this your counlaile, Madame: 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the I lowrcs : 
You fhall haue Letters from me to my Sonne, 
In your behalfe,to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'ne tardie by vnwife delay. 

Ducb. Ycr^e. O ill difperfing Winde of Mifcrie, 
O my accurfed Wombe.the Bed of Death : 
A Ccckatrice haft thou hatcht to the World, 
Whole vnauoided Eye is murtherous. 

Stanley. Come, Madame, come, 1 in all hafte was fent. 

Anne. And I with all »nwillingnclTe will goe. 

0 would to God, that the incluliue Verge 

Of Golden Mcttall,that muft round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steele, to feare me to the Braines, 
Anoyntcd let me be with deadly Venome, 
And dye ere men can fay, God faue the Queene. 

iija. Goe, goe, poore foule, I enuie not thy glory, 
To feed my humor, wifh thy felfe no harme. 

Anne. No: why? When he that is my Husband now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henrin Corfe, 
When fcarce the blood was well wafht from his hands, 
Which i(Tued from my other Angell Husband, 
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd ! 
O.when I fay I look'd on R/VAWj Face, 
This was my Wifh : Be thou (quoth 1) accurft, 
For making me,fo young, fo old a Widow : 
And when thou wed'ft.let forrow haunt thy Bed ; 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad, 
More mifcrablc, by the Life of thee, 
Then thou haft made me, by my deare Lords death, 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curfe againe, 
Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart 
GrolTely grew captiue to his honey words, 
And prou'd the fubiect of mine owne Soules Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft : 
For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enioy the golden de«w of flcepe. 
But with hit timorout Dreames was (till awak'd. 
Bcfides,he hates me for my Father Vat wit kf, 
And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. 

Shi. Poore heart adieu, 1 pittie thy complaining. 

%Annt. No more, then with my foule I mournc for 
yours. 

Dirf. Farewell, thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
.Anne. Adieu , poore foule , that tak'ft thy leaue 

of it. 

Du.T.Go thou to Ricbmond t fe good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Riebard,ind good Angels tend thee, 
Go thou to SanHuaric,and good thoughts polTciTc thee, 

1 to my Grauc, where peace and reft lye with mee. 
Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue 1 feene, 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

Shi. Stay, yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 
Pitty,you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Enuie hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones, 
Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes : vfc my Babies well ; 
So foolifh Sorrowes bid* your Stones farewell. 

fj W 
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Scena Secunda. 



% Seund a Secret. Enter Ri.hard in pomfe, Buc- 
kjngbam,Cateiby, Rattlifft, Lwti. 

Ricb. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. 

Bucks My grac'ous Soucraigne. 

Rub. Giue me thy hand. Sound. 
Thus high, by thy aduice,and thy afliftance, 
Is King Riibard fcated : 
But mall wc weare thcfe Glories for a day ? 
Or mall they hit, and we tcioyee in them ? 

'£uc{ Still liue thcy.and for eucr let them laft. 

Rub. Ah Buc{ingLam,now doc I play the Touch, 
To trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 
Young E,<V,Wliuc5,thinkc now what I would fpeake. 

'Bucks Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich. Whv 'Buckingham, I fay I would be King. 

'Buc{. Why fo you arc, my tiiricc-rcnowncd Lord. 

Kick. Ha ? am I King f "lis fo : but Edward liue*. 

l Buck_ True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter conlcquence ! 
That Edward ftill mouli liue true Noble Prince. 
Coufin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 
Shall 1 be plainc? 1 with the Baftardt dead, 
And 1 would haue it fuddenly perform 'd. 
What fay'rt thou now? fpeake fuddenly, be bricfe. 

'Bucks Your Grace may doe your pleafure. 
Ricb. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindntfie freezes : 
Say, haue I thy confent.that they dull dye ? 

Buc.C'tae me fomc litle breath, fome pawfe.deare Lord, 
Before I pofitiucly fpeake in this : 
I will refolue you herein prcfcntly. Exit Bucks 

Catesby. The King is angry, Ice he gnawes his Lippc. 
Ricb. I will conuerlc with Iron-witted Foolcs, 
I And vnrclpccViue Buyes : none are for me, 
That looke into me with confiderate eyes, 
High-reaching 'Buckingham growes circumfpecl. 
Boy. 

Page. My Lr>rd. 

Ricb. Know'it thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofc exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will ( no doubt ) tempt him to any thing. 

RJcb. What is his Name? 

Page. His Name, my Lord, is Ttrrell. 

'Rich. I partly know the man : goc call him hkl.er, 
Boy. Exit. 
The deepc reuoluing wittic 'Buckingham, 
No more /hall be the neighbor to my counfailes. 
Hath he fo long held out with me.vntyr'd, 
And flops he now for breath ? Well, be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what's the newes? 

Stanley. Know my louing Lord, the Marqueflc Derftt 
As I hcarc, is Med to Richmond, 
In the parts where he abides. 

Rick. Come hither Catesty, rumor it abroad, 
That Anne my Wife is very grieuous fickc, 



I will take order for her keeping clofc. 

Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman, 

Whom 1 will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter : 

The Boy is foolilh,and I fcarc not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ft : 1 fay againe, giue out, 

That j4»»e,my Ojjcene.is ficke.and like to dye. 

About it, for it ftand* me much vpon 

To flop all hopes, whole growth may dammage me. 

I muft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter, 

Or clfc my Kingdome (lands on brittle Glade : 

Murther her Brothers,and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine. But I am in 

So farrc in blood, that finne will pluck on fume, 

Teare-falling Pittic dwells not in this Eye. 

Enter Tyrrtl. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lamet Tyrrel,*nd your moft obedient fubiec*. 

Ricb. Art thou indeed ? 

Tyr. Froue me, my gracious Lord. 

Ricb. Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine I 

Tyr. Pleafe you : 
But 1 had rather kill two enemies. 

Ricb. Why then thou haft it 1 two deepc enemies, 
Foes to my Reft, and my fweet deepc* difturbcrs, 
Arc they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 
Tyrrel, I meane thofe Baftards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me haue open meane* to come to them, 
And foonc He rid you from the feare of them. 

Ricb. Thou fing'rt fweet Mufique : 
Hcarke,comc hither Tyrrel, 

Goc by this token : rife,and lend thine Earc, WbiJPtrt. 
There is no more but fo : fay it it done, 
And I will loue thee, and preferre thee for it. 

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit. 

Enter 'Buckingham. 

Tiu,\. My Lord, I haue confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Ricb. Well, let that reft : Dor jet is fled to Richmond. 

'Bucks I heare the newc*,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hee is your Wiues Sonne : well, looke 
vnto it. 

Buclt. My Lord, I clayme the gift, my due by promife, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd, 
Th'Earledome of Hertford,and the moueables, 
Which you haue promifed I (hall polfciTe. 

'Rjcb. Stanley looke to your Wire : if fhe conucy 
Letters to Ricbmend,you (hall anfwer it. 

'Bucks What fayes your Highneflc to my iuft requeft f 

Ricb. I doe remember me, Henry the Sixt 
Did prop fitcic, that Richmond (hould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeuiftt Boy. 
A King perhaps. 

'Buck;. May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 

Ricb. Thou troubled me, I am not in the vainc. Exit. 

Bucks And is it thus? repayes he my deep* feruicc 
With fuch contempt? made 1 him King for this ? 
O let me thinke on Hajiing},ind be gone 
To Btccnock, while my fearefull Head is on. Exit. 

Enter Tyrrel. 
Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodic Aft is done, 
The moft arch deed of pitrjous maflacrc 

That 

Ss° 
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That euer yet this Land was guilty of : 
Digbton and Forrefi, who I did fuborne 
To do this pecce of ruthfull Butchery, 
Albeit they were flefht Villained, bloody Dogges, 
Melted with tenderncflc, and milde companion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths (ad Story. 
O thus (quoth Digbton) lay the gentle Babel : 
Thus, thus (quoth Farrefi) girdling one another 
Within their Alablaflcr innocent Armes : 
Their lips were foure red Rofci on a (hike, 
And in their Summer Beauty kill each other. 
A Booke of' Prayers on their pillow lay, 
Which one (quoth Forreli) almoft chang'd my minde : 
But oh the Diuell, there the Villaine ftopt : 
When 'Digbton thus told on, we fmothcred 
I The moll rcpleniihcd fweet worke of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation ere (he framed. 
Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
They could not l'pcake, and fo I left them both, 
To bearc this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Ricbard. 

And heere he comes. All health my Soucraigne Lord. 

Rie. Kinde Tirrr/i, am I happy in thy Newcs. 

Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge, 
Beget your happinefle, be happy then, 
For it is done. 

Ricb. But did'fl thou fee them dead. 

Tir. I did my Lord. 

Ricb. And buried gentle Tirrtll. 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. 

Ricb. Come to me Tirrel foone, and after Supper, 
When thou (halt tell the procefTe of their death. 
Meane time, but thinke how I may do the good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire. 
Farewell till then. 

Tir. I humbly take my leauc. 

Ricb. The Sonne of Clarence haue 1 pent vp clofe, 
His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 
The Sonncs of Edward (leepe in Ahrabami bofome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
At yong Eliaabetb my brothers daughter, 
And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
To hcT go I, a iolly thriuing wooer. 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Ricb. Good or bad newcs, that thou com'il in fo 
bluntly ? 

Rat. Bid news my Lord, cMcurton Is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welfhmcn 
Is in the field, and dill his power encreafeth. 

J(ieb. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
Then Buckingham and his rafli leuied Strength. 
Come, 1 haue learn'd, that fearful] commenting 
Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery : 
Then ficrie expedition be my wing, 
loues Mercury.and Herald for a King : 
Go mufter men : My counfaile is my Sheeld, 
We mull be breefe, when Traitors braue the Field. 

Exeunt, 



Si' 



Scena T ?rtia. 



Enttr eld Quant Margaret. 

Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Heere in thefc Confines (lily haue 1 lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction, am I witnelle to, 
And will to France, hoping the confequencc 
Will proue as bitter, blacke, and Tragicall. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere ? 

Enttr 'Dutcbtffe and Qutene. 

Qu. Ah my poore Princes! ah my tender Babes : 
My vnblowcd Flowres, new appearing fweets : 
If yet your gentle foulcs flyc in the Ayre, 
And be not rlxt in doomc perpetual!, 
Houer about me with your aycry wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant momc, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many mifcrics haue craz'd my voyce, 
That my woe- wearied tongue is Hill and mute. 
Edvard Plantagtntt , why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plant agtntt doth quit Plantagtntt, 
Edvard for Edvard, payes a dying debt. 

Qu. Wilt thou, O God, (lye from fuch gentle Lambo, 
And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe f 
When didfl thou (leepe, when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When holy Harry d)cd,and my fweet Sonne. 

Dut Dead life, blind fight, poore motull liuing ghoft, 
Woes Scene, Worlds lhame, Graurs due, by life vfurpt, 
Breefe abftralt and record of tedious dayes, 
Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 
Vnlawfully made drunkc with innocent blood. 

Qu. Ah that thou would'il alToone affoord a Graue, 
As thou canft yeeld a mclancholly featc : 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft them heere, 
Ah who hath any caulc to mourne but wee ' 

e^lfar. If ancient forrow be moll teucrent, 
Giue mine the benefit of figncurie, 
And let my greefes frownc on the vppcr hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edvard, till a Richard ItiU'd him : 
I had a HusbarTd, till a Ricbard kill'd him : 
Thou had'ft an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou had'ft a Ricbard, till a Ricbard kill'd him. 

Dut. I had a Ricbard too, and thou did'll kilt him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou hop'ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had'ft a Clarinet too, 
And Ricbard kill'd him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death : 
That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke : 
That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules : 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 
Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 
O vpright, iuft, and true-difj>ofing God, 
How do 1 thanke thee, that this carnall Currc 

Prayes 
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Praycs on the iflue ot* his Mothers body, 
And mikes her Puc-fcllow with othcrt mone. 

Dut. Oh Harriet wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thine. 

ALir. Bearc with me : I am hungry for rcuenge, 
And now i cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward, 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Yong Vorkc, he it but boote, becaufe both they 
Matcht not the high perfection of my lofle. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab'd my Edward, 
And the beholders of this franticke play, 
Th'adulteratc Haflingt, Riueri t Vaughan,Gray, 
Vntimely fmother'd in their dusky Graues. 
Richard yet liucs, Hels blacke Intelligencer, 
Onely referu'd their Factor, to buy foulrs, 
AnJ (end them thither : But at hand, at hand 
Infucs his pittious and vnpitticd end. 
Earth gapes, Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, 
To haue him fodainlv conucy'd from hence : 
I Canccll his bond of life, deerc God I pray, 
That I may liue and fay, The Doggc is dead. 

Slu. O thou did'ft prophefie, the time would come, 
That I mould with for thee to helpc me curfe 
That bottcl'd Spider, that foule bunch-back'd Toad. 

Mar. I call'd thee then, vainc flourifh of my fortune: 
I call'd thee then,poore Shadow, painted Queen, 
The prefentation of but what 1 was ; 
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant ; 
One heau'd a high, to be hurl'd downe below : 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ; 
A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge 
To be the aymc of cuery d.ingerous Shot ; 
A figne of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 
A Queenc in icaft, onely to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Ioy ? 
Who fues.and kneelcs,and (ayes, God faue the Queenc? 
Where be the bending Pcercs that flattered thee? 
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy Wife, a moft diftrciTcd Widdow : 
For ioyfull Mother, one that wailcs the name : 
For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 
For Queenc, a very Caytiffe, crown'd with care : 
For (he that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me : 
For (he being feared of all, now fearing one : 
For (he commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courle of Iufticc whirl'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time, 
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, 
Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not 
Vfurpc the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 
Now thy proud Nccke, bcares halfc my burthen'd yoke, 
From which, cucn hcerc 1 flip my wearied head, 
And leaue the burthen of it all, on thee. 
Farwell Vorkcs wife, and Queenc of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifh woes, (hall mike roe fmile in France. 

Slu. O thou well skill'd in Curies, ftay a-while, 
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbeare to (lecpc the night, and raft the day s 
Compare dead h.ippineflc, with liuing woe : 
Thinke that thy Babes were fwecter then they were, 
And he that (lew them fowler then he is : 
Bctt'ring thy lofle, makes the bad caufer worfe, 



Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to Curfe. 

£(u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

Mar. Thy woes will make them (harpe, 
And pierce like mine. Exit Margaret. 

Dut. Why (hould calamity be full of words ? 

Qu. Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woet, 
A very fucceeders of intcftine ioyrs, 
Poore breathing Orators of miferies, 
Let them haue fcope, though what they will impart, 
Hclpe nothing els, yet do they eafe the hart. 

Dut. If fo then, be not Tongue-ty'd : go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words, let's Another 
My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sonnes fmother'd. 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in ezclaime*. 

Enter King Richard, aid hi< 'Traine. 

Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 

Dut. O (he, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 
From all the flaughters( Wretch) that thou haft done. 

Qu. Hid'ft thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Wherc't (hould be branded, if that right were right ? 
The daughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes, and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-ftauc, where arc my Children ? 

Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toadc, 
Where is thy Brother Clartnct ? 
And little Ned Plantagentt his Sonne ? 

%u. Where is the gentle %ium,' , )augb«n,Gray i 

Dut. Where is kinde Haftmgt ? 

Rid. A flourifti Trumpets, (hike Alarum Drummes I 
Let not the Heauens heare thefe Tell-tale women 
Raile on the Lords Annointcd. Strike I fay. 

Elaurip. lAlarumi, 
Either be patient, and intreat me fayre, 
Or with the clamorous report ofWarre, 
Thus will I drownc your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my Sonne ? 

Rub. I, 1 thankc God, my Father, and your fclfe. 

Dut. Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

Rich. Madam, I haue a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. O let mc fpcake. 

Rich. Do then, but He not heare. 

Dut: I will be milde, and gentle in my words. 

Ricb. And breefe (good Mother) for I am in haft. 

Dut. Art thou fo hafty? 1 haue ftaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony. 

Ricb. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dut. No by the holy Rood, thou know'ft it well, 
Thou cam'ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell. 
A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. 
Thy School-daies frightful), defp'ratc, wilde, and furious, 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold, and venturous : 
Thy Age confirm 'd, proud, fubtle, (lye, and bloody, 
More milde, but yet more harm (till ; Kinde in hatred : 
What comfortable hourc canft thou name, 
That euer grae'd me with thy company ? 

Rich. Faith none, but Humfrty Howcr, 
That call'd your Grace 
To Breakefaft once, forth of my company. 
If I be fo difgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on,and not offend you Madam. 
Strike vp the Drumme. 

Dut. I prythee heare me fpeake. 
Rub. 
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Rich. You fpcakt too bitterly. 
Dut. Heart roc a word : 
For 1 ih : 1. neuer fpeakc to thee againe. 
Rich. So. 

Dut. Either thou wilt dye, by Gods iud ordinance 
Ere from this warre thou turne a Conqueror : 
Or I with greefe and extrcame Age mail periw, 
And neuer more behold thy face againe. 
Therefore take with thee my mod greeuous Curfe, 
Which in the day of Battel! tyre thee more 
Then ail the comple.it Armour that thou wear'ft. 
My Prayers on the aducrfe party fight, 
And there the little ibulcs of Edxtardi Children, 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promiie them Succcuc and Victory : 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end t 
Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

S>u.Though far more caufe, yet much lefle fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, 1 fay Amen to her. 

Rich. Stay Madam, 1 mud tallce a word with you. 

2lu. 1 haue no more tonnes of the Royall Blood 
For thee to Daughter. For my Daughters {Richard) 
They trull be praying Nunncs,not weeping Qu cents : 
And therefore leuell not to hit their Hues. 

Rich. You haue a daughter call'd Elrzabetb, 
Vcrtuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious? 

Qu. And muft {he dye for this? U let her liue, 
And lie corrupt her Manners, Maine her Beauty, 
Slander my Selfc, as falfe to Edtrardi bed ; 
Throw ouer htr tht vaile of Infamy, 
So flic may liue vnfcarr'd of bleeding (laughter, 
I will confeflc fhe was not Edwjrdi daughter. 

Rich. Wrong not her Byrth.fhc is a Royall Princeflc. 

Qu. To lauc her life, lie fay (he is not lb. 

1(icb. Her life is fated onely in her byrth. 

Qu, And oncly in that fafcty,dytd her Brothers. 

Rich. Lot at their Birth, good darres were oppoflte. 

Qu. No, to their Hues, ill tritnds wtre contrary. 

c R\ich\ All vnauoyded is the doomc of Dcdiny. 

Qu. True : when auoyded grace mak.es Dcdiny. 
My babes were deftin'd to a fairer death, 
If grace had bled thee with a fairer life. 

Rid; You fpeake as if that I had flainemy Covins? 

g}u. Cofins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, 
Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life, 
Whole hand fbcuer lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indirectly) gaue direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy done-hard heart, 
To reuell in the Intrailes of my Lambcs. 
But that dill »fe of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, 
My tongue fhould to thy earcs not name my Boycs, 
Till that my Nayles were anchor'd in thine eyes : 
And 1 in fuch a defp'ratc Bay of death, 
Like a poore Barke, of Giles and tackling reft, 
Rum all to peeces on thy Rocky bofome. 

Rich. Madam, fo thriue 1 in my cnterprixe 
And dangerous fuccelTe of bloody warres, 
As I intend more good to you and your*, 
Then cucr you and yours by me were harm'd. 

i^u. What good is couer'd with the face of hcauen, 
To be difcoucrcd,th.it can do me good. 

RUb. Th'aduancemcnt of your children, gentle Lady 

Qu. Vp to fome Sofrbld, there to lofe their heads. 

'J(icb. Vnto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial! Type of this earths glory. 
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Qu. Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honor, 
Cand thou demite to any childc of mine. 

Rub. Euen all I haue; I, and my fclfc and all, 
Will I withall indow a childc of thine: 
So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofed I haue done to thee. 

i^a. Be breefe,lcad that the proccfTe of ti>y kindncde 
Lad longer telling then thy kindnefle date. 

Rich. Then know, 
That from my Soule, I loue thy Daughter. 

Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule. 

Rich. What do you thinke ? 

±^a. That thou dod loue my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules loue didd thou loue her Brothers, 
And from my hearts loue, 1 do thanke thee for it. 

Rjcb. Be not fo hady to confound my meaning : 
I mcane that with my Soule I'loue thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her Quecne of England. 

Well then, who dod y meane fhallbe her King. 

Rub. Euen he that makes her Quecne : 
Who elfe mould bee } 

i^s. What,thou ? 

Rich. Euen fo: How thinke you of it? 

Qu. How cand thou woo her ? 

Rich. That I would learne of you, 
As one being bed acquainted with her humour. 

Qu. And wilt thou learne of me t 

Rub. Madam, with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that Hew her Brothers, 
A paire of bleeding hearts : thereon ingrauc 
Ednrard and 7~or{e, then haply will (he weepc : 
Therefore prefent to her, as fomctimc Margaret 
Did to thy Father, deept in Rutlands blood, 
A hand-kerchecfe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe from her fwcet Brothers body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall. 
If this inducement mouc her not to loue, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her, thou mad'd away her Vnckle Q'arenct, 
Her Vnckle Riutn, I (and for her fake) 
Mad'd quicke conucyance with her good Aunt Ann*. 

Rich. You mocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughter. 

<%u. There is no other way, 
VnlelTc thou could'd put on lbme other fhapc, 
And not be Ricbardytiat hath done all this. 

Rie. Say that I did all this for loue of her. 

Qu. Nay then indeed die cannot choofe but hate thee 
Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoyle. 

Hjcb. Lookc what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men dull deale vnaduifedly fometirocs, 
Which after-hourcs giues lcyfurc to repent. 
If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 
To make amends, He giuc it to your daughter: 
If I haue kill'd the ilTue of your wombe, 
To quicken your encreafe, 1 will beget 
Mine ylTue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 
A Grandams name is little lelTe in loue, 
Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 
They are as Children but one deppe below, 
Euen of your mcttall,of your very blood : 
Of all one painc, faut for a night of groanes 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
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But mine (hall be a comfort to your Age, 
The lofTe you haue, is but a Sonne being King, 
And by that lofle,your Daughter it made Quecne. 
I cannot make you what amends 1 would, 
Therefore accept fuch kindnefle as I can. 
Dsr/rryour Sonne, that with a fcarfull foule 
Leads difcontentcd ftcppn in Forraine foyle, 
This faire Alliance, quickly (hall call home 
To high Promotions,and great Dignity. 
The King that calles your beauteous Daughter Wife, 



1 lie Mng tnat calles your beauteous Uaug 
Familiarly (hall call thy "Darfet, Brother : 
Againe (hall you be Mother to a King t 
And all the Ruines of diftreflerull Times, 
Repayr'd with double Riches of Content. 
What? we haue many goodly dayes to fee : 
The liquid drops of Teares that you haue (hed, 
Shall come againe, transform 'd to Orient Pearle, 
Aduantaging their Loue,with intereft 
Often-times double gaine of happincflTe. 
Co then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go, 
Make bold her baflifull yearn, with your experience, 
Prepare her earn to hcarc a Woers Tale. 
Put in her tender heart, th'afpiring Flame 
Of Golden Soueraignty : Acquaint the PrincefTe 
With the fweet fi lent houm of Marriage ioyn : 
And when this Arme of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty Rebell,dull-brain'd Hudfiugbam, 
Bound with Triumphant Garlands will 1 come, 
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 
To whom I will rctaile my Conquett wonne, 
And flic (ha! be folc Viaortrfle, Orjari Cajar. 

Qu. What were I belt to fav, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord T Or (half I fay her Vnklef 
Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vnkln t 
Vnder what Title fliall I woo for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Loue, 
Can make (eeme plealing to her tender yearn? 

Ricb. lnfcrre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
Qu Which (he (hall purchale with ftil lading warrc. 
Ricb. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
Qu. That at her hands,which the kings King forbids. 
Rich. Say (he fliall be a High and Mighty Queene. 
Qu. To vaile the Title.as her Mother doth. 
Ricb. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 
Qu. But how long (hall that title euer laft ? 
Ricb. Sweetly in force, vnto her faire liues end. 
Qu. But how long fairely (hall her fweet life laft ? 
R,cb. As long as Heauen and Nature lengthens it. 
Qu. As long as Hell and MrW likes of it. 
Rjcb. Say 1 her Soueraigne,am her Subiecl low. 
Qu, But (he your Subiecl, lothn fuch Soueraignty. 
J(icb. Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her. 
Qu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told. 
Rub. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 
Qu. Plaine and not h. melt, is too harfli a ftyle. 
Rub. Your Reafons are too (hallow, and to quicke. 
Qu. O no, my Reafons are too decpe and dead, 
Too deepe and dead (poore Infants ,1 in their graues, 
Harpe on it (till (hall I, till heart-ftrings brcake. 

Ricb. Harpe not on that ftring Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crowne. 
Qu. Prophan'd, di(honor'd,and the third »f ur pt. 
Rub. I fweare. 

Qu. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 
Thy George prophan'd, hath loft his Lordly Honor; 
Thy Garter blemiflt'd, pawn'd his Knightly Vertue j 



Thy Crowne vfurp'd, difgrae'd his Kingly Glory : 
If fomcthing thou would'ft fweare to be bclecu'd, 
Sweare then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong'd. 

Rub. Then by my Selfe. 

Qu. Thy Selfe.is felfe-mifvs'd. 

Rub. Now by the World. 

Qu. Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Ricb. My Fathers death. 

Qu. Thy life hath it dilhonor'd. 

'RJcb. Why then, by Heauen. 

Qu. Heanens wrong is moft of all : 
If thou didd'ft teare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vnity the King my husband made. 
Thou had'ft not broken, nor my Brothers died. 
If thou had ft fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'Impcriall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had grae'd the tender temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heerc, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowcs for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worme*. 
What can "ft thou fweare by now. 

Ricb. The time to come. 

Qu. That thou haft wronged in the time ore-pads 
For I my felfc haue many teares to wafla 
Hcereaftcr time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee. 
The Children liue, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter'd, 
Vngoucrn'd youth, to waile it with their age : 
The Parents liue, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repift. 

Ricb. As I entend to profper, and repent : 
So thriue I in my dangerous Aftayra 
Of hoftile Armes : My felfc, my felfe confound : 
Heauen, and Fortune barre me happy houres: 
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night, thy reft. 
Be oppofite all Planets of good lucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts loue, 
Immaculate deuotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, confiftsmy HappincflTe, and thine : 
Without her, follown to my felfe, and thee ; 
Her felfc, the Land, and many a Chriftian foule, 
Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
It cannot be auoyded, but by this: 
It will not be auoyded, but by this. 
Therefore deare Mother ( 1 muft call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my loue to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not what I haue becne ; 
Not my deferts, but what I will deferue : 
Vrge the Neceflity and (rate of timn, 
And be not peeuilh found, in great Defignes. 

Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Diuel thus? 

Rub. I, if the Diuell tempt you to do good. 

Qu. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

Ricb. I, if your felfn remembrance wrong your felfe. 

£%u. Yet thou didft kil my Children. 

Ricb. But in your daughters wombe I bury them. 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Selun ol themfelues, to your recomforture. 

Qu. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will T 

Rub. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 

Qu. I go, write to me very fhortly, 
And you flial vnderftand from me her mind. Exit Q. 

Rkb. Beare her my true loun kifle,and fo farewell. 
Relenting Foole,and (hallow-changing Woman. 
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How now , what newe» t 

Enter Ratclijfe. 

Rat. Moft migheie Soueraigne, on the Weftcrne Coaft 
Rideth a puiflant Nauie : to our Shoret 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 
Vnarm'd,and vnrefolu'd to beat chem backe. 
'Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admirall : 
And there they hull,expcding but the aide 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them amort. 

Rich. Some light-foot friend port to y Duke of Norfolk i 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catetby, where is hee ? 

C"t. Here, my good Lord. 

'RJeb. Catetby, flyc to the Duke. 

Cat. I will, my Lord, with all conucnient hafte. 

Rieb. Catetby come hither, pofte to Sali»bury : 
When thou com'ft thither: Dull vnmindfull Villainc, 
Why ftay'ft thou here,and go'ft not to the Duke? 

Cj/.Firrt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneife pleafurc, 
What from your Grace I flu 11 deliucr to him. 

Rich. O true, good bid him leuie ftraight 

The greateft ftrength and power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 

Cat. I goc. Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleafc you, (hall I doe at Salis- 
bury ? 

Rich. Why, what would'ft thou doe there, before I 
go*? 

'Rat. Your HighneiTe told me 1 fliould pofte before. 
<Rtcb. My minde is chang'd : 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley, what newes with you ? 

&j. None, good my Liege,to pleafe you with y hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 

Rieb. Hoyday.a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 
What nced'ft thou runne fo many miles about, 
When thou mayeft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 
Once more, what newt, ' 

Stan. Richmond is on the Sea». 

Rieb. There let him finke.anJ be the Seas on him, 
White-liucr'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. 1 know not,mightie Soueraigne, but by guciTc. 

Rieb. Weil, j s you guefle. 

Stan. Stirr'd vp by Dor jtt, 'Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to clayme the Crownc. 

Rieb. Is the Chayrc emptie ? is the Sword vnfway'd ? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoflcrt? 
What Heirc of Yor^e is there aliue.but wee ? 
And who is Englands King, but great Tor{et Heire ? 
Then tell me, what makes he vpon the Seas? 

Stan. Vnlefle for that, my Liege, I cannot guefle. 

Rieb. Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot guefle wherefore the Wekhman comes. 
Thou wilt reuolt,and flye to him, I feare. 

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. 
Rieb. Where is thy Power then, to beat him back T 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
Arc they not now vpon the Wefterne Shore, 
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Shippes ? 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 
North. 

Rieb. Cold friends to me : what do they in the North, 
When they mould ferue their Soueraigne in the Weft? 
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Stan. They haue not been commanded, mighty King: 
Pleafcth your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 
He muller vp my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Maieftie mall pleafe. 

Rieb. 1, thou would'ft be gone, to ioyne with Richmond: 
But He not truft thee. 

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne, 
You haue nocaufe to hold my friendlhip doubtfull, 
I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe, 

Rieb. Got then, and mufter men-.but leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be forme, 
Or elfe his Heads alTurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him, at I prouc true to you. 

Exit Stanley. 

Enter a eAfejfenger. 

Mtjf. My gracious Soueraigne, now in Dcuonftiirc, 
As I by friends am well aducrtilcd, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 
Bilhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
With many moc Confederates, are in Armcs. 

Enter another cXfeJenger. 

Mejf. In Kent,my Liege,the Guilfordt arc in Armcs, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Flotke to the Rcbcls.and their power growes ftrong. 

Enter another eMtjfenger, 

Mejf. My Lord, the Armie of great Buckingham. 

Rieb. Out on ye, Owles, nothing but Songs ot Death, 

He jlrt^ttb him. 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better newes. 

Mejf. The newes 1 haue to tell your Maieftie, 
Is, that by fudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
'Bttckjngbamt Armie is difpers'd and fcatter'd, 
And he himfelfc wandred away alone, 
No man knowes whither. 

Rich. I cry thee mercie : 
There is my Purfe.to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? 

Mejf. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 

Enttr another e^fejfenger . 

Mtff. Sir Tbomat Lew//, and Lord Marquette Derfet, 
Tis laid,my Liege,in Yorkeihire are in Armcs: 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highncflc, 
The Brittaine Nauie is difpers'd by Tempcft. 
Richmond in Dorfetfliire lent out a Boat 
Vnto the more, to askc thofe on the Banks, 
If they were his Alfiftants, yea, or no? 
Whoanfwer'd him, they came from 'Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie : he miftrufting them, 
Hoys'd fayle,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine. 

Rieb. March on, march on,fince we are vp in Armcs, 
If not to fight with foiraine Enemies, 
Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home. 

Enter Cateiby. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beft newes : that the Earle of Richmond 

Is 
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It with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 
It colder Ncwes, but yet they muft be told. 

Hitb Awiv towards Sal&burv while we reafon here. 
A Royal! batteil might be wonne and loft: 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salibury, the reft march on with me. Fhrifb. Exeunt 


Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on my head, 

And giuen in carneft.what I begg'd in ieft. 

Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men 

To turne their ownc points in their Mafters bofomes. 

Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on my necke : 

When he (quoth !he)flull fplit thy heart with forrow, 

RfmrmKrr i\larc?*iTt t w :i c j r roDri t? tell C : 

Come leade me Officers to the blocke of fhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Derby ,and Sir Cbrijhpber. 

Der. Sir CbriJIofber, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftye of the molt deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 
If I rcuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The fcare or" that, holds off my prefent ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. 
Withall lay, that the Queene hath heartily confented 
He mould efpoufc Elizabeth hir daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now? 

Cbri. At Penbrokc, or at Hertford Weft in Wales. 

Der. What men of Name refort to him. 

CLn, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert TaIbot,S\r Vl'illtam Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir Iamet Blunt, 
And Rice af Tbcmas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

istr* wen nye (nee to iny i*oro . i kiiic ni» njnj, 
My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 
Farewell. Exeunt 

■ 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and 
others, with drum and colours. 

Ricbm Fellowes in Armes,and my moft lotting Frends 
Bruis'd vndcrneath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment ; 
And hecre recciue we from our Father Stanley 
Lines of fairc comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody.and rfurp'mg Boare, 
(That fpoyl'd your Summer Fieldi.and fruitfull Vines,) 
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, ic makes his trough 
In your embowel'd bofomes : This foule Swine 
Is now eoen in the Centry of this Isle, 
Ne're to the Towne of Leicefter, as we Icarne : 
From Tamworth thither,i> but one dayes march. 
In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends, 
To reape the Harueft of perpetuall peace, 
By this one bloody tryall of flurpr Warre. 

Oxf. Euery mans Confciencc is a thoufand men, 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turne to vs. 

Bltmt.Hc hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft needc will flye from him. 

Richm.AM for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter King Richard in ^Armet, with Norfolk/, Ratcliffe, 
and the Earle of Surrey. 

Rich.Htre pitch our Tent,cuen here in Bofworth field, 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you fo fad? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 

A'er. Heerc moft gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolke, we muft haue knockes : 
Ha, muft we not ? 

A'er. We muft both giue and take my lotting Lord. 

Rick. Vp with my Tent, hecre wil I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that. 
Who hath defcried the number of the Traitors £ 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand it their vtmoft power. 

Rich. Why our Battalia rrebblcs that account : 
Betides, the Kings name is a Tower of ftrength, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe Faction want. 
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Let v* furuey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found direction : 

Let's 


Actus Quints. Scena 'Prima. 


Enter 'Buckingham with Halberdt ,led 
to Execution. 

But. Will not King Richard let me fpeake with him? 

Sber. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

t Bue. Haft'ings, and Edwards children, Gray Sc T^iuert, 
Huly King Henry, and thy fairc Sonne Edward, 
Vaugban, and all that haue mifcarried 
By Tnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice, 
If that your moody difcontented foules, 
Do through the clowdt behold this prefent hotire, 
Euen for reuenge mocke my dcftru&ion. 
This is All-foulcs day (FeUow)is it not' 

Sber. It ii. 

•Jin- Wi,y then At-foule< day, is my bodies doomfday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wilh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his Children, and his Wiues Allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wifljt to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. 
This, this All-loules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Is the detcrtnin'd refpit of my wrongs : 
That high AU-feer, which I dallied with, 
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Let's lacke no Difcipline, make no delay, 
For Lord*, to morrow u a bufie day. 



», oir milium a ten, Ox- 
ford, and Dorjet. 
The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden fet, 
And by the bright Trad of his fiery Carre, 
Giue* token of a goodly day to morrow. 
Sir ifuium BrjnJan, you (hail beare my Standard : 
Giue me fome Inke and Paper in my Tent : 
He draw the Forme and Modrll of our Battaile, 
Limit each Leader to hit feuerall Charge,] 
And part in iuft proportion our fmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Wr« 'Brandon, 
And your Sir Vt'a/ter Herbert flay with mc: 
The Earle of Pembroke keepe* his Regiment ; 
Good Captaine 'Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the lecond houre in the Morning, 
Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent : 
Yet one thing more (good Captaine) do for me : 
Where it Lord Stanley quartcr'd, do you know? 

'Blunt. Vnleffe 1 haue miftane his Colours 
(Which well 1 am aflur'd 1 haue not done) 
Hi% Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 

Ricbm. If without peril) it be poflible, 
Sweet Blunt, make fome good meancs to fpeak with him 
And giue him from me, this mod needfull Note. 

Blunt. Vpon my life, my Lord, lie vndertake it, 
And fo God giue you quiet reft to night. 

Ricbm. Good night good Captaine 'Blunt i 
Come Gentlemen, 

Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufineffe ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 

Tbey withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter %tcbard,Ratcliffe,Norfol(e,& Qatetby. 

Rich. What is't a Clocke ? 

Cat. It's Supper time my Lord, ir/» nine a clocke. 

King . I will not fup to night, 
Giue me fome Inke and Paper: 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was f 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

Cat. It is my Liege : and all things are in readinefle. 

Rich. Good Norfolkc, hyc thee to thy charge, 
Vfe careful! Watch, choofe trufty Centinel*, 

Nor. I go my Lord. 

R.ieb. Stir with the Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 
Rieb. Rateliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Rieb. Send out a Purfuiuant at Arroe* 
To Stanleyt Regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fell 
Into the blinde Caue of eternall night. 
Fill me a Bowie of Wine : Giue me a Watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to morrow : 
Look that my Stauet be found, & not too heauy. Ratcttff. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rieb. Saw'ft the melanchotly Lord Northumberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himfclfe, 
Much about Cockfliut time, from Troope to Troope 
Went through the Army, chearing vp the Souldier*. 

King. So, I am fatisfied : Giue me a Bowie of Wine, 
I haue not that Alacrity of Spirit, 



Nor cheere of Minde that I was wont to haue. 
Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leaue me. 
Ratchffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And helpe to arme me. Leaue me I fay. Exit Ratclif. 

Enter Derby to Richmond in bit Tent. 

Der. Fortune, and Victory fit on thy Helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 
Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 
Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother? 

Der. 1 by Attourney, blefle thee from thy Mother, 
Who prayes continually for Richmond* good : 
So much for that. The filent houres fteale on, 
And flakie darkenefle breake* within the Eaft. 
In breefe, for fo the feafon bids vs be, 
Prepare thy Battel! early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th'Arbitremcnt 
Of bloody ftroakcs,and mortall (taring Warrc: 
I , as I may, that which I would. I cannot, 
With beft aduantage will deceiue thet ime. 
And ayde thee in this doubtfull lhocke of Armes. 
But on thy fide 1 may not be too forward, 
Leaft being feene, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 
Farewell : the leyfure, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowe* of Loue, 
And ample enterchange of fwect Difcourfe, 
Which fo long fundred Friends Ihould dwell vpon: 
God giue v* leyfure for thefe rites of Loue. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpeed well. 

Ricbm. Good Lords conduct him to hi* Regiment : 
He ftriue with troubled noifc, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden (lumber peizc me downe to morrow, 
When I Ihould mount with wing* of Vidtory : 
Once more, good night klnde Lord* and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Richmond. 
O thou, whofe Captaine 1 account my felfe, 
Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye: 
Pit in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufti downe with a heauy fall, 
Th'vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfarics : 
Make vt thy minifters of Chafticemcnt, 
That we may praife thee in thy vidlory t 
To thee I do commend my watchfoll fuule, 
Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eye* : 
SIeeping,and waking, oh defend me ftill. SJeeft. 
Enter tbt Gbtft of Trince Edward, Sonne to 
Henry the fixt. 

Gh.to Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow : 
Thinke how thou ftab'ft me in my prime of youth 
At Teukc*bury : Difpaire therefore, and dye. 

Ghofi to Ricbm. Be chearefull Richmond, 
For the wronged Soules 
Of butchcr'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 
King Henr'm ifluc Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Oho/I of Henry the fixt. 

Gheft. When I was mortall, my Annointed body- 
By thee was punched foil of holes ; 
Thinke on the Tower, and me : Difpaire, and dye, 
Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye. 

To Ricbm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror : 
Harry that prophelied thou (hould'ft be King, 
Doth comfort thee in fleepe : Liue.and flourifiY 

t Enter 
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Enltr the Gbcfl of Clarence. 
Gbofl. Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow. 
I that was wafti'd to death with Fulfomc Wine t 
Poorc Qlarence by thy guile betray'd to death : 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, difpaire and dye. 

To Ricbm. Thou off-fpring of the houfc of Lancafter 
The wronged heyre* of Vorlce do pray for tbce, 
Good AngeU guard thy battel!, Liue and Flourifh. 
Enter the Gbofls of Riuert, Gray, and V aughan. 
Riu Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow, 
Riuers,that dy'dc at Pom fret : dilpairc,and dye. 
Grry. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire. 
faugh. Thinke vpon Caugkan.and with guilty feare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

All to Ricbm. Awake, 
And thinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome, 
Will conquer him. Awake.and win the day. 

Enter the Gbofl of Lord Hafltngt. 
Gbo. Bloody and guilty : guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 
Tbinkc on Lord Huttings : difpaire, and dye. 

liafl. to Rich. Quiet vntroublcd foule, 
Awake, awake : 

Arme, fight, and conquer, for fairs Englandi fake. 

Enter ri>e G belli of the two yong Pr'utcei. 
Qbcflt. Dreame on thy Coufins 
Smothered in the Tower : 
Let vj be laid within thy bofome Richard, 
And weigh thee downeto mine, flume, and death, 
Thy Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 

Ghoflt to Ricbm. Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Pcace,and wake in loy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boare 
Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 
Edwardt vnhappy Sonnes.do bid thee flourish. 

Enter tbt Gboil of .Anne, bk Wife. 

Gbofl to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Anne thy Wife, 
That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now fillet thy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battailc, thinke on me, • 
And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, difpaire and dy«« 

Gbofl to Ricbm. Thou quiet foule, 
Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe i 
Dreame of SuccefTc, and Happy Viftory, 
Thy Aduerfarics Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the GbtR of Buckingham. 

Gbofl to Rjcb. The firft was I 
That help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The lad was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
0,in the Battaile think on Bucking' 
And dye in terror of tby guiltinelTc. 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting difpaire } difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

Gix.fi to Ricbm. I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; 
But cheerc thy heart, and be thou not difmayde : 
God, and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

Richard fiartt out of tm dreame. 
RUb. Giue me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds t 
Hauc mercy Iefu. Soft, ] did but dreame. 
O coward Confcience! how doft thou afflicl me T 
The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight. 
Cold fcarefull drops (land on my trembling ftcrti. 



What? do I feare my Selfe? There's none elfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, I am I. 

Is there a Murtherer heerc?No l Yes, I am : 

Then flye j What from my Selfe f Great reafo* t why ? 

Left 1 Rcucngc. What? my Selfe vpon my Selfe? 

Alacke, I loue my Selfe. Wherefore ? For any good] 

That I my Selfe, haue done vnto my Selfe? 

0 no. Alas, 1 rather hate my Selfe, 

For hateful! Deeds committed by my Selfe. 

1 am a Vlllaine : yet I Lye, l am not. 

Foole, of thy Selfe fpeake well : Foole, do not (latter. 
My Confcience hath a thoufand feuerall Tongues, 
And euery Tongue brings in a feuerall Tale, 
And euerie Tale condemnes me for a Villaine ; 
Periurie, in the high'ft Degree, 
Murthcr, fterne murther, in the dyr'ft degree, 
All feuerall finnes, all vs'd in each degree, 
Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty. 
1 mail difpaire, there is no Creature loues me ; 



And if I die, no foule Hull pittie I 
Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since that I my Selfe, 
Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe. 
Me thought, the Soulei of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 
4 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 
King. Who's there ? 

Rat. Rauiiffe my Lord.'tis I : the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done lalutation to the Morne, 
Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour. 

King. O Ratcliffe, 1 feare,! feare. 

A'..-.-. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haue ftrokc more terror to the foule of Richard, 
Then can the fubflance often thoufand Souldiera 
Armed in proofe, and led by {hallow Rici 
'Tis not yet necrc day. Come go with me, 
Vndcr our Tents He play the Eafe-dropper, 
To heare if any mesne to fhrinke from me. 



Enter the Lordi to Ricbmom.1 fitting 
in tm Tent. 

Ricbm. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue rane a tardie fluggard heere / 

Lordi. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, 
And faireft boading Dreames, 
That euer enrred in a drowfie head, 
Haue 1 fince your departure had my Lords. 
Me thought their Soules,whofe bodies 
Came to my Tent, and cried on /idory : 
I promifc you my Heart is very iocond, 
In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftrokc of foure. 

Rub. Why then 'tis time to Anne,and giue direction. 
Hu Oration to bu SouJditrt. 
More then I haue faid, louing Countrymen, 
The leyfure and inforcetnent of the time 
Forbids to dwell vpon : yet remember this, 

God 
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God, and our good caufe, fight vpon oar fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, (land before our Faces, 
( Richard except ) thole whom we fight againft, 
Had rather haue vs win, then him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly I 
A bioudy Tyrant, and a Homicide : 
One raii'd in blood, and one in blood eftablifli'd ; 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And (Uughter'd thole that were the meanes to help 
A bafe foule Stone, made precious by the foyle 
Of Englands Chaire, where he is falfely let ; 
One that hath eucr beene Gods Enemy. 
Then if you fight againft Gods Enemy, 
God will in iuftice ward you as his Soldiers. 
If you do fweare to put a Tyrant downe, 
You fleepe in peace, the Tyrant being flaine : 
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat flu 11 pay your paines the hyre. 
If you do fight in fafegard of your wiues, 
Your wiues fhall welcome home the Conquerors. 
If you do free your Children from the Sword, 
Your Children* Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 
Aduance roar Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 
But if I thriue, the gaine of my attempt, 
The lead of you ftiall fliatc his part thereof. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and chcerefully, 
God, and Saint Ctergt , Riebmtnd, and Victory. 

Enter King RJcbard, Ratelife ,and Catttbj. 

ZT.What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 

Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in Armes. 

King. He faid the truth i and what faid Surrey then? 

Rat. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. 
Tell the clocke there. Qioc\t firikp. 

Giue me a Kalender : Who law the Sunne to day ? 
Rat. Nrt I my Lord. 

King. Then he difd/ines to mine : for by the Bookc 
He fhould haue brau'd the Eaft an boure ago, 
A blacke day will it be to fomebody. Rateltft. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be feene to day, 
The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army. 
I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground. 
Not fliine to day f Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Heauen 
That frownes on me, lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enttr Ncr/clfy. 

Nor. Arme,arme,my Lord : the foe vaunts in the field. 

King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe. 
Call vp Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 
I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine, 
And thus my Battell flul be ordred. . 
My Foreward lhall be drawne in length, 
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot: 
Our Archers fhall be placed in the mid'ft ; 
Itbn Duke of Norfolke, The mm Earlc of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe. 
They thus directed, we will f How 



In the maine Battell, whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be well-winged with our cheefeft Horfe : 
This, and Saint George to boote. 
What think'ft thou Norfolke. 

Ntr. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 
This found 1 on my Tent this Morning, 
/itf/h-y of NorfL/^e, bt n-.t Jo bold, 
Per Die {ok thy maifitr is bought and fold. 
King. A thing deuifed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 
For Confcirnce is a word that Cowards vfe, 
Deuis'd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, 
Our ftrong armes be our Conscience, Swords our Law. 
March on/toyne brauely, let vs too't pell mell, 
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What (hall I fay more then 1 haue inferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals,and Run-awayes, 
A fcum of Brittaines,and bafe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Aduentures,and afTur'd Deftruclion. 
You flecping lite, they bring you to vnreft : 
You hauing Lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues, 
They would retrraine the one, diftaine the other, 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers curt, 
A Milke-fop, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as ouer fhooes in Snow : 
Let's whip thefe ftraglers o're the Seas againe, 
Law hence thefe ouer-weening Raggcs of France, 
Thefe faraifti'd Beggers, weary of their liues, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes (poore Rats) had hang'd thctnfelues. 
I f we be conquered, let men conquer vs, 
And not thefe baftird Britaines, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd,and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the heires of flume. 
Shall thefe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 
Rauiftt our daughters T Drum afarrt off 

Hearke, I heare their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowes to the head, 
your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood, 
the welkin with your broken " 



Enter a Mtffengtr. 
What dyes Lord iVWry, will he bring his power? 
Mej. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King. Off with his fonne Gttrgtt head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marfli : 
After the battaile, let George Stanlty dye. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom. 
Aduance our Standards, fet vpon our Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, faire S. Gearge 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons : 
Vpon them, Viclorie fits on our helpes. 



Cat. Refcue my Lord of Norfolke, 
Relcue, Refcue : 

The King enacts more wonders then a man, 
Daring an oppofite to euery danger : 
His horfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Refcue faire Lord, or clfc the day is loft. 
Alarum. t i 



Entt 
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Richer J. 

Rich. A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 
Cant. Withdraw my Lord, He hclpe you to a Horfe 
Rich. Slaue, I haue fet my life vpon a call, 

And I will (land the harard of the Dye : 

] thinke there be fixe Richmond! in the field, 

Flue haue I (Line to day, in (read of him. 

A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 

Alatum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Rtchard 
is Jlaine. 

Ret reat, and Flour i/h. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
Crawne, with diutrt ether Lords. 

\ 

Ricbm. God,and your Armcf 
Be prais'd Victorious Friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 

Det Couragious Richmond, 
Well haft thou acquit thee : Loc, 
Heere thefe long vfurped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Haue I pluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare it,and make much of it. 

Ricbm. Great God of Heauen, fay Amen to all i 
But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing ? 

Dtr. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leicefler Towne, 
Whither (if you pleafe) we may withdraw vs. 

Ricbm. What men of name are flaine on either fide? 



Der. hhn Duke of Norfolke, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brcijnbury, and Sir fftl/iam Brandon. 

Ricbm. Interre their Bodies, as become thei 
Frodaime a pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
That in fubmifsion will returne to vt, 
And then as we haue tanc the Sacrament, 
We will vnite the White Rofe,and the Red. 
Smile Heauen vpon this faire Conjunction, 
That long haue frown'd vpon their Enmity : 
What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen T 
England hath long beene mad, and fcarr'd her felfe , 
The Brother blindely (hed the Brothers blood ; 
The Father, rawly (laughtered his owne Sonne; 
The Sonne compelled, becne Butcher to the Sire ; 
All this diuided Vorke and Lancafter, 
Diuidcd, in their dire Diuifion. 
O now, let i\icbmend and Eli%abetb, 
The true Succeedersof each Royall Houfe, 
By Gods faire ordinance, conioyne together t 
And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe, 
And make poo re England weepc in Streames of Blood ; 
Let them not liue to tafle this Lands increafe, 
That would with Treafon, wound this faire Land* peace. 
Now Ciuill wounds are ftopp'd, Peace liues agen j 
That (he may long liue heere, God fay, Amen. Exeunt 
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THE <P%OLOgVS. 




\dmt no mart to make you laugh, Things now, 
\Toat heart a Weighty, and a Strict* 
^Sadfbigb, and working , full of State 
Such Noble Sterna, at draw the Eyt to few 
We now prejent. Tbofe that can Pitty,beere 
May [if they t bin it it well) let fall a Ttart, 
Tbt Subietl trill dtjerue it. Sueb at giue 
Their Money out of hope they may belt tut. 
May beere findt Truth too. Tbeje that 
Omely a fhow or not, and fo a gret, 
The Play may faffe : If they be fiill, and 
lit undertake may jet away their Jbiiling 
Richly in two fbort biuret. Onely they 
That eemt to btari a Merry, Bawdy Play, 
A noyft of Targets : Or to jet a Fellow 
In a long Motley Coate, garded with Ytlltm, 



to fit 



Will bt dtttyud. For gentle Hearert, know 

To ranke our tbofen Truth with futb a Jhrn 

At Foelt, and Fight it, befidt firfeyting 

Our cwne Braints, and tbt Opinion that we bring 

To make that onely true, wt nzw inttnd, 

Wilt Itaut vs neuer an vndtrfianding Fritnd. 

Tbtrtfere, for Goodrtfft Jolt, and at you art knewne 

The Ftrft and Happies! Hearert of tbt Towne, 

Bt fad, at we would make ye. Tbinkeye fee 

The very Perfons of our Noble Story, 

As they were Lining : Tkinke you fee tbtm Grtat, 

And follow' 'd with tbt general! throng, and fweat 

Of tboufand Friends : Then, in a moment, fee 

How foont ibis Might ineffe, meets Mijery : 

And if you can bt merry then, He fay, 

A Man may wtepe -upon bit Wedding day. 



aABus Primus. Scana <Prima. 



Enter tbt Dukf of Norfclke at one doore. At the other, 
the Dukf of 'Buckingham, and the Urd 




Buckingham. 

^Ood morrow, and well met. How have ye done 
i Since la ft we faw in France ? 

Norf. I chanke your Grace : 
i Healthfull, and euer fince a freih Admirer 
Of what 1 faw there. 

'Buck.. An vntimely Ague 
Said me * Prifoner in my Chamber, when 
Thofe Sunnei of Glory, thofe two Light! of Men 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
I was then prefcnt, faw them falutc on Horfcbacke, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embraccmcnt,aa they grew together, 
Which had they, 

What foure Thron'd ones could hauc wcigh'd 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck,- All the whole time 
I was my Chambers Prifoner. 



541 



Nor. Then you loft 
The view of earthly glcry : Men might fay 
Till thi« time Pompe was finglc, but now married 
To one aboue it felfe. Each following day 
Became the next daye* mailer, till the laft 
Made former Wonders, it's. To day the French, 
All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 
Shone downe the Englith ; and to morrow, they 
Made Britaine, India : Euery man that ftood, 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfim Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Not vs'd to toyle, did almoft fwcat to bcare 
The Pride vpon them, that their very labour 
Waa to them, as a Painting. Now this Maske 
Was cry'de incompareable ; and th'enfuing night 
Made it a Foole.and Begger. The two Kings 
Equall in luftrc, were now bcft, now worft 
As prefence did prefent them : Him in eye, 
Still him in praife, and being prefent both, 
Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcemer 
Durft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Sunnes 
( For fo they phrafe 'em) by their Heralds challeng'd 
The Noble Spirits to Armes, they did pcrforme 

t 3 Beyond 
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Beyond thoughts CompafTe, that former fabulous Storie 
Being now feenr, poffiblc enough, got credit 
That t Btuu was beleeu'd. 
Hue. Oh you go farre. 
Nor. As I belong to worfhip,and affect 
In Honor, Honefty, the trad of eu'ry thing, 
Would by a good Dilcourfer loofe fomc life. 
Which Afli 



felfe,, 
r. All was Roy a II, 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gauc each thing view. The Office did 
Diftindly his full Function : who did guide, 
I mesne who fet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this great Sport together ? 

Nor. As you guefle: 
One certes, that promifes no Element 
In fuch a bufineiTe. 

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord f 
Nor. All this was ordred by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinall of Vorlce. 

Buc. 'I he diuell fpced him : No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in tbefe fierce Vanities A* I wonder, 
That fuch a Keech can with his very bulke 
Take vp the Rayes o'th'benefkiall Sun, 
And keepe it from the Earth. 

Ner. Surely Sir, 
There's in him ftufFe, that put's him to thefe ends : 
For being not propt by Aunceftry, whofe grace 
Chalkes SuccefTors their way ; nor call'd vpon 
For high fears done to'th'Crowne ; neither Allied 
To eminent Afiiftants ; but Spider-like 
Out of his Selfc-drawing Web. O giucs vs note, 
The force of his owne merit makes his way 
A guift that heauen giues for him, which buyes 
A place next to the King. 

*Abur. I cannot tell 
What Heauen hath giuen him : let fome Grauer eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride 
Pecpe through each part of him : whence ha's be that, 
If not from Hell ? The Diuell is a Niggard, 
Or ha's giuen all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfclfe. 

'Buc. Why the Diuell, 
Vpon this French going out, tookc he vpon him 
( Without the priuity o'th'King) t'appoint 
Who mould attend on him* He makes vp the File 
Of all the Gentry ; for the moft part fuch 
To whom as great a Charge, aa little Honor 
He meant to lay vpon : and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Mult fetch him in, he Paper*. 

jibur. 1 do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that haue 
By this, fo ficken'd their Effaces, that ncuer 
They (hall abound as formerly. 

'But. O many 
Haue broke their backe* with laying Mannors on 'em 
For this great Iourney. What did thi» vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A moft poore iflue. 

Nor. Greeuingly I thinke, 
The Peace betweene the French and vs, not valevres 
The Coft that did conclude it. 

Buc. Euery man, 
After the hideous ftormc that follow'd, was 



A thing Infpir'd, and not confulting, broke 
Into a generall Prophetic; That this Tempeft 
D j flung the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The fodaine breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out, 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and hath attach'd 
Our Merchants goods at Burdcux. 

Abur. Is it therefore 
Ta'AmbafTador kfilene'dr 

Nor, Marry is't. 

Abur. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
At a fupcrfluous rate. 

'Buc. Why all this BufinefTe 
Our Reuerend Cardinall carried. 

Nor, Like it your Grace, 
The State take* notice of the priuate difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduife you 
(And take it from a heart, that withes towards you 
Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together ; To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would efl 
A Minifter in h» Power. Vou know his Nature, 
That he's Reuengefull j and I know, his Sword 
Hith a fliarpe edge : It's long, and't may be faide 
It reaches farre, and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it, Bofome vp my counfell, 
You'l finde it wholefome. Loe, where comes that Rock 
That I aduice your (hunning. 

Enter Cardinall Weljey, the Purft borne before bin, err taint 
of tbt Guard, and two Secretariet wito Paptri : The 
Cardinal/ in bii p*Jfat,fixttb bit tyt on Buck? 
bam, and ^Buc^ingbjm on bim, 
both full of SJdaine. 

Car. The Duke of Buckingham Surveyor? Ha ? 
Where's his Examination? 
Seer, Heere fo pleafe you. 
Qar. Is he in pcrfbn, ready T 
Seer, I, pleafe your Grace. 

Car. Well, we wall then know more, Sc Buckingham 
Shall leflen this bigge looke. 

Exeunt Cardinall, and bit Tretine. 

Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouth'd, and I 
Haue not the power to muxtle him, therefore belt 
Not wake him in his (lumber. A Beggers booke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you chaff'd ? 
Aske Cod for Temp'rance, that's I 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buc. I read in's looks 
Matter again :i me, and his eye reuil'd 
Me as his abie& obiefl, at this inffatnt 
He bores me with fome tricke; He's gone to'th'King : 
He follow,and out-ftare bim. 

Ner. Stay my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choller que 
What 'tis you go about : to dimbe fteepe hi 
Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like 
A full hot Horfe, who being allow'd his way 
Sclfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England 
Can aduife me like you : Be to your felfe, 
As you would to your Friend. 

Buc. lie to the King, 
And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe 

Thi, 
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Thi» Iffvkb fellowes infolencc; or proclairoe, 
There s difference in 00 perfons. 

Nor/. Be aduif'd; 
Heat not a Furnace for jroor foe fo hot 
That it do findgc your felfe. We may out-rvnne 
By violent fwiftnefle that which we run atf 
And lofe by ouer-running : know you not, 
The fire that mounts the liquor til't run ore. 
In Teeming to augment it, waft* it: be aduiPdi 
I fay againe there is no Englifo Soulc 
More ftronger to direct you then your felfe ; 
If with the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of pa/lion. 

'Buck,. Sir, 
I am thankfoll to you, and He goe along 
By your prcfcription : but this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From fincere motion*, by Intelligence, 
And proofes as cleere as Founts in My, when 
Wee fee each graine of grauell; I doe know 
To be corrupt and trcjfonout. 

Norf Say not treafonous. 

''>'... ■ 1' 1 th'King lie fay't, & make my vouch as firong 
As fhore of Rocke: attend. This holy Fose, 
Or Wolfe, or both (for he is cquall rau'nous 
As he is fubtile, and as prone to mifchiefe. 
As able to perform't) his minde, and place 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Only to (hew his pompe, as well in France, 
As here at home.fuggefts the King our Mjiier 
To this laft coftly Treaty; Th'enteruiew, 
That f wallowed fo much treafure, and like a glaflie 
Did breake ith'wrenching. 
Norf. Faith, and fo it did. 

Bud^.Vny giue me tauour Sir: This cunning Cardinall 
The Articles o'th' Combination drew 
As himfelfe plea»'d;and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, 
As giue a Crutch to th'dead. But our Count-Cardinal! 
Has done this, and tis well: for worthy Vo/fry 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followet, 
(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Pu P pie 
To th'old dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, 
Vndcr pretence to fee the Queene his Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whifper /?W£v)here makes vifitation, 
His f cares were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice; for from this League, 
Peep'd harmes thatmenae'd him. Priuily 
Deales with our Cardinal, and as I troa 
Which I doe well} for I am fore the Emperour 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made 
And pau'd with gold : the Emperor thus defu'd, 
Tha he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe, 
And breake the foresaid peace. Let the King know 
(As foone he (hall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Does buy and fell his Honour as he pleafes, 
And for his ownc aduantage. 

Norf. I am forry 
To hcare this of him; and could wi(h he were 
Somthing miftaken in't. 

t Bu{{. No, not a tillable: 
I doe pronounce him in that very (hape 
He (lull appeare in proofe. 



Enter Brandon, a Sergeant at %Armet before bim, and 
rrrv or tbere of tbt Guard. 
Brandon. Your Office Sergeant s execute it. 

Strgttint, Sir, 
Mv Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earle 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, 1 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name 
Of our mot Soucraigne King. 

•.'>'.• •,. Lo you my Lord, 
The net has falne vpon me, I (hall peri/h 
Vnder deuice, and pra&ilc: 

Bran. I am forry, 
To fee you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The bufines prefent. Tis his Highnes pleafore 
You (hall to th' Tower. 

Buc{. It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit'ft part, black. The will of Heau'n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 

0 my Lord Ahurgany : Fare you well. 

Bran. Nay , he mult beare you company. The King 
Is plcas'd you (hall to th*Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Abur. As the Duke (aid, 
The will of Hcaucn be done, and the Kings pleafore 
By me obey'd. 

'Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King.t'attach Lord Mountatute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeflbr, Itbn dt la Car, 
One Gilbert Pecke,Wa Councellour. 

Buck.. So, fo; 
Thefe are the limbs o'th' Plot: no more I hope. 
Bra. A Monke o'th' Chartreux. 
'Buckj. O Micbacli Uo/>{im> 
Bra. He. 

'Buck.. My Surueyor is falce : The ore-great Cardinall 
Hath (hew'd him gold; my life is fpand already: 

1 am the lhadow of poo re Buckingham, 
Whofe Figure cuen this inftant Clowd puts on, 

By Darkning my cleere Sunne.My Lords farewell. Ext. 



Scena Secumia. 



Ccrntti . Enter King Henry, Itaning tn the Cardinal* fboul- 
dtr, the Ntblet, and Sir Thtma* Louell: the Cardinall 
placet him/tlft tnder the Kiugt fettt on 
bit right fide. 

King. My life it felfe, and the beft heart of it, 
Thankes you for this great care: 1 llood i'th' leuell 
Of a foll-charg'd confederacie, and giue thankes 
To you that choak'd it. Let be cald before vs 
That Gentleman of Buckjugbamt, in perfon, 
He heare him his conleffion* iuftific, 
And point by point the Treafons of his Matter, 
He (hall againe relate. 

A noyfe within crying room* for th* Quune, t'fbtr'd by th* 
'Duke of Norfolk*. Enter the Queene, Norfolk* and 
Suffolk*:)** k*ttli . King rijttb from bit State? 
taktt her vp, kjfft* pUcttb 
htr by bim. 

Queen. Nay, we mud longer kneele;I am a Suitor. 
King. Arile.and take place by vs; halfe your Suit 
Neucr name to vs; you haue halfe our power : 

The 
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• he other moity ere you aske it giuen, 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

atuttn. Thankc your Maiefty 
That you would loue your fclfe,and in that loue 
Not vnconfidered leaue your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office; is the poynt 
Of my Petition. 

Kin. Lady mine proceed* 

£}uetn. I am foliated not by a few, 
And thofe of true condition; That your Subiccli 
Arc in great grieuance: There haue bcene Commiflions 
Sent downe among 'em, which hath flaw'd the heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Mod bitterly on you, as putter on 

Of thefe exactions: yet the King, our Maifter (not 
Whofe Honor Heauen fhield from foile :cuen he efcapes 
Language vnmannerly;yea,fuch which breaker. 
The fides of loyatty,and almoft appeares 
In lowd Rebellion. 

Nerf. Not almoft appeares, 
It doth appeare; for, vpon thefe Taxations, 
The Cluthicrs all not able to maintaine 
The many to them longing, haue put off 
The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers, who 
V'l'it for other life, compeld by hunger 
And lack of other meanes, in defperate manner 
Daring th'euent too th*teeth,are all in vprorc, 
And danger ferues among them. 

Kin. Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with vs, 
Know you of this Taxation? 

Card. Pleafe you Sir, 
I know but of a Angle part in ought 
Pertaine* to th 'State; and front but in that Tile 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

Quttn. No, my Lord ? 
You know no more then others? But you frame 
Things that are knowne alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet mufl 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions 
(Whereof my Soueraigne would haue note) they are 
Moft peftilent to th'hearing,and to bcare 'em, 
The Backe is Sacrifice to th'load ; They fay 
They are deuis'd by you, er elfc you fuffcr 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Kin. Still Exaaion : 
The nature of it, in what kindc let's know, 
I* this Exaction? 

Quttn. 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned 
Vnder your promil'd pardon. The Subicdh griefe 
Comes through Commiflions, which compels from each 
The liit part of his Subltance,to be leuied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd, your warrcs in France: this makes bold mouths, 
Tongues lpit their duties out, and cold hearts frcere 
Allrgeance in them ; their curfes now 
Liue where their prayers did; and it's come to parte, 
This tractable obedience is a Slaue 
To each incenfed Will: I would your HighnelTe 
Would giue it quicke confederation; for 
There is no primer bafenefle. 

Kin. By my life, 
This is againfl our pleafure . 



Card. And for me, 
I haue no further gone in this, then by 
A Angle voice,and that not pa ft me, but 
By learned approbation of the ludges: If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perfon.yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let me fay, 
Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Vertue mult goe through : we mult not fHnt 
Our neceiTary actions, in the fcare 
To cope malicious Ccnfurers, which euer, 
As rau'nous Fifties doe a Veflell follow 
That is new trim'd ; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft, 
By fickc Interpreters (once weake ones) is 
Not ours,or not allow'd; what worft,as oft 
Hitting a grofler quality, is cride vp 
For our beft A& : if we Hull ftand ftill, 
In feare our motion will be mock'd.or carp'd at, 
We mould take rootc here, where we fit; 
Or fit State- Statues oncly. 

Kin. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themfelues from feare s 
Things done without cxample,in their tfTue 
Are to be fear'd. Haue you a Prefident 
Of this Commiffion ? 1 beleeue,not any. 
We mult not rend our Subiedfs from our Lawes, 
And fticke them in oar Will. Sixt part of each ? 
A trembling Contribution ; why we take 
From euery Tree, lop, barke,and part o'th' Timber : 
And though we leaue it with a roote thus hackt, 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County 
Where this is queftion'd, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that hasdeny'de 
The force of this Commiflion: pray looke too't; 
I put it to your care. 

Card. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ to euery Shire, 
Of the Kings grace and pardon : the grecued Commons 
Hardly conceiue of me. Let it be noit'd, 
That through our Interceflion, this Reuokement 
And pardon comes : I OiaUl anon aduife you 
Further in the proceeding. Exit Stent. 

Enter Surittyvr, 

Quttn. I am forry, that the Duke oFButkjngtstm 
Is run in your difplealure. 

Km. It gricues many s 
The Centleman is Lcarn'd,and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound ; his trayning such, 
That he may fornifh and inftruct great Teachers, 
And neuerfecke for ayd out of himiclfe: yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble benefits fhall proue 
Not well difpos'd, the minde growing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Then euer they were fairc. This man fo compleat, 
Who was enrold 'mongft wonders; and when we 
Almoft with rauiftt'd liflning.could not finde 
His houre of fpeech.a minute: He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his,and is become as blacke, 
As if befmear'd in hell. Sit by Vs,you fhall heare 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited praclifes, whereof 
We cannot fcele too little, heare too much. 

Card. 
544 
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Card. Stand forth, & with bold fpirit relate what you 
Mod like a carefull Subiecl haue coHeGcd 
Out of the Duke of'Buc{ingbjm, 

Kin. Speake freely. 

Sur. Firft, it was vfuall with him ; euery day 
It would infefl hi* Speech : That if the King 
Should without ilTue dye; hee'l carry it fo 
To make the Scepter hit. Thefe very word* 
I'ue heard him vttcr to hit Sonne in Law, 
Lord Aburgany, to whom by oth he menac'd 
Reuenge vpon the Cardinal!. 

Card. Pleafe your Highncfle note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not frended by his wiflt to your High pcrfon ; 
Hii will ii moftmalignant.and it ft retches 
Beyond you to your friend*. 

£**M. My lcarn'd Lord Cardinally 
Delmer all with Charity. 

Kin. Speake on ; 

How grounded hee hi* Title to the Crowne 
Vpon our faile; to this poynt haft thou heard him, 
At any time fpeakc oughtf 

Sur. He was brought to this, 
By a vaine Prophcfie of Nubclas Henten. 

Kin. What was that llentem} 

Sur. Sir, a Cbartreux Fryer, 
His Confcflbr, who red him euery minute 
With words of Soucraignty. 

Kin. How know'ft thou this ? 

Sur. Not long before your HigncfTe fped to France, 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Pariflj 
Saint Laurence Paultnty, did of me demand 
What was the fpeech among the Londoners, 
Concerning the French lourney. 1 rcplide, 
Men fcare the French would proue perfidious 
To the Kings danger : prefently, the Duke 
Said, 'twas the fcare indeed, and that he doubted 
'T would proue the verity of ccrtainc words 
Spoke by a holy Monke, that oft, iayes he, 
Hath fent to mc, willing me to permit 
hln de la Car, my Chaplaine, a choyce howre 
To heare from him a matter cf fome moment: 
Whom after vnder the Commillions Scale, 
He follemnly had fworne, that what he fpoke 
My Chaphine to no Creature liuing.but 
To me, ftwuld vtter, with demure Confidence, 
This paufingly enfu'dc; neither the King, nor'j Hcyrcs 
(Tell you the Duke) fttall profper, bid him ftriuc 
To the loue o'th 'Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall goueme England. 

Queen. If I know you well, 
You were the Dukes Surucyor,and loft your Office 
On the complaint o'th' Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your fplcene a Noble pcrfon, 
And fpoyle your nobler Soulc; I (ay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily befeech you. 

Kin. Let him on: Goc forward. 

Sur. On my Soule, lie fpeakc but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th'Diuels illufion* 
The Monke might be deceiu'd, and that 'twas dangerous 
For this to ruminate on this fo farre, vntill 
It forg'd him fome defigne, which being beleeu'd 
It was much like to doe: He anfwer'd,Tufli, 
It can doe me no damage; adding further, 
That had the King in his laft Sicknefle faild, 
The Cardinals and Sir Tbtmat Lcuelt beads 



$41 



Should haue gone off. 

K,n. Ha> What.forancke? Ah.ha, 
There's mifchiefe in this man;canft thou fay further? 

Sur. I can my Liedgc. 

Kin. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at Greemricb, 
After your Highnefle had reprou'd the Duke 
About Sir WtUum c Blumtr. (uant, 

Kin. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fer- 
The Duke retein'd him hi . But on: what hence? 

Sur. If (quoth he) 1 for this had bcene committed, 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would haue plaid 
The Part my Father meant to adl vpon 
Th'Vfurper Ricbard,<*ho being at Salibury, 
Made fuit to come in's prefence; which if granted, 
(As he made femblancc of his duty ) would 
Haue put his knife into him. 

Kin. A Gyant Trjytor. 

Card. Now Madam, mjy his Highnes liue in frccdome, 
And this man out of i'rilon. 

$uetn. God mend all. (fay'ft ? 

Km. Ther's fomthing more would out of thee ; what 

Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch'd him, and with one hand on bis dagger, 
Another fpread on's brcaft, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible Oath,whofe tenor 
Was, were he euill vs'd, he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do's an irrcfolute purpofe. 

Kin. There's his period, 
To fheath his knife in vs : he is attach'd, 
Call him to prefent tryall : if" he may 
Finde mercy in the Law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let him not feek't of vs : By day and night 
Hee '« Traytor to th' height. 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter L. Ckamberlainc, and L . Sandy t. 

L. Cb. Is't polTiblc the fpels of France diould iuggle 
Men into fuch ftrange myfteries ? 

L.San. New cuftomes, 
Though they be neucr fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let 'em be vnmanly) yet arc follow'd. 

L. Cb As firre as I fce.all the good our Englilh 
Haue got by the late Voyage, is but mcercly 
A fit or two o'th' face, (but they arc flircwd ones) 
For when they hold 'cm, you would Iweare diteflly 
Their very nofes had been Counccllours 
To Pepin or Clutkarttu, they kcepe State fo. 

L. San. They haue all new legs, 
And lame ones ; one would take it, 
That neuer fee 'cm pace before, the Spaucn 
A Spring-halt rain'd among 'em. 

L. Cb. Death my Lord, 
Their cloithes are after fuch a Pagan cut too't, 
That fure th'haue wornc out Ck irtendome-.how now? 
What ncwes.Sir Tbtmas Lcueli? 

Enter Sir Tbomas Louell. 
Lauell. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
That's clapt vpon the Court Gate. 

L. Clam. 
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L. Cham. What is't for? 

I~cu. The reformation of our trauel'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke,and Taylors. 

L. Cham. I'm glad 'tis there; 
Now I would pray our Monficurt 
To thinke an Englilh Courtier may be wife, 
And ncuer fee the Leuure. 

Lou. They muft either 
(For fo run the Conditions) leaue thofe remnant* 
Of Foole and Feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto; at Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abufing better men then they can be 
Out of a forreigne wifedome, renouncing cleane 
The faith they haue in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bliftred Breeches, and thofe types ofTrauell; 
And vnderftand againe like honcft men, 
Or pack to their old Play fellowes; there, I take it, 
They may Cum Pruiilegio, wee away 
The lag end of their lewdnefle,and be laugh'd at. 

L.San. Tis time to giue 'em Phyficke, their difeafe* 
Are growne fo catching. 

L. Cham What a lofle our Ladies 
Will haue of thefe trim vanities ? 

Lout! I. I marry, 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the (lye whorfons 
Haue got a fpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's no Fellow. 

L. Sait. The Diucll fiddle 'em, 
I am glad they are going, 
For fure there's no conucrting of 'em: now 
An honed Country Lord as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine fong, 
And haue an hour* of hearing, and by'r Lady 
Held currant Muficke too. 

L.Cbam. Well faid Lord Sands, 
Vour Colts tooth is not caft yet? 

L.San. No my Lord, 
Nor (hall not while I haue a ftumpe. 

L. Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going? 

Leu. To the Cardinals ; 
Your Lordwip is a gueft too. 

L. Cham. O/tis true; 
This night he makes a Supper,and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome He aflure you. 

Leu. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand as fruitfull as the Land that feeds vs, 
His dewes fall euery where. 

L. Cham. No doubt hee's Noble ; 
He had a blacke mouth that faid other of him. 

L. San. He may my Lord, 
Ha's wherewithall in him ; 

Sparing would mew a worfe finne,then ill Do£frine, 
Men of his way, mould be mod liberal!, 
They are fet heere for examples. 

L. Ctam. True, they are fo; 
But few now giue fo great ones: 
My Barge ftayes ; 

Your Lordlhip flull along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We mall be late elfe, which I would not be, 
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 
This night to be Comptrollers. 

L.San. I am your Lordihips. Exeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Hohoies. A [mall Table xmder a State for tbe Cardinal!, a 
lunger Table for tbe Gueftt. Then Enter *Anne Bullen, 
and diuert other L*ditt,& Gentlemen,ai Qutfis 
at one 'Door e; at another Doere enter 
Sir Henry Guilford. 

S. Hen. Guilf. Ladyes, 
A general! welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all ; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content, and you : None heere he hopes 
In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : hee would haue all as merry: 
As firft, good Company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 

Enter L. Chamber laine L. Sands, and Louell. 

0 my Lord, y'are tardy ; 

The verv thought of this faire Company, 
Clapt wings to me. 

Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 

San. Sir Thomas Louell, had the Cardinall 
But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should finde a running Banket, ere they refted, 

1 thinke would better pleafe 'em : by my life, 
They are a fwect fociety of faire ones. 

Leu. O that your Lordwip were but now Confcflor, 
To one or two of thefe. 

San. I would I were, 
They mould finde eafie pennance. 

Lou. Faith how eafie ? 
San. As eafie as a downe bed would afTbord it. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafe you fit; Sir Harry 
Place you that fide, He take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring. Nay, you muft not freeze, 
Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather: 
My Lord Sands,yo\i are one will kerpc 'cm waking-. 
Pray fit bctweene thefe Ladies. 

San. By my faith, 
And thanke your Lordwip : by your leaue fweet Ladies, 
If I chance to talke a little wilde,forgiue me : 
I had it from my Father. 

An.<Bul. Was he mad Sir? 

San. O, very mad, exceeding mad,in loue too; 
But he would bite none, iuft as I doe now, 
He would Kifle you Twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well (aid my Lord : 
So now y'are fairely feated : Gntlemen, 
The pennance lyes on you; if thefe faire Ladies 
PafTe away frowning. 

San. For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. 

Heboyes. Enter Cardinall rVolfey, and tat\es bu State. 

Card Y'are wel ome my faire Guefts;that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirroe my welcome, 
And to you all good health. 

Sam. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me haue fuch a Bowie may hold my thankes, 
And faue me fo much talking. 

Card. My Lord Sands, 

1 
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I am beholding to you : checre your neighbours : 
Ladies you are not merry , Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this? 

San. The red wine ti-il mull rife 
In their faire cheekes my Lord, then wee (hall 
Tallce vi to filenee. 

An.'B. You are a merry Gamfter 
My Lord Sands. 

San. Yea, if I make my play : 
Hcer's to your Ladifhip, and pledge it Madam: 
For til to luch a thing. 

sin.'B. You cannot (hew me. 

Drum and Trumfet, Chambert difihargj. 

San. I told your Grace, they would talke anon. 

Card. What's that ? 
Cham. Loo Ice out there, fome of ye. 

Card. What warlike voyce, 
And to what end it this? Nay, Ladia, fcare not ; 
By all the lawea of Warre y'are priuiledg'd. 

Enttr a Seruant. 

Qbam. How now, what U't ? 

Seru. A noble troupe of Strangers, 
For fo they feeme ; th'haue left their Barge an 
And hither make, as great Embafladort 
From forraigne Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlaine, 
Go,giue'em welcome; you can fpeake the French 
And pray receiue 'em Nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our prefence, where this heaucn of beauty 
Shall fhinc at full vpon them. Some attend him. 

All ri/i, and Table, remou'd. 
Yoo haue now a broken Banket, but wee'l mend it. 
A good digefrion to you all ; and once more 
I fhowre a welcome on yee : welcome all. 

iU-.e.. Enter King and others at Matters, habited fi^e 
Shefhtardi, vlber'd by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
fajfe direclly before the Cardinally and gratefully fa- 
lute him. 

A noble Company : what are their pleafuret ? 

Cham. Becaufe they fpeak no Engli(h,thus they praid 
To tell your Grace : That hauing heard by fame 
Of thii fo Noble and fo faire aftembly, 
This night to meet heere they could doe no lefle, 
(Out of the great refpeel they beare to beauty) 
But leaue their Flockes,and vnder your faire Condutt 
Craue leaue to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An houre of Reuels with 'em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 
They haue done my poore houfe grace: 
For which I pay 'em a thoufand thankes, 
And pray 'em take their pleafures. 

Choofe La Jit i, King and An Bullen, 
King. The faireft hand I euer touch'd: O Beauty, 
Till now I neuer knew thee. 

Mufieie, Dance. 

Card. My Lord. 
Cham. Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell "em thus much from me : 
There (hould be one amongft 'cm by his perfon 
More worthy this place then my felfe, to whom 
(If I but knew him) with my toue aud duty 
I would furrender it. Whiffer. 

Cham. I will my Lord. 

Card. What fay they ? 
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Cham. Such a one, they all confeiTe 
There is indeed, which they would haue your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Card. Let me fee then, 
By all your good leaues Gentlemen ; heere lie make 
My royall choyce. 

Kin. Ye haue found him Cardinall, 
You hold a faire Affembly ; you doe well Lord: 
You are a Churchman,or He tell you Cardinall, 
1 fhould iudge now unhappily. 

Card. I am glad 
Your Grace is gTowne fo pleafant. 

Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 
Prethee come hither, what faire Ladie'i that t 

Cham. An't pleafe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas 'Bulleui Daughter, the Vifcount Ttgcbford, 
One of her HighncfTe women. 

Kin. By Heauen fhe is a dainty one. Sweet heart, 
I were vnmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kifTe you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it goc round. 

Card. Sir Thomas Louell,]* the Banket ready 
1'th' Priuy Chamber ? 

Lou. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace 
I feare, with dancing is a little heated. 

Kin. I feare too much. 

Card. There's fredier ayre my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 

Kin, Lead in your Ladies eu'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I muft not yet forfake you : Let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinall : I haue halfe a dozen healths, 
To drinke to thefe faire Ladies, and a meafure 
To lead 'em once againe.and then let's dreame 
Who's beft in fauour. Let the Muficke knock it. 

Exeunt with Trumpets. 



AftusSecundus. ScermTrima. 



Enter two Gentlemen at feuerall Doom. 

I. Whether away fo fart? 

a. O, God faue ye t 
Eu'n to the Hall, to heare what (hill become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

I. He faue you 
That labour Sir. All'* now done but the Ceremony 
Of bringing backe the Prifoner. 

a. Were you there ? 

t. Yes indeed wai I. 

a. Pray fpeake what ha's happen'd. 

1. You may guefle quickly what. 

2. Is he found guilty ? 
I. Yes truely is he, 

And condemn'd vpon't. 

a. I am forry fort. 

I. So are a number more. 

a. But pray how part it ? 

i. He tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his accufatiom 
He pleaded (till not guilty, and alleadged 
Many fharpe reafons to defeat the Law. 
The Kings Attumey on the contrary, 
Vrg'd on the Examinations, proofes, confeffions 

Of 
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Of diuers witnefTes, which the Duke defir'd 
To him brought viua voce to hi* race ; 
At which appear'd againft him, hii Surueyor 
Sir Gi/heri Pttlg his chancellour,and Iobn Car, 
Confeflor to him, with that Diuell Monlce, 
Hofkjns, that made this mifchiefe. 

a. That was hee 
That fed him with hit Prophecies. 

I. The fame, 
All thefe accus'd him ftrongly, which he faine 
Would haue flung from him; but indeed he could not; 
And fo his Pecrcs vpon this euidence, 
Haue found him guilty of high Treaibn. Much 
He fpoke,and learnedly for lite: But all 
Was either pittied in him, or forgotten. 
2. After all this, how did he beare himfelfe ? 

1. When he was brought agen to th' Bar, to heare 
His Knell rung out, his Iudgement, he was ftir'd 
With fuch an Agony, he fweat extreamly, 
And fomthing (poke in choller, ill, and hafty: 
But he fell to himielfc againc, and fweetly, 
In all the reft (hew'd a moft Noble patience. 

a. I doc not thinkc he feares death. 

1. Sure he docs not, 

He ncuer was fo womaniih, the caufe 
He may a little gricuc at. 

2. Certainly, 

The Cardinal! is the end of this. 

I. Tis likely, 
By all coniec"turet : Firft Kildares Attendure; 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remou'd 
Earle Surrey,wts fent thither, and in haft too, 
Leaft he Ihould helpe his Father. 

a. That tricke of State 
Was a deepe enuious one, 

I. At his rcturne, 
No doubt be will requite it ; this is noted 
(And generally) who cuer the King fauours, 
The Cardnall inftantly will finde imploymcnt, 
And farre enough from Court too. 

a. All the Commons 
Hate him pern)ciuufly,and o' my Confcience 
Wi/h him ten faddom deepe : This Duke as much 
They loue and doate on: call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courtefie. 

Enttr Buckingham from bit Arraignment, Tipflaim before 
him, ibt Axt xritb tht edge tovardi him, Halherdi on each 
fide, accompanied rtith Sir Thomas Loue//, &r Nicholas 
Vaux, Sir Waiter Sandi, and common feefle, &e. 

1. Stay there Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeake of. 

2. Let's (land clofc and behold him. 
1iuck_ All good people, 

You that thus farre haue come to pitty me; 

Heare what I fay, and then goe home and lofe me. 

I haue this day receiu'd a Traitors judgement, 

And by that name mull dye; yet Hcauen beare witnes, 

And if 1 haue a Confcience, let it fincke me, 

Euen as the Axe falls, if I be not faithfull. 

The Law I beare no mallice for my death, 

T'has done » P on the prcmifes.but luftice i 

But thofe that fought it, 1 could wifli more Chriltians: 

(Be what they will) I heartily fbrgiuc 'em; 

Yet let 'em looke they glory not in mifchiefe; 



Nor build their euils on the graoes of great men ; 

For then, my guiltlelTe blood mult cry againlVem. 

For further life in this world I ne're hope, 

Nor will I fue,although the King haue mercies 

More then I dare make faults. 

You few that lou'd me, 

And dare be bold to weepe for Buckingham, 

His Noble Friends and Fcllowcs; whom to le«ue 

Is only bitter to him, only dying : 

Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 

And as the long diuorce of Steele fals on me, 

Make of your Prayers one fwect Sacrifice, 

And lift my Soulc to Heauen. 

Lead on a Cods name. 

Loue//. I doe befcech your Grace, for charity 
If cuer any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft me, now to forgiue me frankly. 

*Buc^. Sir Thomas Lout/1, I as free forgiue you 
As I would be forgiucn : I forgiue all. 
There cannot be thufe numberleflc offence* 
Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No blacke Enuy (hall make my Graue. 
Commend mec to his Grace : 
And if he fpeake of Buckingham; pray tell him, 
You met him halfc in Heauen: my vowes and prayers 
Yet aie the Kings; and till my Soull forfake, 
Shall cry for blcflings on him. May he liue 
Longer then I haue time to tell his y cares ; 
Euer bclou'd and louing, may his Rule be ; 
And when old Time (hall lead him to his end, 
GoodnelTe and he, fill vp one Monument. 

Lou. To th' water fide I mult conduit your Grace; 
Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Ntcbolat Vaux, 
Who vndertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 
The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready; 
And fit it with fuch furniture asfuitcs 
The Greatnefle of his Pcrfon. 

Buck,- Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my State now will but mocke me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke of 'Buckingham : now,poore Sdvard Bobmn; 
Yet I am richer then my bafe Accufcrs, 
That neuer knew what Truth meant : I now fcale it , 
And with that bloud will make 'em one day groanc for't. 
My noble Father Henry of l Buekj*gbam, 
Who firft rais'd head againft Vfurping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Servant "Baxtjier, 
Being diftreft; was by that wretch betraid. 
And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Scauenth fucceeding, truly pittying 
My Fathers lolTe; like a moft Royall Prince 
Reftor'd me to my Honours : and out of mines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sohne, 
Henry the Eight, Life, Honour, Name and all 
That made me happy; at one ftroake ha's taken 
For cuer from the World. I had my Tryall, 
And muft needs fay a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier then my wretched Father : 
Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes; both 
Fell by our Servants, by thofe Men we lou'd moft : 
A moft vnnaturall and faithlerte Seruice. 
Heauen ha's an end in all : yet, you that heare me, 
This from a dying man receiue as ccrtaine : 
Where you are liberal! of your loues and Councrls, 
Be fure you be not loofc ; for tho(e you make friends, 

And 

S4« 



Digitized by Google 



The Life of IQ'ng Henry the Eight. 



213 



And giue your heart* to; when they once perceiue 

The lcaft rub in your fortune!, fell away 

Like water from ye, ncuer fuund againe 

But where they meanc to finke ye : all good people 

Pray for me, 1 muft now forfeke ye; the laft houre 

Of my long weary life is come vpon me : 

Farewell; and when you would lay fomthing that is fed, 

Speakehow 1 fell. 

1 haue done; and God fbrgiuc me. 

Extant Du{e and Traine. 
I. O, thij is full of pitty; Sir.it cals 
I feare, too many curfes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 

a. If the Duke be guiltlefle, 
Tis full of woe : yet I can giue you inckling 
Ofancnfuingcuill, if it fell, 
Greater then this. 

1. Good Angels keepe it from vs: 
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? 

a. This Secret is fo weighty, 'twill require 
A ftrong faith to conceale it. 

1: Let me hauc it : 
I doe not talkc much. 

3. I am confident; 
You Hull Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Bctweene the King and Katbtrine t 

1. Yes, but it held not ; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mavor ftraight 
To flop the rumor;and allay thofe tongues 
That durft difperfe it. 

a. But that (lander Sir, 
Is found » truth now: for it growes agen 
Frefher then e're it was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, 
Or fome about him neere, haue out of malice 
To the good Qucene, polTeft him with a fcruple 
That will vndoc her: To confirme this too, 
Cardinall Campeiui is arriu'd, and lately, 
As all thinke for this bu fines. • 

I. Tis the Cardinall; 
And meerely to reuengc him on the Emperour, 
For not bellowing on him at his asking, 
The Archbilhopricke of Toledo,thn is purpos'd. 

z. I thinke 
You haue hit the marke ; but is't not cruell, 
That /he mould feele the fmart of this : the Cardinall 
Will haue his will,and the muft fall. 

1. Tis wofull. 
Wee are too open heere to argue this : 
Let's thinke in, 



Scena Secunda. 



_ tbi Letter. 

MY Lord, the Ihrfet your Lordjbip Jent for, with all the 
tort I bad, 1 Jan veil cbojen, ridden, and furnijb'd. 
They vert young and bandjome, and of the heft breed in the 
North. When tbty were ready to Jet tut for London, a nun 
of m y Lord Cardinally , by Comrniffi n, and maim purer tco\e 
m from me, vitb this rtafunbii maifitr would bee ferud bt- 
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fore a Subi. .-?, if not before the King, nbkb flop' dour moutbet 
Sir. 

I feare he will indeede ; well, let him haue them ; hee 
will haue all I thinke. 



day. 



to tbe Lord Cbamberlaine, the Dutts of Nor- 
filjf and SuffUkf. 
Norf Well met my Lord Cbamberlaine. 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Sufi". How is the King imployd ; 
Cham. I left him priuate, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Air/". What's the caufe ? 

Cham. It feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha's crept too neere his Confcience. 

Suff. No, his Confcience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladie. 

Mr/ Tisfo; 
This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieft, like the eldeft Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he lift. The King will know him one 

Suff. Pray God he doe, 
Hce'l neucr know himfclfc elfe. 

Norf. How holily he workes in all his bulinefle, 
And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the League 
Between vs Sc the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He diues into the Kings Soule, and there icattcrs 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to reftorc the King, 
He counfels a Diuorce, a lolTc of her 
That like a Icwell, ha's hung twenty yeares 
About his necke, yet ncuer loft her luftre; 
Of her that loues him with that excellence, 
That Angels louc good men with : Euen of her, 
That when the greateft ftraake of Fortune fells 
Will blefie the King : and is not this courfe pious ? 

C&dJR.Heauen keep me from fuch councehtis moft true 
Thefe newes are euery where, euery tongue fpeaks 'em, 
And euery true heart weepes for't. All that da re 
Looke into thefe affaires, fee this maine end, 
The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that fo long haue flept vpon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free vs from his flauery. 

Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our drliuerance; 
Or this imperious man will worke vs all 
From Princes into Pages : all mens honours 
Lie like one lumpe before him, to be felhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Suff. For me, my Lords, 
I loue him not, nor feare him, there's my Creede: 
As I am made without him,fo lie ftand, 
If the King pleafe : his Curfes and his b Idlings 
Touch me alike: th'are breath I notbeleeue in. 
I knew him. and I know him : fo I lcaue him 
To him that made him proud ; the Pope. 

Norf. Let's in; 
And with fome other bufincs,put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too 
My Lord, youle beare vs company? 

Cham. Excufe me, 
The King ha's fent me otherwhere : Belides 
You'l finde a moft vnfit time to difturbe him: 
Health to your Lordfttips. 

v Nor. 



him: 
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Nerfcllfe. Thankei my good Lord Chambtrla'me. 
Exit Lord Cbamb erlaine, and ibt King drawei the Curtaint 
and Jitt reading penfiuely. 
Stiff. How fad he looke*; lure he is much afflifled. 
Km. Who's there ? Ha ? 

Nerff. Pray God he be not angry. (fcluet 
Kin. Who'» there I fay? How dare you thruft your 
Into my priuate Mediation*? 
Who am I? Ha? 

Ncrff. A gracious King, that pardon* all offence* 
Malice ne're meant : Our breach of Duty thi* way, 
Is bufineffe of Eftate; in which, we come 
To know your Royall plcafurc. 

Kin. Ye are too bold : 
Go too; lie make ye know your times of bufineffe : 
I* this an howre for tcmporall affaires? Ha f 

Enter IVelfey and Campehu iritb a Qvmmiffien. 
Who's there? my good Lord Cirdinall? O my rVeljey, 
The quiet of my wounded Confciencc ; 
Thou art a cure fit for a King; you'r welcome 
Mod learned Rcuerend Sir, into our Kingdomc, 
Vfe v»,and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 
I be not found a Talker. 

Wei. Sir, you cannot; 
I would your Grace would giue v« but an houre 
Of priuate conference. 
Kin. We are bufie; goe. 
Nerff. This Pried ha's no pride in him ? 
Stiff. Not to fpeake of: 
I would not be fo ficke though for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 

A'er#. If it doc, He venture one; haue at him. 
Stiff. I another. 

Exeunt Nerfelke and Suffuse. 
Vci. Your Grace ha's giuen a Prefidcnt of wifedome 
Aboue all Princes, in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voyce of Chriftendome : 
Who can be angry now ? What Enuy reach you T 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, 
Muft now confeffe, if thry hatie any goodneffe, 
The Tryalt.iuft and Noble. All the Gierke*, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdomcs) 
Haue their free voyce*. Rome (the Nurfe of Iudgement) 
Inuited by your Noble felfc, hath lent 
One generall Tongue vnto vs. This good man, 
This iuft and learned Prieft, Cardnall Campeiiu, 
Whom once more, I prefent vnto your Highncffe. 

Km. And once more in mine armes I bid him welcome, 
And thankc the holy Conclaue for their loues, 
They haue lent mc fuch a Man, I would haue wifo'd for. 

Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferue all drangcrs louea, 
You are fo Noble : To your Highncffe hand 
I tender my Commiffion; by whofe vertue, 
The Court of Rome commanding. You my Lord 
Cardinall of are ioyn'd with me their Seruant, 

In the vnpartiall iudging of this Bufineffe. (ted 
Kin. Two equall men : The Qucene mall be acquain- 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner} 

Wei. 1 know your Maiefty,ha's alwayc* lou'd her 
So deare in heart, not to deny her that 
A Woman of leffe Place might aske by Law ; 
Schollers allow'd freely to argue for her. 

Km. I, and the belt <he mall haue; and my 
To him that does belt, God forbid els : Cardii 



to you; 



Enter Qard'mtr. 

Wei. Giue me your hand: much ioy Sc 
You are the Kings now. 

Card. But to be commanded 
For euer by your Grace, whofe hand ha's nuYd me. 

Kin. Come hither Gardiner. 

rValkft and xrbifpert. 

Camp. My Lord of Tcr^e, wa» not one DoQot Tare 
In this mans place before him ? 

fVet. Yes, he was. 

Camp. Was he not held a learned man t 
WJ. Ycsfurely. 

Camp. Belreue me, there'* an ill opinion fpread then, 
Eucn of your felfe Lord Cardinall. 
IVel. How? of me? 

Camp They will not fticke to fay, you enuide htm; 
And fearing he would rife ( he was fo vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne man dill, which fo greeu'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dide. 

Wei. Hcau'ns peace be with him: 
That'* Chriftian care enough : for liuing Murmurcrs, 
There'* place* of rebuke. He wa* a Foole; 
For he would need* be vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If I command him follow o my appointment, 
I will haue none fo necre els. Learne this Brother, 
We liuc not to be grip'd by meaner pcrfons. 

Kin. Deliuer thi* with modefty to th' Qucene. 

Exit Gardiner. 
The mod conuenient place, that I can thinke of 
For fuch receipt of Learning, is Black-Fryer* : 
There ye foal I meete about thi* waighty bufinet. 
My mifry, fee it furni&'d, O my Lord, 
Would it not grieue an able man to leaue 
So fweet a Bedfellow? But Confciencc, Confciencc ; 
O 'ti* a tender place, and I muft leaue her. 



Scena Tertia. 



Prcthcc call Gardiner to mc, my 
Ifind him a fit fellow, 



Cardinall, 



Enter Annt Hullen, and an eld Lady. 

An. Not for that neither; here'* the pang that pinches. 
His Highncffe, hauing liu'd fo long with her, and (he 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could euer 
Pronounce dilhonour of her ; by my life , 
She ncuer knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthroancd, 
Still growing in a Maicfty and pompc,thc which 
To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, then 
Tis fweet at firft t'acquire. After this Proccffe. 
To giue her the auaunt,it is a pitty 
Would moue a Monftcr. 

Old La. Hearts of mod hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

An. Oh Gods will, much better 
She ne're had knowne pompe ; though't be I 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do diuorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a fuffcrance, 
As foule and bodies fcuering. 

Old L. Alas poorc Lady, 
Shcc'* a flrangcr now againe. 

An. So much the more 
Muft pitty drop vpon her ; verily 
I fwcare, tit better to be lowly borne, 

And 
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And range with humble liuers in Content, 
Then to be perk'd vp in a gliftring griefe, 
And wearc a golden lorrow* 

Old L. Our content 
h our beft hauing. 

Anne. By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queene. 

Old. L. Beflirew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for' t, and fo would you 
For all thil fpicc of your Hipocrifie: 
You that haue fo faire parts of Woman on you, 
Haue (too) a Woman* heart, which euer yet 
Affeded Eminence, Wealth, Soueraignty ; 
Which, to fay foot h, arc Bleffingt; and which guifts 
(Sauing your mincing) the capacity 
Of your foft Chiuerell Confcience, would receiue, 
If you might pleale to ft retch it. 

Aunt. Nay, good troth. 

Old L. Yet troth, & troth; you would not be a Queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches vnder Heauen. 

Old.L.Tn ftrange; a threepence bow'd would hire me 
Old as 1 am, to Queene it : but I pray you, 
Whit thin Ice you of a Dutchcflc ? Haue you limbs 
To beare that load of Title? 

An. No in truth. 

Old. L. Then you are weakly made ;pluclce off a little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more then blulhing comes to : If your baclce 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, tis too weakc 
Euer to get a Boy. 

*An. How you doe talke; 
I fwearc againc, I would not be a Queene, 
For all the world : 

Old. L. In faith, for little England 
You'ld venture an emballing : I my felfe 
Would for Carnaruan/bire, although there long'd 
No more to th' Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here f 

Enttr Lcrd Qbamberlaine. ( know 

L. Cham. Good morrow Ladies; what wer't worth to 
The fecret of your conference ? 

An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your asking s 
Our Miftris Sorrowcs we were pittying. 

Cham. It was a gentle bufineffe, and 
The action of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 

An. Now I pray God, Amtn. 

Cham. You beare a gentle minde, & heau'nly bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Perceiue I fpeake Ancerely , and high notes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Maiefty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Doe's purpofe honour to you no lefle flowing. 
Then MarchionelTe of Prntrmfa to which Title, 
A Thoufand pound a yearc, Annuall fupport, 
Out of his Grace, he addea. 

An. I doe not know 
What kinde of my obedience, I Ihould tender; 
More then my All, is Nothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duely hallowed; nor my Withes 
More worth, then empty vanities: yet Prayers tc Wiflies 
Are all I can returne. 'Bcfecch your Lordfliip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeake my thankes,and my obedience, 
As from a blufli ng Handmaid, to his Highncffe; 
Whofe health and Royalty I pray for. 



Cham. Lady; 
I fliail not faile t'approue the faire conceit 
The King hath of you. I haue pcrus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, 
That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Iemme, 
To lighten all this He. Tie to the King, 
And fay I (poke with you. 

Exit Lord Chamberlain*. 

An. My honour'd Lord. 

Old. L. Why this it is : See, fee, 
I haue beene begging fixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For anyfuit of pound;: and you, (oh fate) 
A very frefli Fifli heere ; fye, fye, fyc vpon 
This compcl'd fortune : haue your mouth Aid vp, 
Before you open it. 

An. This is ftrange to me. 

Old L. How tafts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Story) 
That would not be a Queene, that would flic not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; haue you heard it ? 

An. Come you are pleafant. 

Old. L. With your Theame, I could 
<J re-mount the Larke: The MarchionelTe of Pembroke* 
A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpedr. f 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes mo thoufands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your backe will beare a Dutchefle. Say, 
Arc you not ftronger then you were? 

An. Good Lady, 
Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leaue me out on't. Would 1 had no being 
If this falute my blood a iot ; it faints me 
To thinkc what followes. 

The Queene is comfortlefle, and wee forgetfull 
In our long abfence : pray doe not deliuer, 
What heere y'haue heard to her. 
OldL. What doe you thinke me 



Scena Quarta. 



Trumpets , Snnet, and Cirntlt. 
Enter two Mergers, with jbo't ftlutr wands ; next them twt 
Sribes in the babite of Doflirs ; after them, (be 'Bijbop of 
Canterbury alone ; after him, tbt Bijbofx of Linectne, Sly, 
Rubefter, and S. Afapb : Next them, witb fame fmall 
dift ance, folkwes a Gentleman bearing the Purje, with the 
great Sale, and a Cirdinah Hat : Then two Pritfis, bea- 
ring each a Sluer Crcjje : Then a Gentleman Vfbtr bare- 
beaded ,accompanyed with a Sergeant at A' met, bearing a 
Sluer Mace : 'Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Sluer P illert : After tbem,fide by fide, the two Cardinals, 
two N»Utmn,whti tbe Sword and Mace. Tbt King tat^es 
place -vnder tbe Clctb tf Sate. Tbt two Cardinallt fit 
vnder him at Iudget. Tbe !%utene taijs place Jome dt- 
flance from tbe King. The ^Bijbops place tbemjelues on 
each fide tbe Court in manner of a Confifiory : 'Below tbtm 
tbe Sribes. The Lcrdi fit next tbe Bi/bops. The reft of tbe 
Attendants fiand in eonuenient order abcut tbt Sage. 



Card. 
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Camp. The Queene is obftinate, 
Stubborne to luftice, apt to accufe it, and 
Difdainfull to be tride by't ; ti* not well. 
Shee't going away. 
Kin. Call her againc. 

Crier. Katterine, Q^ of England, came into the Court. 

Gent.XJJb. Madam, you are cald backe. 

Q*f. What need you note it? pray you keep your way, 
When you are cald returne. Now the Lord helpe, 
They vexe me part my patience, pray you parte on; 
I will not tarry : no, nor 1 
Vpon this bufmelTe my 
In any of their Court*. 

Exit patent, and b*r 

Kin. Goe thy wayes Kate, 
That man i'th' world, who (hall report he ha's 
A better Wife, let him in naught be trufted, 
For fpeaking fjlfe in that ; thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentleneffr, 
j Thy meekneffe Saint-like, Wife-like Goucrnment, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parti 
Soueraigne and Pious els, could fpeake thee out) 
The Queene of earthly Queene* : Shee't Noble borne ; 
And like her true Nobility, fhe ha's 
Carried her fclfe toward* me. 

fftl. Moft gracioui Sir, 
In humbleft manner I require your Highnes, 
That it Hull pleale you to declare in hearing 
Of all thefe eares(fbr where I am rob'dand bound, 
There mult I be vnloos'd, although not there 
At once,and fully fatisfidc) whether cuer I 
Did broach thit bufines to your Highnes,or 
[ Laid any fcruple in your way, whi.h might 
Induce you to the queftion on't:or euer 
Haue to you, but with thanke* to God for fuch 
A Royal! Lady, fpake one, the leaft word that might 
Be to the preiudice of her prefent State, 
Or touch of her good Perfon ? 

Kin. My Lord Cardinal!, 
I doe excufe you ; yea, »pon mine Honour, 
I free you from't : You are not to be taught 
That you haue many enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo; but like to Village Curres, 
Barke when their fcllowes doe. By fome of thefe 
The Queene it put in anger; y'are excus'd : 
But will you be more iuftifi'de? You euer 
Haue wifh'd the flcrping of thit bufine*,neuer defir'd 
It to be ftir'd; but oft haue hindred.oft 
The pafTiges made toward it; on my Honour, 
I fpeake my good Lord Cardnall, to this point; 
And thui farre cleare him. 
Now, what mou'd me too'r, 

I will be bold with time and your attention : (too't: 
Then marke th 'inducement. Thui it came ; giue heede 
My Confcience firft receiu'd a tendernet, 
Scruple,and pricke,on certaine Speeches vtter'd 
By th'Bifhop of £<rtva,then French Embaflador, 
Who had beene hither fent on the debating 
And Marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orient e, and 
Our Daughter Mary : I'th* Progreflie of this bufines, 
Ere a determinate rcfolution, hee 
(I mcanc the Bifhop) did require a refpite, 
Wherein he might the King hit Lord i 
Whether our Daughter wctc legitimat 
Rcfpclting this our Marriage with the U>wa g cr, 

our Brothers Wife. This refpite fhooke 



luare, 
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The bofome of my Confcience, enter'd me; 
Yea, with a fpitting power, and maJe to tremble 
The region of my Breaft, which fure'd fuch way, 
That many maz'd confiderings, did throng 
And preft in with thit Caution. Firft, me thought 
I flood not in the fmile of Hcauen, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies worn be 
If it conceiu'd a male-child by me, mould 
Doe no more Offices of life too't; then 
The Graue docs to th' dead : For her Male IfTuc, 
Or di'de where they were made, or fliortly after 
This world had ayr'd them. Hence I tooke a thought, 
This was a Iudgement on me, that my Kingdome 
(Well worthy the bed Heyre o'th' World ) fhould not 
Be gladded in't by me. Then followes, that 
I weigh'd the danger which my Realmrs flood in 
By this my IfTues failc,and that gauc to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confcience, 1 did fleere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefent heere togethenthat's to fay, 
I meant to re&ifie my Confcience, which 
I then did feele full ficke,and yet not well, 
By all the Reuerend Fatheis of the Land, 
And Doctors learn'd. Firft I began in pr'm 
With you my Lord of LincMe; you 1 
How vnder my oppreflion 1 did reeke 
When I firft mou'd you. 

B. Lin. Very well my Liedge. • 

Kin. I haue fpoke long, be pleas'd your felfe to fay 
How ran-c you fatisfiJc me. 

Lin. So pleife your Highnes, 
The queftion did at firft fo ftagger me, 
Bearing a State of mighty moment in't, 
And confequence of dread, that I committed 
The daringft Counfaile which I had to doubt, 
And did entreate your Highnes to thit courfe, 
Which you are running heere. 

Kin. I then mou'd you, 
My Lord of Gi»/rr*«iry,and got your leaue 
To make this prefent Summons vnlolicited. 
I left no Reuerend Perfon in this Court; 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Vnder your hands and Seales; therefore goe on, 
For no diflike i'th' world againft the perfon 
Of the good Queene ; but the fharpe thorny points 
Of my atteadged reafons, driues this forward : 
Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To weare our mortal! State to come, with her, 
( Katbtrine our Queene) before the pritneft Creature 
That's Parragon'd o'th' World 

Camp. So pleafe your Highnes, 
The Queene being abfent, 'tis a needfull fitneflc, 
That we adiourne this Court till further day; 
Meane while, muft be an earned motion 
Made to the Queene to call backe her Appeale 
She intends vnto his Holineftc. 

Kin. I may perceiue 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhorre 
This dilatory (loth, and trickes of Rome. 
My learn'd and welbeloued Seruant Cranmer, 
Prethee returne, with thy approch: I know, 
My comfort comes along : breake vp the Court ; 
I fay, fet on. 

Exeunt, in manner at tbtj enter'd. 

*J 

4* 
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AftusTertius. Scena^Prima. 

Enter Queene and ber rVomtn at at w*r^r . 
Queen. Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soulc growes fad with troubli 



'em if thoucanft: leaue working: 



Song. 

ORpbem vitb bu Lute made Treti, 
And the Mount jine topi that freeze, 
Htm tbemjelues it ben be did finr. 
To bm Mufiekf, Plant t and Flower t 
F.uer fprung ; at Sunne and Sberreri, 
Tbert bad made a lofting Spring, 
Entry tbing that beard bimplay, 
Eurn tbe Billon-ei ef the Sea, 
Hung tbtir beads, & tben lay by. 
In ftreet Muficke u Jucb Art, 
Killing care, dTgriefe of heart, 
Fall afitept, or bearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Queen. How now t 

Gent. And't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinal* 
Wait in the prcfence. 

Queen. Would they fpeake with me ? 

Gent. They wiPd me fay fo Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Grace* 
To come neere ; what can be their bufine* 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from fauour? 
1 doe not like their comming; now I thinke on't, 
They fttould bee good men, their affaires as righteous : 
But all Hoods, make not Monkes. 

Enter tie two Cardinally Volley & Campian. 

Wolf. Peace to your Highneffc. 

Queen. Your Grace* find me heere part of a Houfwife, 
(I would be all)againft the word may happen: 
What are your pleafuret with me,reuerent Lord*? 

Wot. May it pleafe you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your priuatc Chamber ; we mall giue you 
The full caufe of our comming. 

Queen. Speake it heere. 
There'* nothing I haue done yet o" my Confcience 
Deferue* a Corner : would all other Women 



Could fpeake this with as free a Soulc as I doe. 
My Lord*, I care not (fo much 1 am happy 
Abouc a number) if my action* 
Were tri'de by eu'ry tongue, eu'ry eye faw 'em, 
Enuy and bale opinion fet againft 'em, 
I know my life foeuen. If your bufinet 
Seeke me out, and that way I am Wife in ; 
Out with it boldly: Truth louet open dealing. 
Card. Tanta eft erga te mentis integrum 
Queen. O good my Lord, no Latin ; 
1 am not fuch a Truant fince my comming, 
A* not to know the Language I haue liu'd in : (out : 
A ftrange Tongue make* my caufe more itrange, fufpiti- 
Pray fpeake in Englilh ; heere are fome will thanke you, 
If you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftri* fake ; 
Bcleeue me £he ha'» had much wrong. Lord 
The willing'!* finne 1 euer yet committed, 
May be abfolu'd in Engliflj. 
Card. Noble Lady, 



I am forry my integrity fhoul breed, 

(And feruice to hi* Maiefty and you) 

So deepe fufpition, where all faith wat meant; 

We come not by the way of Accufation, 

To taint that honour euery good Tongue bleffes; 

Nor to betray you any way to forrow ; 

You haue too much good Lady : But to know 

How you (land minded in the waighty difference 

Betwecne the King and you, and to deliuer 

(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinion*, 

And comforts to our caufe. 

Camp. Moft honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zealeand obedience he ftill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Ccnfure 
Both of hit truth and him (which was too fane) 
Offers, a* I doe, in a figne of peace, 
Hi* Seruice,and his Counfell. 

Queen. To betray me. 
My Lord*, I thanke you both for your good will*, 
Ye fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye proue fo) 
But how to make ye fodainly an Anfwere 
In fuch a poynt of weight, fo neere mine Honour, 
(More neere my Life I feare) with my weake wit; 
And to fuch men of grauity and learning; 
In truth I know not. I was fet at worke, 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes)looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch buflneffe; 
For her fake that I haue beene, for I feele 
The laft fit of my Greatneffe ; good your Graces 
Let me haue time and Councell for my Caufe : 
Ala*, I am a Woman frendleffe, hopelcffe. 

Vol. Madam, 
You wrong the King* loue with thefe feare*, 
Your hope* and friends are infinite. 

Queen. In England, 
But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 
That any English man dare giue me Councell.' 
Or be a knowne friend 'gainft hi* Highne* pleafurc, 
(Though he be growne fo defperate to be honeft) 
And liue aSubiecl? Nay forfooth, my Friend*, 
They that muft weigh out my afflli&ions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, liue not heere, 
They are (a* all my other comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Countrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leaue your grcefc*, and take my Counfell. 

Queen. How Sir T 

Camp. Put your maine caufe into the Kings protection, 
Hre's louing and moft gracious. 'Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe : 
For if the try a 1 1 of the Law o'retakc ye, 
You'l part away difgrae'd. 

ffcl. He tel* you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wifla for both, my ruine: 
Is this your Chriftian Councell t Out vpon ye. 
Heauen i* aboue all yet ; there fits a Iudge. 
That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftake* rs. 

Queen. The more flume for ye; holy men I thought ye, 
Vpon my Soule two rrucrend Ordinal 1 Vermes: 
But Cardinal! Sins,and hollow hearts I feare ye : 
Mend 'em for ftume my Lords : Is this your i 
The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady • 
A woman loft among ye, laugh't at, fcornd ? 
I will not wifti ye halfe my miferies, 
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I haue more Charity. But fay I wam'd ye ; 

Take heed, for heaucns fake take heed, leaft at once 

The burthen of my forrowes, fall vpon ye. 

Gar. Madam, this it a meere diffraction, 
You turne the good we offer, into enuy. 

S^uer. Ye turne me into nothing. Woe vpon ye, 
And all fuch falfe Profeflbrs. Would you haue me 
(If you haue any luftice,any Pitty, 
If ye be any thing but Churchmeni habits) 
Put my fickecaufe into his hands, that hates mc? 
Alas, ha't banifh'd me his Bed already, 
His Loup, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 
And all the Fellowihip I hold now with him 
Is onely my Obedience. What can happen 
To me, aboue this wretchednefTe T All your Studies 
Make me a Curfc, like this. 

Camp. Your fearcs are worfe. 

Qu Haue I liu'd thus long (let roe fpeake my felfe, 
Since Vertue findes no friends) a Wife.a true one? 
A Woman (1 dare fay without Vainglory) 
Neuer yet branded with Sufpition? 
Haue I, with all my full Affections 
I Still met the King ? Lou'd him next HeauWObey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondnefle) fuperftitious to him ? 
Almoft forgot my Prayres to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? 'Tis not well Lords. 
Bring me a conftant woman to her Husband, 
One that ne're dream'd a Ioy, beyond his pleafure ; 
And to that Woman ('when flic has done mod) 
Yet will 1 adde an Honor 5 a great Patience. 

Car. Madam, you wander from the good 
We ay me at. 

Qu. My Lord, 
I dare not make my felfe fo pull tic, 
To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 
Your Mafter wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e're diuorce my Dignities. 

Car. Pray heare me. 

%u. Would I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow vpon it : 
Ye haue Angels Faces; but Heauen knowes your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
I am the moft vn happy Woman liuing. 
Alas (poore Wenches)where are now your Fortunes? 
Shipwrack'd vpon a Kingdome, where no Pitty, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me? 
Almoft no Graue allow'd me ? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miftris of the Field, and flouriuYd, 
lie hang my head, and perifh. 

Qar. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know,our Ends are honcft, 
Youl'd fcele more comfort. Why mold wefgood Lady) 
Vpon what caufe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeffion is againft it ; 
We are to Cure fuch forrowes, not to fowe'em. 
For CoodncfTe fake, confider what you do, 
How you may hurt your felfe: I, vtterly 
Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 
So much they loue it. But to ftubborne Spirits, 
They fwell and grow, as terrible as ftormes. 
I know you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 
A Soule as cuen as a Calme ; Pray thinke vs, 
Thofe we profefie, Peace-makers, Friends, and Seruants. 

Camp. Madanyou'l finde it fo : 
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With thefe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, euer cafts 

Such doubts as falfe Coine from it. The King loues you, 

Beware you Ioofe it not : For vs(if you pleafe 

To truft vs in your bufincfTe) we are ready 

To vfe our vtmoft Studies, in your feruice. 

Qu. Do what ye will, my Lords s 
And pray forgiue me ; 
If I haue vs'd my felfe vnmannerly, 
You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemely anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 
He ha's my heart yet, and Hull haue my Prayers 
While I {hall haue my life. Come reuerend Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
That little thought when <he fet footing hecre, 
She mould haue bought her Dignities fo deere. Extunt 
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Emtr tlx Duk? of Norfolk, Dukf of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
and Lord Cbambtrlaint. 

Norf. If you will now vnite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conftincy.thc CardinaJI 
Cannot ftand vnder them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 
But that you flull fuftaine moc new difgraces, 
With thefe you beare alreadic. 

Sur. 1 am ioyfull 
To meete the leaft occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law, the Duke, 
To be reueng'd on him. 

Suf. Which of the Peeres 
Haue vncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft 
Strangely neglected? When did he regard 
The ftampe of Nobleneffe in any perfon 
Out of himfelfe ? 

Cham. My Lords, you fpeake your plcafures : 
What he deferues of you and me, 1 know : 
What wc can do to him (though now the time 
Giuca way to vs) I much feare. If you cannot 
Barrc his acceffe to'th'King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Ouer the King in'a Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him not, 
His fpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for euer marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's fetled 
(Not to come off) in his difpleafure. 

Sur, Sir, 

\ I would be glad to heare fuch Newes as this 
Once eucry houre. 

Nor. Belceueit,this ismie. 
In the Djuorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all vnfolded : wherein he appeares, 
As I would wifh mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
1 His Israelites to light ? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. O how? how i 

Smf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried, 

And 
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And came to th'eye o'th'King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his HolinctTc 
To ftay the Judgement o'th'Diuorce ; for if 
It did take place, I do (quoth he) perceiue 
My King is tangled in arFcftion,to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne e Bulltn i 

Sur. Ha's the King this ? 

Suf. Belceue it. 

Sur. Will this worke ? 

Cham. The King in this perceiue* him, how he coafb 
And hedge* his owne way. But in this point, 
All his trickes founder, and he brings his Phyficke 
After his Patients dcathj the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wilh my Lord, 
For I protcfle you haue it. 

Sur. Now all my ioy 
Trace the Coniunftion. 

Suf. My Amen too't. 

Aur. All mens. 

Suf. There'* order giucn for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yet but yong.and may be left 
To fome eares vnrecountcd. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleatc 
In minde and feature. 1 pcrfwadc me, from her 
Will fall fome blefling to this Land, which ftiall ' 
In it be racmom'J. , 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft thi* Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No, no : 
There be moc Wafpcs that bur about hi* Nofe, 
Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinall Campeiui, 
Is ftolne away to Rome, hath 'tane no leaue, 
Ha* left the caufe o'th'King vnhandled, and 
I* polled as the Agent of our Cardinall, 
To fecond all his plot. I do aflure you, 
The King cry'de Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incenfe him, 
And let him cry Ha,lowder. 

Norf. But my Lord 
When return es Oanmer ? 

Suf. He is returned in his Opinions, which 
Haue latisfieJ the King for his Diuorce, 
Together with all famous Co 1 1 edges 
Almoft in Chriftendome : <hortly(I belecue) 
Hi* fecond Marriage Gull be publilhd.and 
Her Coronation. Katberine no more 
Shall be call'd Queene, but Princefle Dowager, 
And Widdow toPri nee Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Qranmtr't 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine 
In the King* bufinefte. 

Suf. He ha's,and we fliall fee him 
For it,an Arch-byftiop. 

Nor. So I heare. 

Suf. 'Tis fo. 

Enter mifty and Cromrtll. 
The Cardinall. 

Nor. Ob fcrue,obfenie,hee's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gau't you the King ? 

Crom. To his owne hand.in's Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look d he o'th'infide of the Paper ? 



Crom. Prefently 
He did vnfeale them, and the fir ft he view'd, 
He did it with a Serious minde . a heede 
Wis in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heere this Morning. 

Card. Is he ready to come abroad f 

Crom. I thinke by this he is. 

Card. Leaue me a while. Exit Crtmtll. 

It flull be to the Dutches of Alanfon, 
The French Kings Sifter ; He fliall marry her. 
Anne Sullen? No : lie no Aunt Bulltnt for him, 
There's more in't then faire Vifage. Built* ? 
No, wee'l no Hulltm : Speedily I with 
To heare from Rome. The MarchioncfTc of Pcnbroke ? 

Nor. He's difcontented. 

Suf May be he heares the King 
Docs whet his Anger to him. 

•Sur. Sharpe enough, 
Lord for thy luftice. . 

Car. The late Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knight* Daughter 

To be her Miftris Miftris ? The Queene*, Queene ? 

This Candle burne* notcleerc, 'ti* 1 mult fnufTcit, 

Then out it goes. What though I know her vcrtuous 

And well deferuing ? yet 1 know her for 

A fpleeny Lutheran, and not whollome to 

Our caufe, that (he fltould lye i'th'bofome of 

Our hard rul'd King. Againe, there is fprung vp 

An Heretique, an Arch-one; Cranmer, one 

Hath crawl'd into the fauourof the King, 

And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at fomething. 

Enter King,reading of a Sctdult. 

Sur. I would 'twer fomthing y would fret the ft ring, 
The Mafter-cord on'* heart. 
Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by'th'houre 
Scemes to flow from him? How, i'th'name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lord*, 
Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord, we haue 
Stood heere obferuing him. Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in hit braine : He bite* his lip, and ft art*, 
Stop* on a fodaine, looke* vpon the ground, 
Then laye* his' finger on hi* Temple : ftraight 
Spring* out into faft gate, then ftop* againe, 
Strikes hi* breft hard, and anon, hecafts 
His eye againft the Moone : in moft ftrange Poflurcs 
We haue fcenc him fet himfelfe. 

King. It may well be, 
There is a mutiny in'* minde. This morning, 
Papers of State he fent me, to perufe 
At I requir'd : and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcicncc put vnwittingly) 
Forfooth an Inuentory, thut importing 
The feuerall parcel* of hi* Plate .hi* Treafure, 
Rich Sruffes and Ornaments of Houfliold, which 
I finde at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes 
Poflcflion of a SubieS. 

Nor. It's Heauent will, 
Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 
To blefte your eye withall. 

King . If we did thinke 

His 
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His Contemplation were aboue xhi earth, 
And fist on Spiritual! obiecl, he ihould ftill 
Dwell in hisMufings, but I amaffraid 
Hii Thinkings are below the Moonc.not worth 
His ferious confidering. 

King takji bx Seat,wbijfiers Lcuell, trbo go*t 
to tbe Carditudl. 

Car. Heauen fbrgiue me, 
Euer God bleffe your Highne(Te. 

King. Good my Lord, 
You are hill of Heauenly ftuffe, and beare the Inuentory 
Of your bed Graces, in your minde ; the which 
You were now running o're: you haue fcarfe time 
To fleale from Spiritual! leyfure, a briefc fpan 
To keepe your earthly Audit, fure in that 
I decme you an ill Husband, and am gald 
To haue you therein my Companion. 

Car. Sir, 

For Holy Offices I haue a time ; a time 
To thinke vpon the part of bufinefle, which 
I beare i'th'State : and Nature docs require 
Her times of preferuation, which perforce 
I her fraile fonne, among'ft my Brethren mortal!, 
Muft giue my tendance to. 
King. You haue faid well. 

Car. And euer may your Highneffe yoake together, 
( As I will lend you caufej my doing well, 
With my well faying. 

King. 'Tis well laid agen, 
And 'tis a kinde of good dcede to fay well, 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lou'd you, 
He faid he did, and with his deed did Crowne 
His word vpon you. Since I had my Office, 
I haue kept you next my Heart, haue not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might core 
But par'd my prefent Hauings, to beftow 
My Bounties vpon you. 

Car. What mould this meane f 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefle. 

Kinf. Haue I not made you 
The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you haue found true : 
And if you may confefle it, fay withall 
If you are bound to vs, or no. What fay you ? 

Car. My Soueraigne, 1 confclTe your Royall graces 
Showr'd on me daily, haue bene more then could 
My ftudicd purpofes requite, which went 
Beyond all mans endeauors. My endeauors, 
Haue euer come too fliort of my Deli res, 
Yet fill'd with my Abilities : Mine owne ends 
Haue becne mine fo, that euermore they pointed 
To'th'good of your mod Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State. For your great Graces 
Heap*d vpon me (poore Vndcferuer) I 
Can nothing render but Allcgiant thankes, 
My Prayres to heauen for you ; my Loyaltie 
Which euer ha's, and euerffiall be growing, 
Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Fairely anfwer'd ! 
A Loyall, and obedient Subiecl is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honor of it 
Does pay the Ac! of it, as i'th'contrary 
The fowleneflc is the punifliment. I prefume, 
That as my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you, 
My heart drop'd Louc, my powre rain'd Honor, I 
On you, then any : So your Hand, and Heart, 



Your Braine, and euery Function of your power, 
Should, not with (landing that your bond of duty, 
As 'twer in Loues particular, be more 
To me your Friend, then any. 

Car. I do profefle, 
That for your Highneffe good, I euer labour'd 
More then mine owne : that am,haue,and will be 
(Though all tbe world ihould cracke their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thicke as thought could make 'cm, and 
Appeare in formes more horrid) yet my Duty, 
As doth a Rocke againft the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wilde Riuer breake, 
And (land vnihaken yours. 

King. *Tis Nobly fpoken : 
Take notice Lords, he ha's a Loyall breft, 
For you haue feene him open't. Read o're this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaft with 
What appetite you haue. 

Exit King, frevning -vpon tbe Qarltnall, tbe N&bltt 
throng after bim J'mt/ing,and vbifiering. 

Car. What mould this meane* 
What fodaine Anger's this? How haue I reap'd it t 
He parted Frowning from me, as if Ruine 
Lcap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon 
Vpon the daring Huntfman that has gall'd him : 
Then makes him nothing. 1 muft rcade this paper : 
I feare the Story of his Anger. *Tis fo : 
This paper ha's vndone me : Tisth'Accompt 
Of alt that world of Wealth I haue drawne together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence / 
Fit for a Foole to fall by : What crofle Diuell 
Made me put this maine Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
No new deuice to beate this from his Braines? 
1 know 'twill ftirre him ftrongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againe. What's this > To tb'Pof* > 
The Letter (as I liue) with all the Bufinefle 
I writ too's Holineffc. Nay then, farewell : 
I haue touch'd the higheft point of all my Greatneffe, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
I harte now to my Setting. I fliall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the Euening, 
And no man fee me more. 

Enter to fVoelfey, tbe Du{ei of Nerfilfy and Sufd{e, tb* 
Earle of Surrey, and tbe Lord Chamber lair t. 

Nor. Heare the Kings pleafure Cardinall, 
Who commands you 
To render vp the Great Scale prefent ly 
Into our hands, and to Confine your lelfe 
To Aflier-houfc, my Lord of Wincheftcrs, 
Till you heare further from his Highnefle. 

Gir. Stay : 

Where's your Commiflionf Lords, words cannot carric 
Authority fo weighty. 

Saf Who date crofle 'cm, 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreflely? 

Car. Till I finde more then will, or words to do it, 
(I meane your malice) know, Officious Lords, 
1 dare,and muft deny it. Now I feele 
Of what courfe Mettle ye are molded, Enuy, 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgraces 

As 
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As if it fed ye, and how fleeke and wanton 

Yc appcare in euery thing may bring my ruine ? 

Follow your cnuious courfes, men of Malice j 

You haue Chriftian warrant for 'em, and no doubt 

In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Scale 

You aske with fuch a Violence, the King 

( Mine, and your Mafter ) with his owne hand,gaue me : 

Bad mc enioy it, with the Place, and Honors 

During my life j and to confirme his Goodne(Te, 

Ti'de it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The King that gaue it. 

Car. It muft be himfclt'e then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 

Car. Proud Lord, thou lyeft I 
Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better 
Haue burnt that Tongue, then faidefo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarlet finne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy belt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a haire of his. Plague of your policie, 
You fent me Dcputie fdr Ireland, 
Farre from his fuccour ; from the King, from all 
That might haue mercic on the fault, thou gau'ft him : 
Whil'ft your great Goodnefle, out of holy pitty , 
Abfolu'd him with an Axe. 

rVol. This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 
I anfwer.is molt falfe. The Duke by Law 
Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any priuate malice in his end, 
His Noble Iurie, and foule Caufe can witneflc. 
If I lou'd many words, Lord, I mould tell you, 
You haue as little Honeftie, as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyal tic, and Truth, 
Toward the King, my euer Roiall Mailer, 
Dare mate a founder man then Surric can be, 
And all that loue his follies. 

Sur. By my Soule, 
Your long Coat (Prieft) protecls you, 
Thou fhouid'ft feele 

My Sword i'th life blood of thee elfe. My Lords 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 
And from this Fellow ? If we liuc thus tamely, 
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarlet, 
Farewell Nobilitie : let his Grace go forward, 
And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkcs. 

Card. All GoodneflTe 
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. 

Sur. Yes, that good n elfe 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one, 
Into your owne hands (Card'nall) by Extortion : 
The goodnefle of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to'th'Pope, againft the King : your goodnefle 
Since you prouoke me, mall be moft notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
As you refpelt the common good, the State 
Of our defpis'd Nobilitie, our 1 flues, 
(Whom if he liue, will fcarfe be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand fumme of his linnet, the Articles 
Collected from his life. He ftartle you 
Worfe then the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay killing in your Armcs, Lord Cardinall. 

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife this man, 
But that I am bound in Charitie againft it. 



Nor. Thofc Articles,my Lord.are in the Kings hand: 
But thus much, they are foule onet. 

mi. So much fairer 
And fpotlcfle, mall mine Innocence arife, 
When the King knowet my Truth. 

Sur. This cannot faue you ; 
I thanke my Memorie, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they fliall. 
Now, if you can blufh, and crie guiltie Cardinall, 
You'l Ihew a little Honeftie. 

Tel. Speake on Sir, 
I dare your worft Obieclioni : If I blulh, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur. 1 had rather want thofe, then my head ; 
Haue at you. 

Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You maim'd the Iurifdiclion of all Bilhops. 

Nor. Then, That in all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego Rtx mem 
Was ftill inferib'd : in which you brought the King 
To be your Seruant. 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell, when you went 
Ambaflador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Scale. 

Sur. Item, You fent a large Commiflion 
To Qngory dt Cajadt, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 
A League betweene his Highneffc.and Ferrara. 

Suf. That out of meere Ambition, you haue caut'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ftimpt on the Kings Coine. 

Sur. Then, That you haue fent inumerable fubflancc, 
(By what meanes got, I Icaue to your owne confciencc) 
To furnith Rome, and to prepare the wayci 
You haue for Dignities, to the meere vndooing 
Of ali the Kingdome. Many more there are, 
Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 
Preflc not a falling man too farrcr'tis Vertue : 
His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you) correct: him. My heart weepes to fee him 
So little, of his great Selfc. 

Sur. I forgiue him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleafure it, 
Bccaufe all thofe things you haue done of late 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 
Fall into'th'compaflc of a Premunire ; 
That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caftles, and whatfocuer, and to be 
Out of the Kings protection. This it my Charge. 

Nor. And fo wcc'l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to liuc better. For your ftubborne anfwer 
About the giuing backe the Great Scale to vs, 
The King fhali know it, and (no doubt) ftial thanke you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 

Extunt all but Wolfty. 
Vol. So farewell, to the little good you beare me. 
Farewell? A long farewell to all my Creatnefle. 
Thit it the ftate of Man , to day he putt forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloflbmes, 
And beares hisblufliing Honors thicke vpon him : 
The third day, comes a Froft; a killing Froft, 
And when he thinkes, good eafie man, full furely 

Hi« 
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Hit Greatnefle it a ripening, nippct his roote, 
And then he fill as 1 do. 1 haue ventur'd 
Like little wanton Boyes that fwim on bladders : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But farre beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride 
At length broke vnder me, and now ha't left me 
Weary,and old with Seruice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftreame, that mult for euer hide me. 
Vaine pompe, and glory of thit World, I hate ye, 
I feele my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
It that poore man, that hangs on Princes fauours? 
There it betwixt thatfmile we would afpire too, 
That fweet Afpcd of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and feares then warres, or women haue ; 
And when he fallet , he fallet like Lucifer, 
Neuer to hope againe. 

Enter Cromwell, fianding amavd. 
Why how now Qrtmwell .' 

Oom. I haue no power to fpeake Sir. 

Car. What, amaz'd 
At my mitfortuncsrCan thy Spirit wonder 
A great man Ihould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace. 

Card. Why well : 
Neuer (b truly happy, my good Crcmwtll t 
I know my felfe now, and I feele within me, 
A peace aboue all earthly Dignities, 
A (till, and quiet Confcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I humbly thanke his Grace : and from thefe moulders 
Thcfe ruin'd Fillers, out of pitty, taken 
A loade, would finite a Nauy, (too much Honor.) 

0 'tit a burden Oomwil, 'tit a burden 

Too hcauy for a man, that hopet for Heaucn. 

Crew. I am glad your Grace, 
Ha't made that right vfe of it. 

Card. I hope I haue : 

1 am able now (me thinkes) 

(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) 
To endure more Mifcries, and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Enemies, dare offer. 
What Ncwet abroad? 

Crom. The heauieft, and the worft, 
It your difpleafure with the King. 

Card. God blelTe him. 

Crem. The next it, that Sir Thomas Moore it chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Card. That't fomewhat fodain. 
But he't a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in hit Highncfle fauour, and do Iuftice 
For Trutht-fakc,and hitConlcirnce ; that his bones, 
When he ha't run his courfe, and flecpes in Bleftings, 
May haue a Tombe of Orphantt tearcs wept on him. 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmtr is rctum'd with welcome ; 
Inftall'd Lord Arch-byfl»op of Canterbury. 

Card. That't Newes indeed. 

Crom. I ...ll, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath in fecrccielong married, 
This day wat view'd in open, at hitQueene, 
Going to Chappell : and the voyce it now 
Onely about her Corronation. 

Card. There wat the waight that poll'd me downe. 
O Qromwell, 

The King ha't gone beyond me : All my Gloriet 
In that one woman, I haue loft for euer. 



No Sun, mall euer vfher forth mine Honors, 

Or glide againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 

Vpon my (miles. Go get thee from me Cromwel, 

I am a poore falne man, vnworthy now 

To be thy Lord, and Mailer. Sccke the King 

(That Sun, I pray may neuer fet) I haue told him, 

What, and how true thou art ; he will aduance thee t 

Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 

(I know hit Noble Nature) not to let 

Thy hopefull (eruice perifli too. Good Cromwell 

Neglect him not ; make vfe now, and prouide 

For thine owne future fafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 
Muff I then leaue you - Mud I needet forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and fo true a Matter ? 
Beare witneiTc, all that haue not heartt of Iron, 
With what a for row Cromwel leauet hit Lord. 
The King (hall haue my feruicc ; but my prayret 
For euer, and for euer (hall be yours. 

Card. Ocmwel, I did not thinkc to lhcd a tcare 
In all my Mifcriet 1 But thou haft fore'd roe 
(Out of thy honcft truth) to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : And thus farre heare me Oomwrl, 
And when 1 am forgotten, as I Ihall be, 
And flecpe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, mote muft be heard of : Say I taught thee; 
Say Ifoljey, that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And founded all the Depths, and Shoalet of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of hit wracke)to rife in t 
A lure, and fafe one, though thy Maftermift it. 
Marke but my Fall, and that that Kuin'd me : 
Cromwel, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that finne fell the Angelt : how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker jhopc to win by itf 
Loue thy felic lift, cheiilh thofe hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more then Honefty. 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence cnuious Tongues. Be iuft,and feare not; 
Let all the ends thou aym'ft at, be thy Countries, 
Thy Gods, and Truths. Then if thou fall'ft(0 Cromwtll) 
Thou fall'ft a blcfled Martyr. 
Serue the King : And prythec leade me in ! 
There take an Inuentory of all 1 haue, 
To the laft peny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heauen, it all, 
I dare now call mine owne. O Cromwel, Crcmwtl, 
Had I but feru'd my God, with halfe the Zeale 
I feru'd my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Cronr. Good Sir, haue patience. 

Card. So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heauen do dwctl. 



AfiusQuartus. Scena^Prima. 



Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 

1 Y'are well met once againe. 

2 So are you. 

I You come to take your ftand heerc, and behold 
The Lady yiW,pafle from her Corronation. 

2 TlS 
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2 Ti« all my bufineffe. At our lad encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Triall. 

1 Tit very true. But that time offcr'd forrow, 
This generall ioy. 

2 Tis well : The Citiiens 
I am fure hauclhcwne at full their Royall minds, 
As let *em haue their rights, they are euer forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honor. 

1 Neuer greater, 
Nor lie affure you better taken Sir. 

2 May I be bold to ask e what that container, 
That Paper in your hand. 

I Yes, 'tis the Li ft 
Of thofe that claime their Offices this day, 
By cuftome of the Coronation. 
The Ouke of Suffolke is the firft,and claimes 
To be high Steward) Next the Duke of Norfolke, 
He to be Earle Marihall : you may reade the reft. 

I 1 thankc you Sir : Had I not known thofe 
I mould haue beene beholding to your Paper : 
But I befcech you, what's become of Katbtrint 
The Princeffe Dowager? How goes her bufineffe ? 

I That 1 can tell you too. The Archbiihop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reuerend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunftable j fixe mile* off 
From Ampthill, where the Princeffe lay, to which 
She was often cyted by them, but appear'd not: 
And to be (hort, for not Appearance. and 
The Kings late Scruple, by the maine affent 
Of all thefc Learned men, (he was diuore'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect t 
Since which, (he was remou'd to Kymnulton, 
Where (he remainrs now licke. 

a Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets found : Stand clofe, 

The Queene it comming. Ho-boyes. 

The Order of the Coronation. 



1 A lituly Fl.vijh of Trusnpttt. 

2 Tbtn, two ludgts. 

J .Lf (/Chancellor, witb Purj't ard efface btfort bim. 

4 Quirriftcrs finging. Muficke. 

5 Maior of London, bearing tbt Mace. Tbtn Garter, in 
bu Coatt of Armtt, and on km bead be wore a Gilt dpptr 
Qrownt. 

6 Marqurffe Dorfct, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on bu bead, 
a Demy Coronal! of Gold. fr,tb bim, 'the Earle of Surrey, 
bearing the Rod of Stlutr xritb ibe Dcue, Crowned witb an 
F.ar/es Coronet. Cellars of Efes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in Us Rj.be of Eflatc,hu Coronet on bit 
bead, bearing a long white Wand, at High Steward. With 
bim, tbt Du^e of Norfolke, witb tbt Rod of Marjhaijhip, 



a C ronet on bu bead. Co 



of Efes. 



8 A Canopy, borne by foure of tbt Cinque-Ports, vndtr it 
tbt Queene in ber Ribe, in btr baire, richly adorned vitb 
Tearle. Crowned. On tacb JsJc btr, tbt Btjbips of London, 
and Winehcftcr. 

9 Tbe Olde Dutchcffc of Norfolke, in a Corenail of gold, 
wrought with Fiovers.bearing tbt ^ueenes Traine. 

10 Certasnt Ladies or Counteffes, with plaint Circlets of 
gold, without Fbmtrt, 

Exeunt, firfl paging otter tbt Stagt in Order and State, and 
tbtn, A great Flour \fi> of Trumpets. 



2 A Royall Traine belceue me : Thefe I know : 
Who's that that beares the Scepter f 

1 Marqueffe Doifct, 
And that the Earle of Surrey, with the Rod. 

2 A bold brauc Gentleman. That mould bee 
The Duke of Suffolke. 

1 Tis the fame : high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke ? 

1 Yet. 

2 Hcauen bleffe thee, 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I euer look'd on. 
Sir, at 1 haue a Soulc,(hc is an Angell ; 
Our King ha't all the Indict in his Armes, 
And more, and richer, when he ftraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Confcience. 

1 They that bcare 
The Cloath of Honour ouer her, are foure Barons 
Of the Cinque -Ports. 

2 Thofe men are happy, 
And fo are all, are neere her. 
1 take it, (he that canies vp the Traine, 
It that old Noble Lady, Dutcheffe of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reft are Counteffet. 

2 Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe are Stam 
And fomctimes falling one*. 

2 No more of that. 

Enter a tbird Gtnlltman. 
i God faue you Sir. Where haue you bin broiling ? 

3 Among the crow'd i'th'Abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wetig'd in more : I am flirted 

With the mcere rankneffe of their ioy. 

2 You faw the Ceremony? 

3 That I did. 

1 How was it ? 

3 Well worth the feeing. 

2 Good Sir.lpcakc it to vs ? 

3 As well as 1 am able. The rich ftreame 
OfLordt,and Ladies, hauing brought the Queene 
To a prepar'd place in the Quire, fell off 

A diftance from her; while her Grace fate downc 
To reft a while, fome halte an houre, or fo, 
In a rich Chaire of State, oppofing fieely 
The Beauty of her Pcrfon to the People. 
Belecue me Sir, (he is the goodlicft Woman 
That euer Uy by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noyfe arofe, 
As the ihrowdes make at Sea, in a ftiffe Tempeft, 
At lowd,and to as many Tunes. Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublets, I thinke) flew vp, and had their Face* 
Bin loofe, this day they had beene loft. Such ioy 
1 neuer law before. Great belly'd women, 
That had not halfe a wecke to go, like Rammes 
In the old time of Wane, would (hake the prcale 
And make 'cm rerlc before 'em. No man liuing 
Could fay this is my wife there, all were wouen 
So ftrangely in one pecce. 

2 But what fotlow'd ? 

3 At length, her Grace rofe.and with modeft paces 
Came to the Altar, where (he kneel'd,and Saint-like 
Caft her fairc eyet to Hcauen, and pray'd deuoutly. 
Then role againe.and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the Arch by (hop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royall raakingsof a Queene; 

At holy Oyle, Edward Confclljrs Crowne, 

The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblemet 

Laid Nobly on her : which perform'd, the Quire 

With 
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With all the choyfeft Mufickc of the Kingdome, 
Together fung Tt Dtvm. So flie parted, 
And with the fame full State pac'd backe againe 
To Yorke-PUce, where the Fcaft is held. 
I Sir, 

You muft no more call it Yorke-ptace, that's pad : 
For fincc the Cardinall fell, that Titles loft, 
Tis now the Kings, and call'd White-Hall. 

3 I know it : 
But 'tis fo lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is frelh about me. 

a What two Reuerend Byftops 
Were thofe that went on each fiJe of the Quecne? 

3 &o(eley and Gardiner, the one of Winchcftcr, 
Newly prefcrr'd from the Kings Secretary : 
The other London. 

* He of Winchcfter 
Is held no great good louer of the Archbifhops, 
The vertuous Cranrr.tr. 

3 All the Land knowes that: 
How euer.yet there is no great breach, when it 1 
Qranmer will finde a Friend will not (hrinke from him. 

a Who may that be, I pray you. 

3 'Tbomat Crmnttll, 
A man in much eftceme with th'King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King ha's made him 
Mafter o'th'Iewell Houfe, 
And one already of the Priuy Councell. 

s He will deferue more. 

3 Yes without all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye flull go my way, 
*Which is to'th Court, and there ye flull be my Gucfts: 
Something I can command. As I walke thither, 
He tell ye more. 

Both. You may command ft Sir. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



r,fic^e, lead btttrtent Griffith, 
t'lbtr, and tatienct 
btr ft'ema*. 



Crif. How do's your Grace * 

Kaib. O Griffith. ficke to death : 
My Lcgges like loaden Branches bow to'th'Earth, 
Willing to leauc their burthen : Reach a Chaire, 
So now (me thinkes) I feele a little cafe. 
Did'ft thou not tell me Griffith, as thou lead'ft mee, 
That the great Childc of Honor, Cardinall fVclfey 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes Madam : but I thanke your Grace 
Out of the paine you fuffcr'd, gaue no eare too't. 

Kath. Pre'thce good grifftb, tell me how he dy'de. 
If well, he ftept before me happily 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voyce goes Madam, 
For after the ftout Earlc Northumberland 
Arretted him at Yorke, and brought him forward 
As a man forily tainted, to his Anfwer, 
He fell fickc fodainly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit his Mule. 

Kath. Alas poore man. 

Grif.At laft, with eafie Rodes, he came to Leicefter, 



Lodg'd in the Abbey ; where the reuerend Abbot 
With all his Coucnt, honourably receiu'd h m ; 
To whom he gaue thefe words. O Father Abbot, 
An old man, broken with the ftormes of State, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye : 
Giue him a little earth for Chariry. 
So went to bed ; where eagerly his ficknefle 
Purfu'd him ftill, and three nights after thil, 
About the houre of eight, which he himfelfe 
Foretold Ihould be his laft, full of Repentance, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares, and Sorrowei, 
He gaue his Honors to the worl j agen, 
HisblclTed part to Heauen.and flcpt in peace. 

Kath. So may he reft, 
His Faults lye gently on him : 

Yet thus faire Griffith, giue me lcaue to fpeake him, 
And yet with Chariry. He was a man 
Of an vnbounded ftomackc, euer ranking 
Himfelfe with I'rinces. One that by fug^cftion 
Ty'de all the Kingdome. Symonit, wjs (aire play, 
His owne Opinion was his Law. l'th'preience 
He would fay vntmths, and be euer double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was neucr 
(But where he meant t» Ruine )pittifull. 
His Promifes, were as he then was, Mighty: 
But his performance, as he is now, N< 
Of his owne body he was ill, and gaue 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam : 
Mens cuill manners, hue in Brafle, their Vermes 
We write in Water. May it r le^fc your HighnefTe 
To hcare me fpeake his good now ? 

Kath. Yes good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif This Cardinall, 
Though from an humble Stocke, vndoubteJly 
Was falhion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholler, and a ripe, and good one : 
Exceeding wife, faire fpoken, and perfwading : 
Lofty, and fowre to them that lou'd him not : 
But, to thofc men that fought him, fwcet as Summer. 
And though he were vnf.'t'isficd in getting, 
(Which was a finne) yet in bellowing, Mad im, 
He was moft Princely : Euer witmflV fur him 
Thofe twinnes of Learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford :one of which, fell with him, 
Vnwilling to out-liue the good that did it. 
The other (though vnfinifli'd) yet fo Famous, 
So excellent in Art,and ftill fo rifing, 
That Chriftendome flull euer fpeake his Vertue. 
His Oucrthrow, hcap'd Happineflc vpon him : 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelfe, 
And found the Blcflcdncfle of being little. 
And to adde greater Honors to his Age 
Then man could giue him; he dy'de, fearing God. 

Katb. After my death, 1 wifti no other Herald, 
No other fpeakcr of my liuing AcTmns, 
To keepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 
But fucn an honeft Chronicler as Q'riffitb. 
Whom I moft hated Liuing, thou haft made mee 
With thy Religious Truth, and Modeftie, 
fNow in his Alhes)Hunor : Peace be with him. 
Patience, be neerc me ftill, and fet me lower, 
I haue not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Caufe the Mufitians play me that fad note 
I nam'd my Knell ; whil'ft I fit meditating 

x On 
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Qn that Cceleftiall Harmony I go too. 

Sad and fotemne &{ujic\f. 
Grif.She is afleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 

The Vifin. 

Entir fdemnely tripping one after another, Jixt Perfonages, 
clad in vhite Robes , vearing on their beades Garlands of 
Baye s, and golden fizards en their facet, Brancbet of Bates 
or "Palme in tbeir bands. They jirfl Conge fWM ber, then 
Dance : and at crrtaine Changes., the ftrft mo bold a flare 
Garland oner ber Head, at rrbicb the other foure ma{e re- 
verend Curt/us. Then the two that held the Gar land, deli- 
ver the fame to the other next Mrs, vl<o ob/erue the fame or- 
der in their Changes, and hclding the Garland cutr her 
bead. V'hscb dune, they deliucr tbt fame garland to tbt 
lafi tvo : wbv likprife tbftrue the fame Order. ±At vrhicb 
(<« it rrere by inipiratkn) the mates (in ber Jlerpe) fignes of 
reioycing,and holdetb ip her bands to beauen. And fo,in 
tbeir Dancing xanijb, carrying the Garland triib tbem^ . 
The zHfu/icfy continues. 

Katb. Spirits of peace, where are ye? Are ye all gone ? 
And leauc mc hcere in wretchedncfle, behindc ye? 

Grif. Madam, we are hcere. 

Katb. It is not you I call for, 
Saw ye none enter fmce I flcpt ? 

Grif None Madam. 

Katb. No? Saw you not eucn now a blcflcd Troopc 
Inuite me to a Banquet, whofc bright faces 
Call thoufand beames vpon mc, like the Sun? 
They promis'd me eternal! HappinefTe, 
And brought mc Garlands (Griffith) which I feele 
1 am not worthy yet to wcarc : I Hull afturedly. 

Grif. I am mod ioyl'ull Madam, fuch good dreamcs 
Pofteflc your Fancy. 

Katb. Bid the Muficke leauc, 
They are harih and heauy to mc. Mufubj ceajes. 

Pali. Do you note 
How much her Grace is altcr'd on the fodaine ? 
How long her face is drawne ? How pale (he lookes, 
And of an earthy cold? Markc her eyes? 
Grif She is going Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pati. Heaucn comfort her. 

Enter a csffefienger. 

Mef. And't like jour Grace 

Katb. You are a i'awcy Fellow, 
Deferuc we no more Reuercnce ? 
Grif. You are too blame, 



kr. 



flic will not loofe her wonted GreatnefTe 



To vfc fo rude behauiour. Go too, knee le. 

Mef. I humbly do entreat >our Highnefle pardon, 
My haft made mc vnmannerly. There is (laying 
A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you. 

Katb. Admit him entrance Griffith. But this Fellow 
Let me ne're fee agiine. Extt Mejftng. 

Enter Lord Capucbim. 
If my fight fiile not, 

You (hould be Lord Ambaffador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew, and your name Capucbisa. 

Cap. Madam the fame. Your Scruant. 

Katb. O my Lord, 
The Times and Titles now are altcr'd ftrangely 
With mc, fmce firft you knew mc. 
But I pray you, 

What is your plcafurc with me f 



Cap. Noble Lady, 
Firft mine owne feruice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings rcqueft.that I would vifit you, 
Who greeues much for your weaknefle,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath.O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
'Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 
That gentle Phyficke giuen in time, had cur'd me: 
But now I am part all Comforts hcere, but Prayers. 
How docs his Highnefle ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Katb. So may he cuer do, and euer flourish, 
When I mall dwell with Wormcs, and my poorc name 
BaniftTd the Kingdome. Patience, is that Letter 
I caus'd you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat. No Madam. 

Katb. Sir, I moft humbly pray you to deliuer 
This to my Lord the King. 
Cap. Moft willing Madam. 

Katb. In which 1 hiue commended to his goodncfle 
The Modcll of our chafte loucs : his yong daughter, 
The dewes of Heauen fall thicke in Blcflings on her, 
Befeeching him to giuc her vertuous breeding. 
She is yong, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 
I hope ftte will defcrue well ; and a little 
To loue her for her Mothers fake, that lou'd him, 
Heauen knowes how dccrcly. 
My next poorc Petition, 

Is, that his Noble Grace would haue fome pittie 

Vpon my wretched women, that fo long 

Haue fbllow'd both my Fortuncs.fiithfully, 

Of which there is not one, I dare auow 

(And now I ftiould not lye) but will deferue 

For Vcrtue.and true Beautie of the Soule, 

For honcftie,and decent Carriage 

A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 

And fure thofe men are happy that fliall haue 'em. 

The laft is for my men, they are the pooreft, 

(But pouerty could ncuer draw 'em from me) 

That they may haue their wages, duly paid 'em, 

And fomething ouer to remember me by. 

If Heauen had pleas'd to haue giuen me longer life 

And able meanes, we had not parted thus. 

Theft are the whole Contcnts.and good my Lord, 

By that you loue the decreft in this world, 

As you wi(h Chriftian peace to foulcs departed, 

Stand thefe poore peoples Friend, and rrge the King 

To do me this laft right. 

Cap. By Heauen I will, 
Or let me loofe the fa ihion of a man. 

Katb. I thankc you honeft Lord. Remember me 
In all humilitic vnto his Highnefle : 
Say his long trouble now is palling 
Out of this world. Tell him in death I bleft him 
(For fo I wilH mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Taticnce, 
Vou muft not leauc me yet. I muft to bed, 
Call in more women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be vs'd with Honor; ftrew me ouer 
With Maiden Flowers, that alt the world may know 
I was a chafte Wife, to my Graue: Embalme mc, 
Then lay me forth (although vnquecn'd) yet like 
A Qucene, and Daughter to a King enterte roe. 

leading Katherint. 

&m* 
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Aftus Quintus. Scena ^Prima. 



Our Reafons layd before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be conuentcd. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we mull root him out. From your Affaire* 
I hinder you too long :Good night, Sir Themas. 

Exit Gardiner and Page. 
L.u.Ma:,-. good nights, my Lord, 1 reft your fcruant. 

Erter King aid Sujfrl{e. 
King. Charlei, 1 will play no more to night, 
My mindes not on't, you are too hard for me. 
Suff Sir, 1 did neucr win of" you before. 
King. But little Char it i, 

Nor fhall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now Lcutf, from the Queenc what is the Newes. 

Leu. I could not fictionally deliurr to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman, 
I fent your Meffage, who return'd her thankes 
In the gieat'ft humblencffc, and defir'd your Highnefle 
Mod heartily to pray for her. 

K,*g. What fay 'ft thou? Ha? 
To pray for her? What is fhc crying out? 

Leu. So laid her woman, and that her fuffrance made 
Almolt each pang,a death. 

King. Alas good Lady . 

Snf. God fatcly quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle Trauatle, to the gladding of 
Your Highncffe with an Hcire. 

King. Tis midnight Charlei, 
Prythee to bed, and in thy Prayres remember 
Th eftate of my poore Q^eenc. Lcaue me alone, 
For 1 muft thinke of that, which company 
Would not be friendly too. 

Suf. 1 wifh your Highnefle 
A quiet night, and my good Mirtris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charln good night. Exit Suffer. 

Well Sir, what followcs ? 

Enttr Sir Anthony Denny. 

Dtn. Sir, I haue btought my Lord the Arch-by mop, 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha/ Canterbury ? 

Den. I my good Lord. 

King. Tis true : where if he Denny} 

Den. He attends your Highnefle plcafure. 

King, Bring him to Vs. 

Lea. This is about that, which the Bylhop fpake, 
I am happily come hither. 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

King. Auoyd the Gallery. Lauel jeemet te /lay. 

Ha? I hauefaid. Begone. 

What ? Exeunt Leuell and Denny. 

Cran. I am fearefull : Wherefore frownea he thus T 
Til his Afpecl of Terror. All's not well. 

King, How now my Lord ? 
You do defite to know wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cran. It is my dutic 
Tattend your Highnefle pleafure. 

King. Pray you arife 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterburie : 
Come, you and I muft walke a turnc together:, 
I haue Newes to tell you. 
Come, come, giue me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I greeue at what I fpeake, 
And am right farrie to repeat what followcs. 
I haue, and molt vn willingly of late 

x a Heard 



Enter Gardiner Hijbep cf Wincbefler,a Page vitb a Ttrcb 
beftrt him, met by Sir Themai Leuell. 

Gard. It's one a docke Boy.is't not. 
'Bey. It hath ftrooke. 

Gard. Thele mould be houres fur necefsities, 
Not for delights : Times to repayreour Nature 
With comforting rcpole, and not for vs 
To wafte thefe times. Good houre of night Sir Thomas : 
Whether fo late ? 

Leu. Came you from the King, my Lord? 

Gar. I did Sir Tbemas, and left him at Primero 
With the DukcofSuffolke. 

Leu. 1 muft to him too 
Before he go to bed. He take my leaue. 

Gard. Not yet Sir Them* Leuell : what's the matter ? 
It feemes you are in haft : and if there be 
No great offence belongs too't, giue vour Friend 
Some touch of your late bufineffe : Affaires that walke 
( As they fay Spirits do) at midnight, haue 
In them a wilder Nature, then the bufineffe 
That feekes difpatch by day. 

Leu. My Lord, I loue you ; 
And durft commend a fecret to your eare 
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 
They fay in great Extremity, and fear'd 
Shcc'l with the Labour, end. 

Gard. The fruire fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may finde 
Good time, and liue : but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
1 wilh it grubb'd vp now. 

Leu. Me thinkes I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fayes 
Shee's a good Creature, and fwcct-Ladie do's 
Deferue our better wilhes. 

Gard. But Sir, Sir, 
Heare me Sir Tbemat. y'are a Gentleman 
Of mine owne way. 1 know you Wife, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne're be well, 
Twill not Sir Thomas Leuell, tak't of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwel, her two hands, and fb.ee 
Slerpe in their Graues. 

Leuell. Now Sir, you fpeake of two 
The mod rcmark'd i'th'Kingdome : as for Crtnmell, 
Bcfide that of the lewell-Houfe, is made Mailer 
O'th'Rollcs and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
Stands in the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, 
With which the Lime will loadc him. Th'Archbyfhop 
Is the Kings hand, and tongue.and who dare fpeak 
One f) liable againft him ? 

Gard. Yes,yes,Sir Themai, 
There are that Dare, and I my felfe haue ventur'd 
To fpeake my minde of him : and indeed this day, 
Sir (I may tell it you) I thinke I haue 
Incenft the Lords o'th'Councell, that he is 
(For fo I know he is, they know he it) 
A moft Arth-Heretique, a Peftilence 
That does infect the Land : with which, they moued 
Haue broken with the King, who hath fo farre 
Giuen eare to our Complaint, of his great Grace, 
And Princely Care, fore-feeing thofe fell Mifchicfcs, 
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Heard many greeuous. I do fay my Lord 

Grccuouj complaints of you ; which being confider'd, 

Haue mou'd V*,and our Councell, that you (hall 

This Morning come before vi, where I know 

You cannot with fuch freedomc purge vour felfe, 

But that till further Triall, in thole Changes 

Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 

Vour patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your houfc our Towre : you, .1 Brother of vs 

It fits we thus proceed, or elfc no witnclTc 

Would come againft you. 

Cran. I humbly thanke your Highnefic, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moll throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaffe 
And Cornc (hall flye afunder. For I know 
There's none ftmds vnicr more calumnious tongues, 
Then I my felfe, poore man. 

King . Stand vp, good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand, ftand vp, 
Prythec let's w.illce. Now by my Holydamc, 
What manner of man aie you ? My Lord, I look'd 
You would haue giuen me your Petition, that 
I mould haue tane lame p tines, to bring together 
Vour felfe, and your Accufcrs, and to haue heard you 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Mod dread Liege, 
The good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftic : 
If they (hall faiJc, I with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o're my perfon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thofc Verturs vacant. I featc nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Kr.ow you not 
How your ftatc ftands i'th'world, with the whole world? 
Vour Enemies are many, and not fmall ; their praclifes 
Muft brarc the fame proportion, and not euer 
The lufticc ami ihe Truth o'th'queftion carries 
The dew o'th'Verdicl with it ; at what eafe 
Might corrupt mindes procuic, Knauei as corrupt 
To iweare againft you : Such things haue brne done. 
You are Potently oppos'd, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Wecne you of better lucke, 
I meane in pcriur'd Witncfle, then your Marter, 
Whofc Miniftcr you are, whiles heere he liu'd 
Vpon this naughty Earth f Co too, go too, 
You take a Preccpit for no leape of danger, 
And woe your'owne deftrucYion. 

Cran. God, and your Maiefty 
Ptotecl mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid fur me. 

King. Be of good cheere, 
They mail no more preuaile, then we giue way too : 
Keepc comfort to you,. md this Morning fee 
You do appcare before them. If they mail chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you : 
The beft pcrfwafions to the contrary 
Faile not to vfc, and with what vehemencie 
Th 'occafion mall inftru£t you. If intrearies 
Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Dcliuer them, and your Appealc to vs 
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps : 
He's honcft on mine Honor. Gods blcft Mother, 
I fwearc he is true-hearted, and a foulc 
None better in my Kingdome. Get you gone, 
And do as I haue bid you. Exit Cranmtr. 

I He ha's ftrangled his Language in his teare*. 



Enttr Olde Lady. 
Gent.vitbin. Come backe : what meane you? 
Lady, lie not come backe, the tydings that I bring » 
Will make my boldnefle, manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o're thy Royall head, and fliade thy perlon 
Vnder their blcfled wings. 

King. Now by thy lookes 
I geffe thy MclTage. Is the Queene deliuer'd ? 
Say I, and of a boy. 

Lady. 1,1 my Liege, 
And of a louely Boy : the God of heauen 
Both now, and euer blelTe her : 'lis a Gyrle 
Promifcs Boyes heereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this ftranger; 'ti* as like you, 
As Cherry, is to Cherry. 

King. Lout/,'. 

Lou. Sir. 

King. Giue her an hundred Market, 
lie to the Quecnc. . Exit King. 

Lady, An hundred Market? By this light, He ha more. 
An ordinary Groome is for fuch payment. 
I will haue more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? He 
Haue more, or elfe vnfay't : and now, while 'tis hot, 
He put it to the ilTue. Exit Ladie. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Qranmer, Arelbyjbt.f> of Canterbury. 

Cran. I hope I am not too latc,and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Councrll, pray'd me 
To make great haft. All faft ? What meanes this ? Hoa » 
Who waitcs there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keefer. 

Kerf. Yes, my Lord ! 
But yet 1 cannot helpe you. 

Cran. Why? 

Ktef. Your Grace muft waight till you be call'd for. 
Enter Defter 'Butt. 

Cran. So. 

Butt. This is a Peere of Malice : I am glad 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall vnderftand it prcfently. Extt 'Butt 

Cran. Tis 'Butt. 
The Kings Phyfitim, as he pad along 
How carneftly he caft his eyes vpon me: 
Pray heauen nc found not my difgrace : for certaine 
This is of purpole laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turnc their hearts, I neuer fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor ; they would flume to make me 
Wait elfe at doorc : a fellow Councellor 
'Mong Boyes, Groomes, and Lackeycs. 
But their plcafurcs 

Muft be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King^tnd Butt, at a H^mdave 



'Butt. He mew your Grace the ftrangeft fight. 
King. What's that 'Butt ? 

Butt 
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"But,,. I thinlce your Highnefle favr this many a day. 

Kin. Body a mc : where is it f 

'Bum. There my Lord : 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canteibury, 
Who holds hi» State at dure 'mongd Purfcuants, 
Paget, and Foot-boyes. 

Kin. Ha > Tis he indeed. 
Is th'u the Honour they doe one another ? 
'Tii well there's one aboue 'em yet; 1 had thought 
They had parted to much honefty among 'em, 
At lead good manners} as not thus to fuft'er 
A man oi his Place, and fo neerc our fauour 
To dance attendance on their Lorddiips pleafures, 
And at the dore too, like a Poft with Packets : 
By holy Mary {Butts) there's knauery; 
Let 'em alone, and draw the Curtaine clofe : 
We dull heare more anon. 

A C&uncel! 'Tablt breugbt be with Cbayrei and Stacks, and 
flattd -vnder tbt State. Er.ter Ltrd Cbanctlkur, places 
bimjtlfe at tbt vfftr aid if the 'Table, en tbt left band: A 
Statt being left itid ab'.ue bim, at fur Canterburies State. 



And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 
Might goe one way, and fafely;and the end 
Was euer to doe well : nor is ther 



Dut\e cf Suplkc, Dut{ cf Ncrfolkf, Surrey, Lord Cham- 
ber I jine, Gardiner, feat tbtmjelvtl in Order on each fidt. 
Cremxrtll at lover end, at Secretary. 
Chan. Speake to the bufineflc, M. Secretary} 
w hy are we met in Councell ? 

Oem. Pleafc your Honours, 
Tn e chiefe caufe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 
Qard. Ha s he had knowledge of it ? 
Crcm. Yes. 

Norf. Who waits there' 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords ? 

Card. Yes. 

Ktef. My Lord ArchbiASop : 
And ha's done halfc an houre to know your pleafures. 

Char. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Crace may enter now. 

Crammer affreches tbt duncell Table. 

Chan. My good Lord Archbiflnp, I'm very lorry 
To fit heere at this prefcnt,and behold 
That Chayre ftand empty : But we all are men 
In our owne natures fraile.and capable 
Of our flelh, few are Angeh; out of which frailty 
And want of wifrdomc, you that belt ftiould teach vs, 
Haue mifdcmean'd your felfc,and not a little : 
Toward the King fird, then his Lawes, in filling 
The whole Realme, by your teaching it your Chaplaines 
(For fo we are inform'd) with new opinions, 
Diuers and dangerous ; which are Hercfies } 
And not rcfurm'd, may prouc pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation muft be fodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horles, 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle ; 
But flop their mouthes with ftubborn Biti Sc fpurre 'em, 
Till they obey the mannage. If we fuft'er 
Out of our cafineflc and childidt pitty 
To one mans Honour, this contagious ficknefle ; 
Farewell all Phyfickc: and what fullowes then t 
Commotions, vprores, with a generall Taint 
Of the whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours, 
The vpper Germany can deerely witnefte : 
Yet frelhly pittied in our memories. 

Oan. My good Lords ; Hitherto, in all the Progrefle 
Both of my Life and Office, I haue bbour'd, 
And with no little dudy, that my teaching 



're liuing, 

(I fpeakc it with a fingle heart, my Lords) 

A man that more detefh,inore flirres againd, 

Both in h s priuate Confcience, and his place, 

Dctacers of a publique peace then I doe : 

Pray Heauen the King may ncuer find a heart 

With lcfTe Allegeance in it. Men that make 

Enuy, and crooked malice, nouriihment ; 

Dare bite the bed. 1 doe befcech your Lorddiips, 

That in this cafe of luftice, my Accufcrt, 

Be what they will, iruy ftand forth face to face, 

And freely vrge a^ainft me. 

Suff. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be; you are a Counfcllor, 
And by that vertue no man dare accufc you. (ment, 

Gard. My Lord, becaufe we haue bufines of more mo- 
We will be fljjrt with you. Tis his HighnelTe pleafure 
And our confent, for better try-all of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a priuate man againe, 
You (hall know many daic accufc you boldly, 
More then (I fcare) you are prouided for. 

Oan. Ah my good Lord of tVincbefler : I thanke you, 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will pafle, 
I lhall both finJe your Lordfliip, iudge and luror, 
You arc fo mercirull. I fee your end, 
"Tis my vndjing. Louc and mcckcneflc, Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambition : 
Win ftraying Snulei with modefty againe, 
Cad none away : That 1 (hall clcere my felfe, 
Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 
I make as little douht as you due confcience, 
In doing daylv wrongs. I could fay more, 
But reueiencc to your cilling, nukes mc mo.^ed. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 
That's the plaine truth ; your painted gloflc dilcouers 
To men that vndcrftand you, words and weaknefle. 

Qrem. My Lord of \Vitettfitr t f m a little, 
By your good fauour, too fharpr; Men fo Noble, 
How euer faulrly, yet would finJe refprft 
For what they haue becne : 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good M. Secretary, 
I cry your Honour mercie; you may word 
Of all this Table fay fo. 
Crem. Why my Lord? 

Gard. Doc not I know you for a Fauourer 
Of this new Sc& I ye arc not found. 

Crcm. Not found ? 
Gard. Not found I fay. 
&om. Would you were halfc fo honeft: 
Mens prayers then would fceke you, not their feares. 

(Jatd. J (hall remember this bold Language. 
Crem. Doe. 
Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbeare for (hame my Lords. 

Card. I haue done. 
Crem. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it dands agreed 
I take it, by all voyces : That forthwith, 
You be lonuaid to th' Tower a Prifoner; 
There to remainc till the Kings further pleafure 
Be knowne »nto n : are you all agreed Lord*. 
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All. We arc. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I mult needs to th' Tower my Lords? 

Card. Whit other, 
Would you expect ? You are ftrangely troublefome: 
Let fome o'th' Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard. 

Q-an. For me? 
Mud I goe like a Traytor thither? 

Gard. Recciue him, 
And fee him fafe i'th' Tower. 

Cran. Stay good my Lords, 
1 haue a little yet to fay. Looke there my Lords, 
By virtue of that Ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruell men, and giue it 
To a molt Noble ludge, the King my Maifter. 

Cbatn. This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. Tis no counterfeit. 

Suff. Ts the right Ring, by Hcau'n: I told ye all, 
When we firft put this dangerous ftonc a rowling, 
'Twold fill vpon our fclues. 

Norf. Doc you thinke my Lords 
The King will fufi'er but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'dr" 

Cham. Tis now too certaine; 
How much more is his Life in value with him 7 
Would I were fairely out on't. 

Crom. My mind gaue me, 
In fceking tales and Informations 
Againft this man, whofc honcfty the Diuell 
And his Difciples onely enuy at, 
Ye blew the fire that bumes yc: now haue at ye. 

Enter King frowning on than, takei hit State. 

Gard. Dread Soueraigne, 
How much are we bound to Heauen, 
In dayiy thankes; that gjue vs fuch a Prince; 
Not onely good and wile, but moft religious: 
One that'in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheefc ayme of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty out of deare refpedl, 
His Royall fclfe in Iudgemcnt comes to he-ire 
The caufe betwixt her, and this great offender. 

K:n. You were eucr good at lodaine Commendations, 
Bifhop of Wincheflcr. But know I come not 
To hcare fuch flattery now, and in my prelence 
They are too thin, and bafe to hide offences, 
To me you cannot reach. You play the Spanirll, 
And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win mc : 
But whatfoere thou tak'ft me for; I'm fure 
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. 
Good man fit downc : Now let me fee the proudeft 
Hee, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. 
By all that's holy, he had better ftarue, 
Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May it pleafc your Grace; 

A'/rr. No Sir, it doe's not pleafe me, 
1 had thought, 1 had had men of fome vnderftanding, 
And wiledome of my Councell; but I finde none : 
Was it difcretion Lords, to let this man, 
This good man (few of you deferue that Title) 
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber dore ? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why, what a flume was this ? Did my Commiftion 
Bid ye fo farre forget your felucs? I gaue ye 
Power, as he was a Counfcllour to try him, 



Not as a Groome : There's fome of yc, I fee, 
More out of Malice then Integrity, 
Would tryc him to the vtmoft, had ye meane, 
Which ye mall neuer haue while I hue. 

Chan. Thus farre 
My moft dread Soueraigne, may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue excufc all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for hisTryall, 
And faire purgation to the world then malice, 
I'm fure in me. 

Kin. Well, well my Lords refpeel him, 
Take him. and vfc him well; hte's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a SubicQ ; I 
Am for his loue and lcruice, fo to him. 
Make me no more adoe,but all embrace him ; 
Be friends for fliame my Lords : My Lord of Canterbury 
I haue a Suite which you mult not deny mee. 
That is, a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptifme, 
You muft be Godfather, and anfwere for her. 

Cran. The greatcft Monarch now aliue may glory 
In fuch an honour : how may I deferue it, 
That am a poote and humble Subiccl to you ? 

Kin. Come, come my Lord, you'd fpare your fpoones; 
You (hall haue two noble Partners with you : the old 
Duchefle of Nsrf»He> and Lady Marquefle Lh'Jet ? will 
thefe pleafe you ? 

Once more my Lord of H^nchefter, I charge you 
Embrace, and louc this man. » 

Gard. With a true heart, 
And Brother; loue I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heauen 
Witncfle how dearc, I hold this Confirmation, (hearts, 

Kin. Good Man, thofe ioyfull tearcs flicw thy true 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayes thus : Doe my Lord of Canterbury 
A ftircwd turne, and hee's your friend tor cuer : 
Come Lords, we trifle time away : I long 
To haue this young one made a Chrift'un. 
As I haue made ye one Lords, one remaine: 
So I grow ftronger,you more Honour gainc. Exeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Nejje and Tumult within: Enter Porter and 
hi man. 

Port. You'l leaue your novTe anon ye Rafcals : doe 
you take the Court for Parilh Garden : ye rude SLauei, 
leaue your gaping: 

Within. Good M. Porter I belong to th' Larder. 
Porr. Belong to th' Callowes, and be hang'd ye Rogue: 
Is this a place to roarc in ? Fetch mc a dozen Crab-tree 
ftaues, and ftrong ones ; thefc are but fwitches to 'cm : 
lie (cratch your heads ; you muft be feeing Chriftenings? 
Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes hecre, you rude 
Raskalls ? 

M.m. Pray Sir be patient; 'tis as much impollible, 
Vnlefle wee fweepe 'em from the dore with Cannons, 
To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em flrepe 
On May-day Morning, which will neuer be : 



We may as well pufli againft Powlcs as ftirre 'em. 
Tsr. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 



Man. 



I by Go< 



The Life ofKJng Henry the Eight. 



231 



Man. Ala* I know not, how gets the Tide in ? 
As much as one found Cudgell of foure foote, 
(You fee the poore remainder) could diftribute, 
I made no fpare Sir. 

Port. You did nothing Sir. 

Man. I am not Samp/cn, nor Sir Guy, nor Celebrand, 
To mow 'em downc before me : but if I (par'd any 
That had a bead to hit, cither young or old, 
He or (hee, Cuckold or Cuckold-maker : 
Let me ne're hope to fee a Chine againe, 
And that 1 would not for a Cow, God faue her. 

Within. Do you heare M. Porter ? 

Pert. I mall be with you prefently, good M. Puffy, 
Keepe the dore clofe Sirha. 

Man. What would you haue me doe ? 

Per. What (hould you doe, 
But knock 'em down* by th' dozens? Is thii More fields 
to muftcr in ? Or haue wee fome ftrange Indian with the 
great Toole, come to Court, the women fo beficge vs ? 
Blefle me, what a fry of Fornication is at dore t On my 
Chriftian Conscience this one Chriftcning will beget a 
thoufand , here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 
gether. 

Man. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is 
a fellow fomcwhat necre the doore, he Ihould be a Brafi- 
er by his face, for o'my confeience twenty of the Dog- 
dayes now reigne in's Nofe; all that (land about him are 
vnder the Line, they need no other pennance : that Fire- 
Drake did 1 hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his Nofe difcharged againft mee; hee (lands there 
like a Morter-picce to blow vs. There was a Habbcrda- 
(hers Wife of fmall wit, neerc him , that rail'd vpon me, 
till her pinck'd porrenger fell off her head, for kindling 
fuch a com bu ft ion in the State. I mid the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbcs, when I 
might fee from farre, fbme forty Tmnchconers draw to 
her fuccour, which were the hope o'th* Strond where (he 
was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place ; at 
length they came to th' broomc ftaffe to me, I deride 'cm 
ftil, when fodainly a File of Boyes behind 'em, loofc ihot, 
deliuer'd fuch a fhowre of Pibbles, that I was faine to 
draw mine Honour in, and let 'em win the Worke, the 
Diuell was amongft 'em I thinke furely. 

Tar. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Playhoufe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehoufe, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I haue fume of 
'em in Limbe Tatrum, and there they are like to dance 
thefe three dayes; befides the running Banquet of two 
Beadles, that is to 



Enter Ltrd Chamber latnt, 

Cham. Mercy o'me : what a Multitude are hcere ? 
They grow dill too; from all Parts they are comroing, 
As if we kept a Faire heere? Where are thefe Porters T 
Thefe lary knaucs T Y'haue made a fine hand fcllowes ? 
There* a trim rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your faithfull friends o'th'Suburbs? We (hall haue 
Great (lore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they pafle backe from the Chriftcning ? 

Per. And't plcaie your Honour, 
We are but men;and what fo many may doe, 
Not being torne a piece*, we haue done : 
An Army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham. As I Hue, 
If the King blame me for't ; He lay ye all 



By th'heclcs, and fodainly:and on your heads 

Clap round Fines for neglect : y'are laiy knaucs, 

And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 

Ye ihould doc Seruice. Harke the Trumpet* found, 

Th'are come alreaiy from the Chriftcning, 

Go breakc among the preaflc, and fin Jc away out 

To let the Troope pafle fairely; or lie finde 

A Marihallfey, (hall hold ye play thefe two Monthe*. 

Tar. Make way there, for the Princeflc. 

Man. You great fellow, 
Stand cloie vp, or lie make your head ake. 

Per. You i'th'Chamblct,gct vp o'th'raile, 
lie pecke you o're the pales elfe. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Trumpet t /etmding 1 Then t»t ALtermen, L. Mater, 
Garter, Cranmtr, Du[e ef Ner/nl^e with bit Marjhaii 
Stafft, Duke ef Su/fillf, t»a Noblemen, bearing great 
/landing Hewitt for the Chriftening Guiftt : Then feurt 
Ntblemen bearing a Qanepy, vnder which the Dutcbe/Je ef 
Narfalfy, Godmother, bearing the Cbiide richly habited in 
a Mantle, & c. Traine borne by a Lady : Then fellsvres 
the Marcbienefe Dir/et , the ether Godmother, and La- 
diet. The Treoft pajt enci about the Stage, and Gar- 
ter /peaty. 
Cart. Heauen 

From thy endlcflc goodnelTc, fend profperous life, 

Long, and euer happie, to the high and Mighty 

Princeffe of England E/iaabttb. 

Flouri/h. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royall Grace, St the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felfe thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this moll gracious Lady, 
Heauen euer laid vp to make Parents happy, 
May hourely fall vpon ye. 

Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archbiftiop: 
What is her Name ? 

Cran. Efiiabetb. 

Kin. Stand vp Lord, 
With this Rifle, take my Blcfling : God prated thee, 
Into whofe hand, I giue thy Life. 

Cran. Amen . 

Kin. My Noble Goflips, y'haue beene too Prodigatl; 
I thanke ye heartily : So (hall this Lady, 
When (he ha's fo much Engliih. 

Cran. Let me fpeake Sir, 
For Heauen now bids me; and the words I vtter, 
Let none thinke Flattery; for they'l finde 'em Truth. 
This Royall Infant, Heauen ftill moue about her; 
Though in her Cradle; yet now promifes 
Vpon this Land a thoufand thoufand Bleftlngs, 
Which Time lhall bring to ripenefle : She (hall be, 
(But few now liuing can behold that goodnefle) 
A Patterne to all Princes liuing with her, 
And all that lhall fuccecd : Saba was neuer 
More couetou* of Wife lome, and faire Vertue 
Then this pure Soule (hall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould vp fuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Vcrtucs that attend the good. 
Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth (hall Nurfc her, 

Holy 
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Holy and Heaucnly thought* dill Counfcll her : 

She dull be lou'd and fear'd. Her ownc dull bleffc her, 

Her Foci (hake like a Field of beaten. Corne, 

And hang their heads with forrow : 

Good growci with her. 

In her dayes. Euery Man (hall cate in iafety, 

Vndcr hisowne Vine what he plants; and fing 

The merry Song* of Peace to all his Neighbour*. 

God dull be truely knowne, and thole about her, 

From her (hall read the perfect way of Honour, 

And by thofe cUimc their greatnefTcjnot by Blood. 

Nor Bull this peace flcepe with her s But as when 

The Bird of Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 

Her Arties new create another Heyre, 

As great in admiration as her felfe. 

So (hall (he leaue her Blcfledncfle to One, 

(When Heaucn (hal call her from this clowd of darknes) 

Who, from the ficred Arties of her Honour 

Shall Star-like rife, as great in fame as <he was, 

And fo (land fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, 

That were the Servants to this chofen Infant, 

Shall then be hit, and like a Vine grow to him ; 

Where cult the bright Sannc of Heaucn lhall fliine, 

His Honour,and the grcatnefl'e of his Name, 

Shall be, and make new Nations. He ihil. flouriih, 



And like a Mountainc Cedar, reach hi* branches, 

To all the Plaines about him : Our Children* Children 

Shall fee this,and blcfle Heauen. 

Kin. Thou fpeaked wonder*. 

Cran. She fhall be to the happincfTe of England, 
An aged Princcffc ; many dayes (hall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to Crowne it. 
Would 1 had knowne no more : But (he mud dye, 
She mud, the Saints mud hauc her ; yet a Virgin, 
A moll rnfpotted Lilly (hall (he parte 
To th* ground, and all the World (hall mourne her. 

Kin. O Lord Archbifliop 
Thou had made me now a man, neuer before 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, ha'* fo plcat'd me, 
That when I am in Heaucn, 1 (hall defire 
To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker. 
I thankc ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding : 
I hauc rccciu'd much Honour by your prcfence, 
And ye (hall find me thank full. Lead the way Lords, 
Ye mud all fee the Quecnc, and (he mud thankc ye, 
She will be ficke els. This day, no man thinkc 
'Hat bufinerte at his houie; for all dull day: 
This Little-One dull make it Holy-day. Exeunt. 



The Epilogve. 



Th ten to cne, this Phy can neuer pleafe 
All that are hetre : Some come to ta(e their eafe, 
And jleef* an Ail or two ; but tbeje we f cart 
What* frighted with our Tumfttt : Jo 'tis cleare, 
Thty'l Jay tu naught. Other! to htare tht City 
Abut'd extreamly.and to 



cry that' I witty, 
'ntt done neither; that I fear t 



All the ex ft fled good ware li{e to htare. 
For thu Play at this time, i ontly in 
The mtrcifull conjlruftion of good women, 
For Jueh a one we jbew'd 'em : If ihey Jmile, 
And jay twill doe; I {now within a while, 
All the hefi mm are our,; for 'ti, ill ha/,, 
If they bold, when their LaSt,bid\m clap. 



FINIS. 




7 





Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



rl hv CCnnoIr 



